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TMs is America-^ tawm of a few thomand, im a regUm of 
wieai and cam and dairies and littie groves. 

The town is, m our tale, catted ''Gopker Prairie, Mim^ 
es^ar But its Main Street is the continuation of Main 
Streets everywhere. The story would be the same in Ohio or 
MoMana, in Kansas or Kentuchy or Ittinois, and not very 
differently would U be told Up Yorh State or in the Carolinn 

Cjjj ^ Strea u±hea^^ Thai this Ford 

car might stand in front of the Bon Ton Store, Banmbdl 
mooded Rome and Erasmus wrote in Oxford cloisters. Wha$ 
Ole Jenson the grocer says to Esra Stowbody the banher is the 
uem law for London, Prague, and the unprofitable ides of the 
tea; whatsoever Esra does not hnow and sanction, that thing 
is heresy, worthless for hnawing and wiched to consider. 

Pur raUway station is the fmal aspiration of architecture. 
Sam Clark's annual hardware turnover is the envy of the four 
counties which constUute Godfs Country. In the sensitive art 
of the Rosebud Movie Palace there is a Message, and humor 
Urictly moral. 

Such is our comfortable tra^ion and sure faith. Would he 
not beiray himself an alien cynic who shotdd otherwise portray 
Main Street, or distress the cUiaens by speculating whether 
there may not be other faiths f 
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MAIN STREET 

CHAPTER I 



Qk a hill by the Mississippi where C3#pewas camped two 
generations ago, a girl stood in relief against the cornflower 
blue of Northern sky. She saw no Indians now; she saw flour- 
mids and the blinkhig windows of skyscrapo^ in Minneapolis 
and St. Paul. Nor was she thinking of squaws and portages, 
and tltt Yankee fur-traders whose shadows were all about her. 
She was meditating upon walnut fudge, the plays of Brieuz, 
the reasons why heels run oveTi and the fact that the chemistry 
instructed had stared at the liew coiffure which concealed her 
cars. 

A breeze ^thich had crossed a thousand miles of wheat-lands 
bdlied her taffeta skirt in a line so graceful, so full of animation 
and moving beauty, that the heart of a chance watcher on the 
kmer road tightened to wistfulness over her quality of sus- 
pended freedom. She lifted her arms, she leaned bade against 
die wind, her skirt dipped and flared, a lock blew wild. A girl 
<m a hiUtq); credulous, plastic, young; drinking the air as she 
kMiged to drink life. The eternal achmg comedy of eiqpectant 
youth. 

It is Carol Milford, fleeing for an hour from Blodgett College. 

The days of pioneering, of lassies in sunbonnets, and bears 
killed with axes in piney dearings, are deader now than Ca^ne^ 
lot: and a rebellious girl is the spirit of that bewildered empure 
called the American Middlewest. 



Blodgett CoU^ is on the edge of Minneapolis. It_b a 
bulwark of sound relig ion. It is still combating the recoit 
heresies of Voitaire, . Daiwin, anJ*R6bcrt'IngersoII. Koji 
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fomilies in Minnesota, Iowa, Wisconsin, the Dakotas send their 
children diither, and Btoda^ t protects them from the wicked- 
ness of the universities.^ But it secretes friendly girls, young 
men who sing, and one la^ instructress who really likes 
Milton and Carlyle. So the four years which Carol spent at 
Blodgett were not altogether wasted. The smallness of the 
school, the fewness of rivals, permitted her to experiment with 
her pailous. versatility. She played tomis, gave chaAngrdiah 
parties, todi A graduate seminar in the drama, went '' twosing," 
and joined* half a dozen societies for the practise of the arts 
or the tense stalking of a thing called General Culture. 

In her dass there were two or three prettier girls, but none 
more eager. She was noticeable equally in the c^iasroom grind 
and at dances, though out of the three hundred students of 
Blodgett, scores recited more accurately and dozens Bostoned 
more smoothly. Every cell of her body \to alive— thin wrists, 
quince-blossom skin, ingenue eyes, black hair. 

The other girls in her dormitory marveled at the slig^tness 
of her body when they saw her in sheer negligee, or darting out 

• wet from a shower-bath. She seemed then but half as large as 
thqr had siq>posed; a fragile chfld who must be cloaked with 
understanding kindness. '^ I^chic,'' the girls whispered, and 
'^ spiritual.'' Yet so radioactive were her nerves, so adventur- 
ous her trust in rather vaguely conceived sweetness and li^^t, 
that she was more energetic than any of the hulking young 
women who, with calves bulging in heavy-ribbed woolen stock- 
ings beneath decorous blue serge bloomers, thudding^y galloped 
across the floor of^e ''gym'' in practise for the Blodgett 

^Ladies' Basket-Bail Team. 

\ Even when she was tired her dark eyes were 6bs«-vant. She 

- did not yet know the immense ability of the world to be 
casually, cruel and proudly dull, but jf she should ever learn 

; ihose disma3ring powoB, her eyes would never become suUen 

\ or heavy or rheumily amorous. 

For all her enthusiasms, for all the fondness and the 
^ crushes " which she inspired, Carol's acquaintances were shy 
of her. When she was most ardently singing hymns or plan- 
ning deviltry she vet seemed gently aloof and critical. She was 
credulous, perhaps; a bom hero-worshipper; yet she did 
question ami examine unceasjng^y. Whatever she might be- 
come she Would never be static. 
Her vemitility ensnared her. By turns she hoped to ditoover 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET f 

she had an imusiial vofce, a talent for the piaso^ the 
ability to acty to write, to manage organizations. Atwaiys A» * 
was disappointed, but always she effervesced anew— ovto^the 
Student Volunteers, who intended to become missionaries, Over 
painting scenery for the dramatic dub, over soUdting advert 
tisements for the coll^ magazine. 

She wal on the peak that Sundi^ afternoon wbm she played 
in chapd. Out of the dusk her violin took up, the organ 
theme, and die candle-light revealed her in a sthiiJiit golden 
fiodL, her arm arched to the bow, her 1^ serious. Eygcj\ 
^manJdLinJoye then wi^reUgon and Card. ^ 

~ Throui^iout Soioryear she anxiously rdated all her experi- 
ments and partial successes to a career. Daily, on the 
ffimry step? or inthe hall of the Main Buflding, the co-eda 
talked of '' What shall we do when we finish coUege? " Evea. 
the jgplrls wto jgttew.that thqr were goinj^ to be married pre- 
tenio^ to be considering important bijbmess positions; evefl 
they who knew that they would have to work hinted about 
fabulous suitpiSf. As f or Ckrol, she was an orphan; her only 
near relative was a vanilla-flavored sister married to an • 
optkaan in St. Paul She had used most of the money <rom 
her father's estate. She was not in love— that b, not often, 
nor ever long at a time. She would earn her Uving.. 

But how she was to earn it, ho^ jBhe jraa. to conquer, the^. 
worid— almost entir^ fpr tibe world's own good— she did not 
see. Host, of the girls who w^e not betrothed meant to be 
teadiers. Of these there were two sorts: cardess young 
women who admitted that they intended ti^eave the '' beastly 
dassroom and grubby children ** the minute they had a chance 
to marry; and studious, sometimes bulbous-browed and pop- 
eftd maidois who at class prayer-meetings requested God to 
'^iguide their feet along, the paths of greatest usefulness.'' 
Ndther sort tempted Carol. The former seemed insincere (a 
^favorite word of hers at this era). The earnest vir^ns were, 
fihe fanded, as likely to do harm as to do good by their 
faith in the value of parsing Caesar. 

At various times during Senior year Carol finally decided 
upon 8tud3ang law, writing motion-pioture scenarios, profea- 
doml nursing, and marrying an unidentified hero. 

Then she found a hobby in sociology. 

The^ sociology instructor was new. He was married, and 
therefore taboo, but he had come from Boston, he had lived 
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among poets«and socialists and Jews and millionaire upliften 
at the University Settlement in New York, and he had a 
beautiful white strong neck. He led a giggling class through tha 
prisons, the charity bureaus, the employment agencies of Min- 
neapolis and St. Paul. TraUin^ at Jhft end joi thei . line Carol__ 
was indignant at the prodding curiosity of the others^ theicL_ 
manner of staring at the poor as at a Zoo. She felt herself a_ 
"gr^t liberator. She put her hand to her mou'Uiy her fore- 
finger and thumb quite painfully pinching ha: Iowa: Up, and 
frowned, and aijoyed being aloof. 

A classmate named Stewart SiQrder, a conq)etent bulky 
young man in a gray flannd shirt, a rusty black bow tie, and 
tfie green-aAd-purple dass cap, gnunbled to her as th^ walked 
bdiiod the others in the muck of the South St. Paul^tock- 
yards, ''These college chumps make me tired. They're so 
t(q>-lof ty. They ou^t to of worked on the farm, the way I 
have. These workmen put it all over them." 

''I just love common workmen/'. glowed CaroL . 

'' Only you don't want to forget tibat common workmen d^*l 
they're commonl *' 

'' You're rightl I apolo^l ^ Carol's brows lifted in the 
astonishment of emotion, in a glory of abasement. Her eyes 
mothered the world. Stewart Snyda: peered at her. He 
rammed his large red fists into his pockets, he jerked them« 
out, he resolutdy got rid of them by denching his hands 
bdiind him, and he stammered: 

'' I know. You get people. Most of these dam co-eds— -« 
Say, Carol, you could do a lot for people.^' 

"How?" 

"Oh— oh wdl— you know— sympathy and ever3rthing— K • 
yoM were— say you were a lawya:'s wife. You'd understand 
his dients. I'm going to be a lawyer. I admit I fall down 
In sympathy sometimes. I get so dog-gone impatient with pe(^le 
that can't stand the gaff. You'd be good for a fellow that was 
too serious. Make him more— more— y(w know— lympo- 
the'licl •» 

His slightly pouting lips, his mastiff eyes, were begging her 
to beg hhn to go on. She fled from the steam-roller of his 
sentiment. 9ie cried, "Oh, see those poor sheep— millions 
and millions of them." She darted on. 

Stewart was not interesting. He hadn't a shapdy white 
neck, and he had never lived among cdd)rated reformen. 
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She ivuted, just BOX, to lima cdl in & aettIemtet-ho\ise» Uke 
a nun without the bother of a black robe, and be kind, and 
tail Bernard Shaw, and enormously improve a horde of grate- 
ful poor. ^ 

The supplementary reading in sociology led her to a bodL 
on village-improvement — treefdanting, town pageants, girls' 
dubs. It had pictures of greens and garden-walls in Fhince^ 
New Rnghndy Pennsylvania. She had picked it up cardessly, 
with a sSg^t yawn which she patted down with her finger-t^ 
as delicately as a cat. 

She dipfiMed into the book, lounging on her window-seat, 
with her slim, lisle^tockinged legs crc^^d, and her knees m 
under Jier chhi. She stroked a satin pillow idiUe she read. 
About her was the tlothy exuberance of a Blodgett College 
room: cretonne-covered window-seat, photograi^ of girb, a 
carbon print of the Coliseum, a chafing-dish, and a dozen 
piOows embroidered or beaded ot p}nrographed. Shocking^ 
out of place was a minis^ure of the Daodng Bacchante. It 
was the onfy trace of Carol in the room. She had inherited the 
rest from generations of girl studqits. 

It was as a part of all tlus commonplaceness that she re» 
garded the treatise on village-i m pro ve ment. But she suddenly 
stopped fidgeting. She strode into the book. She had fled 
half-way throned it before the three o'clock bell called her 
te the class in En^ish history. * 

She sigjied, "^ That's what IH do aft^ college! Ill get iKQr 
hands on one of these prairie towns and make it beautiful. 
Be an inspiration. I suppose I'd better become a teacher then, 
but — I won't be that k&d of a teacher. I won't drone. Why 
should ilbey have all the garden subiftbs on Long Island? No- 
hody has done anything with the ugly towns here in the 
Northwest except hold revivals and buOd libraries to contain the 
Elsie books. Ill make 'em put in a village green, and darling 
cottages, aiKl a quaint Main Street! ** 

Thus she triumphed through the dass, which was a 
^ical Blodgett contest between a dreary teacher and unwill- 
ing children of twenty, won by the teacher because his 
opponents had to answer his questions, while their treacherous 
queries he could counter b^ demanding, ^'Have you looked 
tfttt up in the libnary? Well thm, siq>pose you do! '^ 

The history instructor was a retired minister. He waa 
fvcastk today. He beggpd of sporting young Mr. Charley 
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Holmberg, '^ Now Charles, would it interrupt your undoubtedly 
fascinating pursuit of that malevolent fly if I were to ask yoa 
to tell us tluit you do not know anything about King John? ^ 
He spent three delightful minutes in assuring himself of the 
fact diat no one exactly remembered the date of Magna Charta. 
Caurol did not hear him. She was conq>leting the roof of a 
half-timbered town hall. She had found one man in the 
I»'airie village who did not appreciate her picture of windiiMt 
streets and arcades, but she had assembled the town coimcu 
and dramatically defeated him. 

m 

Though she was Minnesota-bcvn Carol was not an intimate 
of the prairie villages. Her father, the simling and shabby. 
Hit learned and teasin^y kind, had cmne from Massachusetts, 
and through all her childhood he had been a judge in Mankato, 
which is not a prairie town, but in its garden-shdtered streets 
and aisles oi dms is lAite and green New England reborn. 
Mankato lies between diffis and the Minnesota River, hard l^ 
Thtverse des Sioux, where the first settlers made treaties wita 
the Indians, and the cattle-rustlers once came gaUoping brfore 
hdl-f or-leauer posses. 

As she climbed along the banks of the dark river Carol 
listened to its fables about the wide land of ydlow waters and 
bleached buffalo bones to the West; the Southern levees and 
singing darkies and palm trees toward which it was forever 
nqrst^ously gliding; and she heard again the startled bdb 
aiul thick puffing of hig^tad^ed river steamers wrecked on 
sand-reefs sixty years ago. Along the decks she saw missi(»i- 
arieSy gamblers in tall pot hats, and Dakota chiefs vrith scarlet 
blankets. . . . Far off whistles at nifi^t, round the rivar bend, 
plunking paddles reechoed by the pines, and a g^ow on hUidk 
sliding waters. 

CaroFs family were sdf-suffident in their inventive lif^ 
with Christmas a rite full of surprises and tenderness, and 
" dressing-up parties " spontaneous and joyously absurd. The 
beasts in the Milford hearth-mythology were not the obscene 
Nig^t Animals who junq> out of dosets and eat little girls, bat 
beneficent and bri^t-eyed creatures— the tam htab, who is 
woolly and blue and lives in the bathroom, and runs rapidly to 
warm small feet; the ferruginous oil stove, who purrs and 
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stories; sad tbe akitsmsrigg, ufao will play with ddl- 

dren before Iveakfast if thqr spring out of bed and dose tbe 
window at tbe very first line of tbe song about pueUas wbidi 
filher sings while shaving. 

Judge MOford's pedagG^j;ical adieme was to let tbe diOdrcD \ 
tend iHiatevcr tbqr {deased, and in his brown library Carol 
disorbed Balzac and Rabdais and Tboreau and Max Muller. 
He gravely taqg^ them the letters on the badLS of the encydo- 
pedias, and when polite visitors asked about the mental prog- 
teas of the ''little ones/' thqr were horrified to hear tbe 
ddldren earnest^ repeating A-Aod, AndrAus^ Aus-Bis, Bis-Calt 
Gal-Cha. ^ 

Carols mother died lAen she was nine. Her father retired 
from the judidary idien she was deven, and took the family 
to Minneapolis. There he cUed, two years after. Her sister, a 
boqr proper advisory soul, older than bersdf , had become a 
stcaogcr to her even when thqr Uved in the same house. 

Fkom those early brown and diver days and from her 
indq>endence of rdatives Carol retained a willingness to be 
diffmnt from brisk efikient book-ignoring people; an instinct 
to observe and wonder at thdr bustle even when she was 
taking part in it. But, die fdt approvingly, as she discovered 
her career of town-planning, die was now roused to being brisk 
Md efficient heradf . 



IV 

In a month Carols ambition had douded. Her hedtangr 
about becoming a ttticher had returned. She was not, she 
worried, strong enough to endure the routine, and she could 
not lecture horsdf standing before grinning chQdrcsi and pre- 
lendimgtobewiseanddecidyi^. But the 4ttire for the creation 
^^bea^ifnl town remained; When die encountered an item 
about smalRown women's dubs or a pboto^raph of a straff- 
^ling Main Street, die was homesick for it, she f dt robbed df 
ho* work. 

It was the advice of the professor of Engjidi whidi led her 
to -study professional Ulnrary-work in a Chicago sdiool. Her 
hnagination carved and cokn-ed the new plan. She saw herself 
persoadmg children to read charming fairy tales, helping young 
men to fiind books on mechanics, being ev^ so courteous to 
dd men who were hunting for newspapers— the U^t of the 
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library, an authority on hoolka, invited to dinners with poets 
and explorers, reading a paper to an association of distingoiahed 
schidars. 

S 

The last faculty recq>tion before conmioicement In 
five days they would be in the cyclone of final examina- 
tions. 

The house of the president had been massed with palms 
suggestive of polite undertaking parlors, and in the library, a 
ten-foot room with a globe and the portraits of Whittier and 
Martha Washington, the student orchestra was pla3n[ng 
** Carmen " and ** Madame Butterfly.^ Carol was diz^ with 
music and the emotions of puting. She saw the palms as a 
jungle, the pink-shaded electric globes as an opaline haze, and 
Hie eye-glared faculty as Olympians. She was melandioly at 
sight of the mousey girb with \^om she had *' always int^ed 
to get acquainted.'' and the half dozen young m&n who were 
ready to fall in love with her. 

But it was Stewart Snyder whom she encouraged. He was 
80 much manlier than the others; he was an even warm brown, 
like his new ready-made suit with its padded shoidders. She 
sat with him, and with two cups of coffee and a chicken patty, 
upon a pile of presidential overshoes in the coat-closet under 
the stairs, and as the thin music seeped in, Stewart 
^iiiispered: 

^ I can't stand it, this breaking iq> after four years! The 
happiest years of life.'^ 

She believed it. <^Oh,Ihiow! To thmk that in just a few 
days well be parting, and well never see some of the bunch 
againi " 

^ Carol, you got to listen to mel You alwajrs duck when I 
try to talk seriously to you, but you got to listen to me. 
I^ going to be a big lawyer, maybe a judge, and I need you, 
and I'd protect you " 

His arm slid behind her shoulders. The insinuating mu^ 
drained her independ^ce. She said mournfully, " Would you 
take care of me? " She touched his hand. It was warm, 
solid. 

"You bet I wouldl We'd have, Lord, we'd have buDj^ 
times in Yankton, wfa^e I'm going to settle ^" 

** But I want to do something with life.'' 
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* WhafiB better than making a comfy home and brii^ing np 
nme cute kids and Imowing nice homey people? " 

It was the immemorial male reply to the restless wraian. 
Thus to the young Sappho ^>ake the melon- venders; thus the 
captains to Zenobia; and in the damp cave over gnawed bones 
the hahry suitor thus protested to the woman advocate of 
matriucfay. In the dialect of Blodgett College but with the 
voice of Sapidio was Carol's answer: 

^ Of course. I know. I siq>pose that's so. Honestly, I do 
kfve chfldren. But there's lots of women that can do house- 
vork, but I— weD, if you have got a college education^ you 
oug^t to use it for the world.** 

^ I know, but y(m can use it fmt as wdl in the home. And 
gee, Cared, just think of a bunch of us going out cm an auto 
picnic, some nice K>ring evening.** 
•*Ye8.» 

" And sleig^riding in winter, and gdng fishing ** 

Bhrrrrrrr! The orchestra had cra^ied into the ^ Soldiers* 
Chorus **; and she was protesting, ^ Nol Not You're a dear, t 
but I want to do things. I don't imderstand myself but I want— * 
everything in the world! Maybe I can't sing or write, but I 
know I can be an influence in library work. Just siqipose I 
encouraged some boy and he became a great artisti I willl 
I win do itl Stewart dear, I can't settle down to nothing but 
diah-washingi " 

Two minutes later— two hectic minutes— they were disturbed 
by an embarrassed couple also seeking the idyllic sedusion of 
the overshoe-closet. 

After graduation she never saw Stewart Snydar again. She 
wrote to him tmce a week— for one month. 



VI 

A j^ear Carol spent in Chicago. H^ study of library-cata- 
loguing, recording, books of reference, was easy and not too 
Kmmiferous. She revded in the Art Institute, in s3rmphonies 
and violin redtsJs and chamber music, in the theater and 
dassic dancing. She almost gave up library work to become one 
of the young women who dance in dieese-doth in the moonlight. 
She was taken to a certified Studio Party, with beer, dgarettes, 
bobbed li^, and a Russian Jewess who sang the Intemation- 
sle. It cannot be rqmted that Carol had anything significant 
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to say to the Bohemians. She was awkward with them, and 
fdt ignorant, and she was shocked by the free manners which 
she bid for years desired. But she heard and remembered 
discussions of Freud, Romain Rolland, syndicalism, the Con* 
f6d£ration G^^ale du Travail, feminbm vs. haremism, 
Chinese l}nics, nationalization of mines, Christian Science, and 
fishing in Ontario. 

She went home, and that was the beghming and end of her 
Bdiemian life. 

The second cousin of Carol's sister^ husband lived in Wui- 
netka, and once invited her out to Sunday dinnar. She walked 
back through Wilmette and Evanston, discovered new forms of 
stdburban architecture^ and remembered her desire to recreate 
t villages. She decided that she would give up library work and, 
by a miracle whose nature was not very clearly revealed to 
her, turn a prairie town into Georgian houses and Japanese 
bungalows. 

The next day in library class she had to read a theme on the 
use of the Cumulative Index, and she was taken so seriously 
bk the discussion that she put off her career of town-planning — 
and in the autumn she was in the public library of St. FauL 

vn 

Card was not unhappy and she was not exhilarated, in the 
St Paul Library. She slowly confessed that she was not visibly 
affecting lives. She did, at first, put into her contact with die 
patrons a willingness which shomd have moved worlds. But 
so few of these stolid worlds wanted to be moved. When she 
was in charge of the magazine room the readers did not ask 
for suggestions about elevated essays. They grunted, '' Wanta 
find the Leather Goods Gazette for last February.^' Whm she 
was giving out books the principal query was, '' Can you tdl me 
of a good, lig^t, exciting love stor^r to read? My husband's 
gdng away for a wedL.'' 

She was fond of the other librarians; proud of their a^ira^ 
tions. And by the chance of propinquity she read scores of 
books unnatimd to her gay white littleness: volumes of 
anthropology with ditches of foot-notes filled with heaps of 
small dusty type, Parisian imagistes, Hindu recipes for curry, 
V03rages to the Solomon Isles, theosophy with modem American 
inprovements, treatises upon success in the real-estate businesSr 
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She took walks, and was sensible about shoes and diet And 
never did she feel that she was living. 

She went to dances and suppars at the houses of college 
acquaintancrs. Sometimes she one-stuped demmtiy; some- 
times, in dread of life's sUpping past, she turned into a bac- 
dumal, ber tender ^es cidtedi her throat tense, as she slid 
down the room. 

Durmg her three yean of Hbraiy woik several men showed 
£|]gent interest in ^— the treasurer of a fur-manufacturing 
firm, a teacher, a new8pq)er reporter, and a petty railroad 
cffidal. None of them made her more than pause in thought 
For months no male emerged from the mass. Tbeo, at the 
liazbaiya', she met Dr. Will Kcnnioott. 
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It was a frail and blue and londy Carol urtio trotted to the 
flat of tbe Johnson Marburys for Sunday evening stq>per. Mrs. 
Itobury was a neighbor and friend of Carol's sister; Mr. Mar* 
bury a traveling representative of an insurance company. They 
made a q>edalty of sandwich-salad-coffee lap suppers, and they 
regarded Carol as their literary and artistic representative. 
She was the one who could be depended upon to appreciate the 
Caruso phonograph record, and the Chinese lantern which Mr. 
Marbury had brought back as his present from San Francisco. 
Carol found the Maxburys admiring and therefore admirable. 

This September Sunday evening she wore a net frock with a 
pale pink lining. A nap had soothed away the faint lines of 
tiredness beside her eyes. She was young, naive, stimulated 
by the coolness. She flung her coat at the chair in the hall of 
the flat, and exploded into the green-plush living-room. The 
familiar grotq> were trying to be conversational. She saw Mr. 
Marbury, a woman teacher of gymnastics in a high school, a 
diief derk from the Great Northern Railway offices, a young 
lawyer. But there was also a stranger, a thick tall man of 
thirty-six or -seven, with stolid brown hair, lips used to giving 
orders, eyes which followed everything good-naturedly, and 
dothes which you could nev^ quite remember. 

Mr. Marbury boomed, "Carol, come over here and meet 
Doc Kennicott— Dr. Will Kennicott of Gopher Prairie. He 
does all our insurance-examining up in that neck of the woods^ 
and they do say he's some doctor I " 

As she edged toward the stranger and murmured nothing in 
particular, Oirol remembered that Gq)her Prairie was a Min* 
nesota wheat-prairie town of somethkig over three thousand 
people. 

" Pleased to meet you,'' stated Dr. Kennicott His hand 
was strong; the palm soft, but the back weathered, showing 
gdden hairs against firm red skin. 

He looked at her as though she was an agreeable discoveiy, 

12 
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She tugged her hand free and fluttered, '' I must go out to the 
kitchen and hdp Mrs. Marbury." She did not speek to him 
again till, after she had heated the roUs and passed the 
paper napkins, Mr. Marbury captured her with a loud, '' Oh, 
quit fussing now. C6me over here and sit down and tell us 
how's tricks." He herded her to a sofa with Dr. Kennicott, 
who was rather vague about the eyes, rather drooping of bulky 
shoulder, as though he was wcnxlering lAiat he was eiq)ected to 
do next. As their host left them, Kennicott awoke: 

** Marbury tells me you're a high mogul in the public libraiv. 
I was surprised. Didn't hardly think you were old enough 
I thought you were a girl, still in college maybe." 

^ Oh, rm dreadfully old. I expect to take to a lip-stick, and 
to find a gray hair any morning now." 

" Huhl You must be frightfully old— probly too old to be 
noty granddaughter, I guess I " 

litis in the Vale of Arcady njoxmh and satyr beguiled the 
hours; precisely thus, and not in honeyed pentameters, dis- 
coursed Elaine and the worn Sir Launcdot in the pleadied alley. 

** How do you like your work? " asked the doctor. 

** It's pleasant, but sometimes I fed shut off from things— 
the sted stacks, and the everlasting cards smeared all over witb 
red rubber stamps." 

" Don't you get sick of the dty? ^ 

« St. Paul? Why, don't you like it? I don't know of aiqr 
kyvelier view than when you stand on Summit Avenue and 
\o€k across Lower Town to the Mississqppi difb and the upland 
farms beyond." 

" I know but Of course IVe i5)ent nine years around 

the Twin Cities — ^took n^ B A. and M J), over at the U., and 
had n^ internship in a hospital in Minneapolis, but stiU, oh 
wdl, you don't get to know folks here, way you do up home. 
I fed I've got something to say about running Gopher Prairie, 
but you take it in a big dty of two-three hundred thousand, 
and I'm just one flea on tibe dog's back. And then I like 
country driving, and the hunting in the fall. Do you know 
Gopher Prairie at all? " 

** No, but I hear it's a very nice town." 

" Nice? Say honestly Of course I may be prejudiced, 

but I've seen an awful lot of towns— one time I went to 
Atlantic City for the American Medical Association meetings 
and I spent practicaUy a wedL in New York! But I never saw 
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a town that had such up-and-coming people as Gopher Prairie. 
Bresnahan— you know — the famous auto manufacturer— 4ie 
comes from Gopher Prairie. Bom and brought up therel 
And it's a dam pretty town. Lots of fine maples and boz- 
dderSy and there's t?70 of the dandiest lakes you evtt saw» 
right near townl And weVe got seven miles of cement walks 
already, and building more every dayl Course a lot of these 
towns still put up with plank walks, but not tot m, you 
bcti" 

"ReaDy?'' 

(Why was she thmking of Stewart Snyder?) 

tUSfipher Prairie is going to have a great fuiure. Some of the 
best dairy and wheat lanam fbe state fight near there— some 
of it selling right now at one-fifty an acre, and I bet it will 
go up to two and a quarter in ten yearsi ^ 

" Is Do you like your profession? ^ 

'^ Nothing like it Keeps you out, and 3ret 3^00 have a 
chance to loaf in the office for a change.'' 

^ I don't mean that way. I mean-^t's such an opportuniQr 
for sympathy." 

Dr. Kennicott launched into a heavy, ^Oh, these Dutch 
farmers don't want synq>athy. All they need is a bath and a 
good dose of salts." 

Carol must have flinched, for instantly he was urgfaig, '' What 
I mean is — ^I don't want you to think I'm one of Uiese old 
salts-and-quinine peddlers, but I mean: so many of my pa- 
tients are husky farmers that I 8iq>pose I get kind of case- 
hardened." 

''It seems to me that a doctor could transform a whole 
community, if he wanted to— if he saw it. He's usually the 
only man in the ndghborhood who has any scientific training, 
isn't he? " 

'' Yes, that's so, but I guess most of us get rusty. We land 
in a rut of obstetrics and typhoid and busted legs. What we 
need is women like you to junq> cm us. It'd be you that would 
transform the town." 

''No, I couldn't Too flighty. I did used to thmk about 
doing just that, curiously enou^, but I seen to have drifted 
away from the idea. Oh, I'tQ a fine one to be lecturing 
youl " 

" Not You're just the one. You have ideas without hav* 
Ing lost feminine charm. Sayl Don't you think there's a lot 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 15 

of these women that go out for all these movements and so on 
that sacrifice " 

After his remarics iqxm sutErage he atnuptly questioned her 
about herself. His kindlinrss and the firmness of his per* 
sonality enveloped her and she accepted him as one who had 
a ri^t to know yrbsit die thou{^t and wore and ate and read* 
He was positive. He had gro?ni from a sketched-in strangor 
to a friend, whose goss^ was important news. She noticed the 
healthy solidity of his chest. His nose, which had seemed 
irregular and large, was suddenly virile. 

9be was jarred out of this serious sweetness when Marbury 
bounced ovor to them and with horrible pid)lidty yammered, 
'' Say, what do yoa two think jrou're doing? Telling f(Ntunes 
or making love? Let me warn yaa that the doc is a frisky 
badiddore, Carol. Come cm now, folks, shake a leg. Let% 
have some stunts or a dance or something." 

She did not have another word with Dr. Kennicott until their 
parting: 

'^ Been a great pleasure to meet jfou, Miss Milford. May 
I see you some time ^en I come down agfin? I'm here quite 
often— taking patients to hoq>itals for majms, and so on." 

"Why '' 

" What's your address? " 

** You can ask Mr. Maibury next time you come down— if 
you really want to know! " 

^ Want to know? Say, you waiti '^ 



Of the love-making of Cand and Will Kennicott there is 
nothing to be told which may not be heard on ev^y sununer 
evening, on every shadowy block. 

They were biology and mystery; their speech was slang 
phrases and flares of poetry; their dlences were contentment, 
or shaJLy crises ^en his arm took her shoulder. All the 
beauty of youth, first discovered when it is passing— and all 
the commonplaceness of a well-to-do unmarried man encoun- 
tering a pretty girl at the time when she is slightly weary of 
te empl(Qrment and sees no glory ahead nor any man she 
fa g^ to serve. 

They liked each oth^ honestly— they were both honest 
She was disappointed l>y hfa devotion to making money, but 
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she was sure (hat he did not lie to patients, and that he did 
keep up with the medical magazines. What aroused her to 
something more than liking was his boyishness when they went 
tramping. 

They walked from St. Paul down the river to Mendota, 
Eennicott more elastic-seeming in a cap and a soft crepe shirt, 
Carol youthful in a tam-o'-shanta of mole velvet, a blue serge 
suit with an absurdly and agreeably broad turn-down linen 
collar, and frivolous ankles above athletic shoes. The High 
Bridge crosses the Mississippi, mounting from low banks to a 
palisade of cliffs. Far down beneath it on the St. Paul side, 
iq>on mud flats, is a wild settlement of chicken-infested gardens 
and shanties patched together from discarded sign-boards, 
^eets of corrugated iron, and planks fished out of the river. 
Caiol leaned over the rafl of the bridge to look down at this 
Yang-tse village; in delicious imaginary fear she shrieked that 
she was dizzy with the height; and it was an extremely human 
satisfaction to have a strong male snatch ha: back to safety, 
instead of having a logical woman teacher or librarian sniff, 
*^ Wdl, if you're scared, why don't you get away from the rafl, 
then?" 

From the cliffs across the river Carol and Kennicott looked 
back at St. Paul on its hills; an imperial sweep from the dome 
of the cathedral to the dome of the state capitol. 

The river road led past rocky field slopes, deep glens, woods 
flamboyant now with September, to Mendota, white walls and 
a spire among trees beneath a hill, old-world in its placid ease. 
And for this fresh land, the place is ancient. Here b the bold 
stone house which Genial Sibley, the king of fur-traders, built 
in 1835, ^th plaster of river mud, and ropes of twisted grass 
for laths. It has an air of centuries. In its solid rooms Card 
and Kennicott found prints from other days which the house 
had seen — tail-coats of robin's-egg blue, clumsy Red River carts 
laden with luxurious furs, ?diiskered Union soldiers in slant 
forage caps and rattling sabers. 

It suggested to them a common American past, and it was 
memorable because they had discovered it together. They 
talked more trustingly, more personally, as they trudged on. 
They crossed the Minnesota River in a rowboat ferry. They 
climbed the hill to the round stone tower of Fort Snelling. 
They saw die junction of the Mississippi and the Minnesota, 
and recalled the mea who had come here d^^ years ago— 
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Ifaine lumbernwn, York traders, soldiers from the Maryland 
UDs. 

^ It's a good country, and I'm proud of it Let's make it all 
flat those old boys dr^med about," the unsentimental Kenni- 
cott was moved to vow. 
"Let'sl" 

*' Come on. Come to Gopher Prairie. Show us. Make the 
town — well— make it artistic It's wi^ty pretty, but IH 
admit jwe aren't any too dam artistic Frd[>ably the lumber- 
yard isn't as scrumptious as all these GredL tonples. But go 

to itl Mak» us^changel." 

" I would Kke to. Some day I ^ 

^ Nowl You'd love Gopher Pl:airie. WeVe been doing a 
lot with lawns and gardening the past few years, and it's so 
homey— the big trees and- — And the best people on earth. 

And keen. I bet Luke Dawscm ^ 

Carol but half listened to the names. She could not fanqr 
their ever becoming important to her. 

^ I bet Luke Daws(m has got more money than most of the 
swdls <m Summit Avenue; and Miss Sherwin in the ii^ schod 
Is a regular wonder— reads Latin like I do Eng^; and Sam 
Chrky Uie hardware man, he's a corker— not a better man in the 
state to go hunting with; and if you want culture, besides Vida 
Sbervrin there's Reverend Warren, the Congregational prea^er, 
and Professor Mott, the superintendent of schoob, and Guy 
Pdlock, the lawyer— they say he writes regular poetry and— 
and Raymie Wutherq>oon, he's not such an awful boob when 

you get to know him, and he sings swell. And And 

there's identy of others. Lym Cass. Only of course none of 
them have your finesse, you might call it. But they don't make 
'em any more appreciative amd so on. Come onl We're 
rea^ for you to boss usi " 

They sat on the bank bdow the parapet of the old fort, 
hidden from observation. He circled her shoulder with his 
arm. Relaxed after the walk, a dull nipping her throat, om- 
scious of his warmth and power, she leauied gratefully against 
him. * 

" You know I'm in love with 3wu, Caroll " 
She did not answer, but she touched the back of hfa hand 
vith an exploring finger. 
^ You say I'm so dam materialistic How can I he^ it, 
\ I have you to stir me up? " 
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She did not answer. She conld not think. 

^ You say a doctor conld cure a town the way he does a 
person. Well, you cure the town of whatever ails it, if aiqr- 
diing does, and 111 be your surgical kit." 

She did not follow his words, only the burring resoluteness 
of them. 

She was shocked, thrilled, as he kissed her chedL and cried, 
** There's no use saying things and saying things and saying 
diings. Don't my arms talk to you— 4iow? ^ 

^* Oh, please, pleasel ^ She wondered if she ought to be 
angry, but it was a drifting thouj^t, and she disa>vered that 
she was crying. 

Thai they were sitting six inches apart, pretending that tfaqr 
had never been nearer, while she tried to be inq>ersond: 

^ I would like to— would like to see Gopher Prairie." 

^ Trust mel Hare she isl Brought some snapshots down 
to show you." 

Har chedL near his sleeve, she studied a dozen village pic- 
tures. They were streal^; she saw only trees, shrubl^y, a 
porch indistinct in leafy diadows. But she ezdaimed over the 
lakes: dark water reflecting wooded bluffs, a flight of ducks, a 
fisherman in shirt sleeves and a wide straw hat, holding up a 
string of croppies. One winter picture of the edge of Plover 
Lake had the air of an etching: lustrous slide of ice, snow in 
the crevices of a bo^gy bank, the mound of a muskrat house, 
reeds in thin black lines, arches of frosty grasses. It was an 
in^ression of cod dear vigor. 

" How'd it be to skate there for a coiple of hours, or go 
singing along on a fast ice-boat, and sk^ back home for coffee 
and some hot wienies? " he demanded. 

" It migjit be— fun." 

*^ But here's the picture. Here's whore jrou come in." 

A photograph of a forest clearing: pathetic new furrows 
straggling among stumps, a clumsy log cabin chinked with 
mud and roofed with hay. In front of it a sagging woman wid) 
tight-drawn hair, and a batyy bedraggled, smeary, glorious- 
eyed. 

^' Those are the kind of folks I practise among, good share 
of the time. Nels Erdstrom, fine clean young Svenska. Hell 

have a corking farm in ten 3rears, but now I operated his 

wife on a kitdien table, with my driver giving the anesthetic 
Look at that scared babyl Needs some woman with hands 
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fte yours. Waiting for yoal Just look at that baby's cyes^ 
look how he's begging " 

** Dcm'tl They hurt me. Oh, it would be sweet to hdp 
Um— so sweet." 

As his arms moved towsra her sne answered all her doubts 
lith '^ Sweet, so sweet 
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Umdex the rolling douds of the prairie a moving mass of 
steel. An irritable clank and rattle beneath a prolonged roar. 
The sharp scent of oranges cutting the soggy smell of un- 
bathed people and ancient baggage. 

Towns as planless as a scattaing of pasteboard boxes on an 
attic floor. The stretch of faded gold stubble broken only by 
dumps of willows encircling white houses and red bams. 

No. 7, the way train, grumbling through Mumesota, im- 
perceptibly climbing the giant tableland that slopes in a thou- 
sand-mile rise from hot Mississippi bottoms to the Rockies. 

It is September, hot, very dusty. 

Tliere is no smug Pullman attached to the train, and tht 
day coaches of the East are replaced by free diair cars, with 
each seat cut into two adjustable plush chairs, the head-rests 
covered with doubtful linen towels. Halfway down the car is 
a semi-partition of carved oak columns, but the aisle is of 
bare, splintery, grease-blackened wood. There is no porter, 
no pillows, no provision for beds, but all today and all tonight 
they will ride in this long sted box — farmers with perpetu£dly 
iked wives and children who seem all to be of the same age; 
workmen going to new jobs; traveling salesmen with derbies 
and freshly shined shoes. 

They are parched and cramped, the lines of thdr hands filled 
with grime; they go to sleep curled in distorted attitudes, heads 
against the window-panes or propped on rolled coats on seat* 
arms, and legs thrust into the aisle. They do not read; ap* 
parently they do not think. They wait. An early-wrinkled, 
young-old mother, moving as though her joints were dry, opens 
a suit-case in which are seen creased blouses, a pair of slippers 
worn through at the toes, a bottle of patent medicine, a tin 
cup, a paper-covered book about dreams which the news- 
butcher has coaxed her into buying. She brings out a graham 
cracker which she feeds to a baby lying flat on a seat and 
vailing hopdessly. Most of the crumbs dxop on the red plusb 

ao 
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cT the seat, and the woman sighs and tries to brush then 
sway, but they leap up impishly and fall back on the plush. 

A soiled man and woman munch sandwiches and throw the 
crusts on the floor. A large brick-colored Norwegian takes oil 
ins shoes, grunts in relief, and props his feet in their thiA 
gray socks against the seat in front of him. 

An old woman whose toothless mouth shuts like a mud- 
tmtle'Sy and whose hair is not so much white as yellow like 
mcddy linen, with bands of pink skull apparent between the 
tresses, anxiously lifts her bag, opens it, peers in, doses it, puts 
it imder the seat, and hastily picks it vp and opois it and Ude» 
it an over again. The bag is full of treasures and of memo- 
Ms: a leatha" buckle, an ancient band-concert program, scram 
<rf ribbon, lace, satin. In the aisle beside her is an extnanc^ 
indignant parrakeet in a cage. 

tW facing seats, overflowing with a Slovene iron-miner\ 
family, are littered with shoes, dolls, whisky bottles, bundle* 
wrapped in newspa4>ers, a sewing bag. The oldest boy takes 
a mouth-organ out of his coat pocket, wipes the tobacco 
crumbs off, and plays ^ Marching through Georgia " till every 
liead in the car begins to ache. 

The news-butcha* comes through selling chocolate bars and 
lemon drops. A girl-child ceasel^y trots down to the water- 
cooler and back to ha* seat. The stiff paper envelope which 
she uses for cup drips in the usle as she goes, and on each trip 
she stumbles over the feet of a carpenter, who grunts, " Ouch! 
Look out! " 

Hie diJBt-caked doors are open, and from the smoking-car 
drifts back a visible blue line of stinging tobacco smoke, and 
with it a crackle of laughter over the stoiy which the young 
mar in the bright blue suit and lavender tie and light ydlow 
shoes has just told to the squat man in garage overalls. 

The smdl grows constantly thicker, more stale. 



To each of the passengers his seat was his temporary home^ 
and most of the passengers were slatternly housekeepers. But 
one seat looked dean and deceptivdy cool. In it were an ob- 
viously prosperous man and a black-haired, fine-skinned giri 
wliose punq)s rested on an immaculate horsehide bag. 

Tbqr were Dr. Will Kennicott and his bride, Carol 
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They had been married at the end of a year of ccmversft- 

tional courtship, and they were on their way to G<^er Prairie 

after a wedding journey in the Colorado mountains. 

^ llie hordes of the way-train were not altogether new to 

. Carol. She had seen them on trips from St. Paul to Chicago. 

But now that they had become her own people, to bathe doA 

, encourage and adorn, she had an acute and uncomfortable 

!' interest in them. They distressed her. They were so stolidL 

' / She had always maintained that there is no American peaa- 

l mtTi antf l^hf fiO"g^^ naw^g defend her f ^th by se^ag myd- 

na|iony)fLjeitfeipnse in the young j)wedisnfitrmers, and in > 

^^Sfl^JQaanjvoddng^ overlJiisVytojlaS^^ oldtf 

people, Yankees as weffas^orwegians^ Germans, Finns, 

Canucks, had settled into submission to poverty. They were 

peasants, she groaned. 

'' Isn't there any way of waking them up? What would 
hsfipen if they understood scientific agriculture? " she begged 
of Kennicott, her hand groping for his. 

It had beai a transforming honeymoon. She had been 
frightened to discover how tumultuous a feeling could be 
roused in her. Will had been lordly— stalwart, jolly, impress- 
ively competent in making camp, tender and understanding 
throu^ the hoiu3 when they had lain side by side in a tent 
pitdi^ among pines high up on a lonely mountain ^ur. 

His hand swallowed hers as he started from thoughts of 
the practise to which he was returning. '' These people? Wake 
'cm up? What for? They're happy.** 
-*' " But they're so provincial. No, that isn't what I mean. 
They're— oh, so sunk in the mud." 
j " Look here, Carrie. You want to get over your dty idea 
I that because a man's pants aren't pressied, he's a fooL These 
t farmers are mighty keen and up-and-coming." 

^* I know I That's what hurts. Life seems so hard for them 
1— these lonely farms and this gritty train." 

^'Oh, they don't mind it. Besides, things are changing. 
The auto, the telephone, rural free delivery; they're bringing 
the farmers in closer touch with the town. Takes time, you 
know, to change a wilderness like this was fifty years ago. 
"But already, why, they can hop into the Ford or the Overk^ 
and get in to the movies on Saturday evening quicker than you 
could get down to 'em by trolley in St. Paul." 
^ But if it's these towns we've bea& passing that the farmflo 
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ran to for relief from their hleaknfiw Can't you imckr- 

stand? Just look at themi " 

Kennicott was amazed. Ever since chQdhood he had seen 
these towns from trains on this same line. He grumbled, 
^ Why, what's the matter with 'em? Good hustlmg burgs. It 
would astonish you to know how much wheat and rye and 
com and potatoes they ship in a year." 

" But they're so ugly." 

^ m admit they arent comfy like Gopher Prairie. But 
1^ 'em time." 

^ What's the use of giving them time unless some one has 
desire and training enou^ to plan them? HuiKlreds of fac- .- 
tories trying to make attractive motor cars, but these towns — 
left to chance. Not That can't be true. It must have taken 
genius to make them so scrawny! " 

** Oh, they're not so bad," was all he answered. He pre- 
tended that his hand was die cat and hers the mouse. For 
the first time she tolerated him rather than encouraged him. 
She was staring out at Schoenstrom, a hamlet of perhaps a hun^ 
dred and fifty inhabitants, at which the train was stopping. 

A bearded German and hb puckn-mouthed wife tugged ueir 
enormous imitation-leather satchel from under a seat and 
waddled out. The staticm agent hoisted a dead calf aboard the 
baggage-car. There were no otha* visible activities in 
Sdio^strom. In the quiet of the halt, Carol could hear a horse 
kkking his stall, a carpenter shin^^ing a roof. 

The budness-center of Schoenstrom took up one ride of one 
block, facing the railroad. It was a row of one-story shops 
covered with galvanized iron, or with clapboards painted red 
and bilious ydW. The buildings were as ill-assorted, as tem- 
porary-looking, as a mining-camp street in the motion-pictures. 
The railroad station was a one-room frame box, a mir^ cattle- 
pen on one side and a crimson wheat-elevator on the other. 
The elevator, with its cupola on the ridge of a shingled roof, 
resembled a broad-shouldered man with a small, vicious, 
pointed head. The only habitable structures to be seen were 
the Bond red-brick jpatbolic church and rectory at the end of 
Main Street. 

Carol picked at Eennicott's sleeve. ^ You wouldn't call this 
- a not-so-bad town, would you? " 

^ These Dutch burgs are kind of slow. StOl, at that 

See that lelbiw ccmiing out of the general store there, getting 
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into the big car? I met him once. He owns abont half the 
town, besides the store. Rauskukle, his name is. He owns a 
lot of mortgages, and he gambles in farm-lands. Good nut on 
lum, that fellow. Why, they say he's worth three or four 
hundred thousand dollars I Got a dandy great big yellow 
brick house with tiled walks and a garden and ever3rthlng, other 
end of town— can't see it from here— I've gone past it when 
Fve driven through here. Yes sir! *' 

" Then, if he has all that, there's no excuse whatever for this 
placel If his three hundred thousand went back into the town, 
where it bdongs, they could bum up these shac^, and build 
a dream-villagei a jewell Why do the farmers and the town- 
people let the Baron keep it? ^ 

" I must say I don't quite get yovL sometimes, Carrie. Let 
him? They can't help themselves! He's a dumm old Dutch* 
man, and probably the priest can twist him around his finger, 
but when it comes to picking good farming land, he's a regidar 
«z!" 

** I see. He's their symbol of beauty. The town erects him, 
Instead of erecting buildings." 

''Honestly, don't know what you're driving at. You're kind 
of played out, after this long trip. You'll fed better ^en yoo 
^t home and have a good bath, and put on the blue neg^igte. 
rhat's some vampire costume, you witch! ^ 

He squeezed her arm, looked at her knowingly. 

They moved on from the desert stillness of the Schoenstrom 
station. The train creaked, banged, swayed. The air was 
liauseatingly thick. Kennicott turned her face from the win- 
dow, rested her head on his shoulder. She was coaxed from 
her unhappy mood. But she came out of it unwillingly, and 
^rfien Kennicott was satisfied that he had corrected all her wor- 
ries and had opoied a magagane of aaffton detective storie^ 
she sat upright. 

Here--she meditated— is the newest empire of the world; 
the Northern Middlewest; a land of dairy herds and exquisite 
lakes, of new automobUes and tar-paper shanties and silos like 
red towers, of clumsy speech and a hope that is boundless. An 
empire which feeds a quarter of the world — ^yet its work is 
merely begun. They are pioneers, these sweaty wayfarers, for 
an their tdephones and bank-accounts and automatic pianos 
and co-operative leagues. And for all its fat richness, theirs 
ts a pioneer land. What is its future? she wondered. A 
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fotore of dties and factory smut where now are loping empty / 
fields? Homes miiversal and secure? Or pladd chateaux / 
nnged with sullen huts? Youth free to find knowledge and 
la^iter? Willingness to sift the sanctified lies? Or creamy- 
skinned fot women, smeared with grease and chalk, gorgeous in 
tiie skins of beasts and the bloody feathers of slain bir&, play- 
ing bridge with puffy pink-naOed jeweled fingers, women whe 
after much e]qpenditure of labor and bad temper still grotesquely 
resemble their own flatulent lap-dogs? The andent stale in- 
equalities, or something different in history, unlike the te- 
dious maturity of other enmires? What future and wl^t 
hope? 
Carol's head ached with the riddle. 
She saw the prairie, flat in giant patches or rolling in long 
hummocks. The width and bigness of it, whkh had eiqmnded 
her ^irit an hour ago, began to frighten her. It ^read out 
•o; it went on so uncontrcdlably; she could never know it 
Kennicott was doseted in his detective story. With the londi- 
ness which comes most depressing in the midst of many 
people she tried to forget problems, to look at the prairie ob- 
jectivdy. 

The grass beside the raflroad had been burnt over; it was 
a smudge prickly with charred stalks of weeds. Beyond the 
undeviating barbed-wire fences were dumps of gdden rod. 
Only this thin hedge shut them off from die plains— shorn 
irheat-Iands of autumn, a hundred acres to a field, prickly and 
gray near-by but in ihe blurred distance like tawny velvet 
stretdied over dipping hillocks. The long rows of wheat- 
shocks marched like soldiers in worn ydlow tabards. The 
newly plowed fidds were blade banners fallen on the distant 
slope. It was a martial immensity, vigorous, a little harsh, 
tmsoftened by kindly gardens. 

The expsmae was rdieved by dumps of oaks with patches 
of shOTt wQd grass; and every mile or two was a chain of 
cobalt slews, with the flicker of blackbirds' wings across 
them. 

An this working land was turned hito exuberance by the 
Eg^t The sunshine was diz^ on open stubble; shadows from 
fawtiMigA cumulus douds were forever sliding across low 
mounds; and the sky was wider and loftier and more resolutdy 
bhie than the sky of dties ... she declared. 
^It's a f^oriovs country; a land to be big in,'' she crooned. 
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Then Kennicott startled her by chuckUng, ^' D' you realiM 
the town after the next is Gopher Prairie? Homel ^ 



in 

That one word— home— it terrified her. Had she really 
bound herself to live, inescapably, in this town called Gopher 
Prairie? And this thick man b^ide her, who dared to define 
ha* future, he was a strangerl She turned in her seat, stared 
at hinL Who was he? Why was he sitting with her? He 
wasn't of hex kindl His neck was heavy; his speech was 
heavy; he was twelve or thirteen years older than she; and 
about him was none of the magic of shared adventures and 
eagerness. She could not believe that she had ever slept 
in his arms. That was one of the dreams which you had but 
did not officially admit 

She told herself how good he was, how dependable and 
understanding. She touched his ear, smoothed the plane of his 
solid jaw, and, turning away again, concentrated upon liking 
his town. It wouldn't be like these barren settiements. It 
couldn't be! Why, it had three thousand population. That 
was a great many people. There woidd be six hundred houses 
or more. And-- — The lakes near it would be so lovely. 
She'd seen them in the photographs. They had looked charm* 
ing . . . hadn't they? 

As the train left Wdikeenyan she began nervously to watch 
for the lakes — ^the entrance to all her future life. But when 
she discovered them, to the Idt of the track, her cmly im- 
pression of them was that they resembled the i;diotographs. 

A mile from Gopher Ih:airie the track mounts a curving low 
ridge, and she could see the town as a whole. With a passionate 
Jerk she pushed up the window, looked out, the arched fingers 
of her left hand trembling on the sill, her rig^t hand at her 
breast. 

And she saw that Giopher Prairie was merdy an enlargement 
of all the hamlets whidi they had been passing. Only to the 
eyes of a Kennicott was it exceptional. The huddled low 
wooden houses broke the plains scarcely more than would a 
hazel thicket. The fields swept up to it, past it. It was un- 
protected and uiq>rotecting; there was no dignity in it nor 
any hope of greatness. Only the tall red grain-elevator and a 
few tinny church-steeples rose from the mass. It was a 
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froBtifr camp. It was not a [dace to live in, not possiblyi 
Bot ccmceivably. 

The pec^le — they'd be as drab as their houses, as flat as 
their fields. She couldn't stay here. She would have to 
wrench loose from this man, and flee. 

She pe^ed at him. She was at once helpless before his 
mature fixity, and touched by his excitement as he sent his 
magazine skittering along the aisle, stooped for their bags, came 
«p with flushed face, and j^oated, ^ Here we arel ^ 

She smiled loyally, and looked away. The train was enter- 
in^ town. The houses on the outskirts were dusky old red 
mansions with wooden frills, or gaunt frame shd ters like grocery 
boxes, or new bungalows with concrete foundati<ms imitating 
itODe. 

Now the train was passuig the devator, the grim storage- 
taidks for oO, a creamery, a lumber-yard, a stock-yard muddy 
aavl tranq>led and stinkuig. Now they were stopping at a 
iquat red frame station, tlM platform crowded with unshaven 
faiiMrs and with Ioafers--imadventurous people with dead 
eyes. She was here. She could not go on. It was the end — 
the end of the world. She sat with closed ^es, longing to 
posh past Eennicott, hide somewhere in the train, flee <» 
toward the Pacific ' 

Something large arose in her soul and commanded, ^ Stop 
iti Stop bdng a whining babyl '' She stood iq;> quiddy; she 
laid, "* Isnt it wonderful to be ha*e at lastl '' 

He trusted her so. She would make hersdf like the place. 
And she was going to do tremendous things 

She followed Kennicott and the bobbing ends of the two bags 
wUch he carried. They wa-e held back by the slow line of 
disembarking passengers. She reminded herself that she was 
actually at the dramatic moment of the bride's home-coming. 
She oug^t to feel exalted. She fdt nothing at all except ir* 
litation at their slow progress toward the door. 

Kennicott stooped to peer through the windows. He shyly 
cxulted: 

" Look! Lookl There's a bunch come down to wdcome usi 
Sam Clark and the missus and Dave Dyer and Jack Elder, 
and, yes sir, Harry Haydock and Juanita, and a whole crowdl 
I guess they see us now. Yuh, yuh sure, they see usI See 'em 
wavingl " 

She obediently bent her head to look out at them. She had 
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hold of herself. She was ready to love them. But she 
embarrassed by the heartiness of the dieering group. From 
the vestibule she waved to them, but she clung a second to the 
skMSve of the brakeman who hdped her down before she had 
the courage to dive into the cataract of hand-shaking people, 
people whom she could not tell apart She had the impression 
that all the men had coarse voices, large damp hands, tooth- 
brush mustaches, bald spots^ and Masonic watch-charms. 

She knew that they were welcoming her. Their hands, theiD 
smiles, their shouts, their affectionate eyes ovaxame hex. She 
stammered, " Thai^ you, oh, thank you I " 

One of the men was clamoring at Kennicott, ** I brou^t my, 
machine down to take you home, doc." 

'' Fine business, Sam I '' cried Kennicott; and, to Carol^ 
** Let's jump in. That big Paige over there. Some boat, too, 
believe met Sam can show speed to any of these Marmons 
from Minneapolis! '' 

Only when she was in the motor car did she distinguish the 
three people who were to accompany them. The owner, now 
at the wheel, was the essence of decent self-satisfaction; a 
baldish, largish, level-eyed man, rugged of neck but sleek and 
round of face — face like the back of a spoon bowl. He was 
chuckling at her, ** Have you got us all straight yet? '' 

'' C6urse she has I Trust Carrie to get things straight and 
get 'em dam quickl I bet she coidd tell you every date in 
history I " boasted her husband. 

But the man looked at her reassuringly and with a certainty 
that he was a person whom she could trust she confessed, 
** As a matter of fact I haven't got anybody straight." 

" Course you haven't, child. Well, I'm Sam Clark, dealer 
in hardware, sporting goods, cream separators, and almost any 
kind of heavy junk you can think of. You can call me Sam^ — 
anyway, I'm going to call you Carrie, seein' 's you've been 
and gone and married this poor fish of a bum medic that we 
keep roimd here." Carol smiled lavishly, and wished that she 
called people by their given names more easily. "The fat 
cranky lady bac^ there beside you, who is pretending that she 
can't hear me giving her away, is Mrs. Saml Clark; and this 
hungry-looking squirt up here beside me is Dave Dyer, who 
keeps his drug store running by not filling your hubby's pre- 
scriptions right — fact you might say he's the guy that put the 
*8hun ' in ' prescription.' Sol WeU, leave us take the booof 
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bride home. Say, doc, 111 sell you the Candersen place for 
(bree thousand plunks. Better be thinking about building a 
new hfmie for Carrie. Prettiest Prau in G. P., if you asks met ^ 

Contentedly Sam Clark drove off, in the heavy trafiKc of 
three Fords and the Minniemashie House Free 'Bus. 

** I shaU like Mr. Clark ... I caset caU him ' Sam M 
They're all so friendly." She glanced at the houses; tried 
not to see what she saw; gave way in: '' Why do these stories 
fie so? They always make the bride's home-coming a bower 
of roses. Complete trust in noble q)ouse. Lies about mar- 
riage. I'm not changed. And this town— O my God! I 
cant go through with it. This junk-heap I " 

Her husband bent over her. '' You look like you were in 
a \xomk study. Scared? I don't expect you to think Gopher 
Prairie is a paradise, after St Paul. I don't expect you to be 
crazy about it, at first. But youll come to l&e it so mudi— 
Sfe'^ so free here and best people on earth." 

She whispered to him (while Mrs. Clark considerately 
turned away), " I love you for understanding. I'm just — ^I'm 
beastly ova*-sensitive. Too many books. It's my lack of 
shoulder-muscles and sense. Give me time, dear." 

" You bet! All the time you wanti ** 

She laid the back of his hand against her chedL, snuggled 
near hinu She was ready for her new home. 

Kennicott had told her that, with his widowed motha* as 
housekeeper, he had occupied an old house, '' but nice and 
roomy, and well-heated, best furnace I could find on the 
mariLet." His mother had left Carol her love, and gone back 
to Lac-qui-Meurt 

It would be wonderful, she exulted, not to have to live in 
Other People's Houses, but to make her own shrine. She 
hdd his hand tightly and stared ahead as the car swung 
round a comer and sto[^>ed in the street before a prosaic 
frame house in a small parched lawn. 

IV 

A ccmcrete sidewalk with a '' parking '' of grass and mud. 
A square smug brown house, rather damp. A narrow concrete 
walk up to it. Sickly ydlow leaves in a windrow with dried 
wings of boxHdder seeds and snags of wool from the cotton- 
woods. A screened porch with pillars of thin painted pine 
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surmoimted by scrolls and brackets and bumps of jigsawed 
wood. No shrubbeiy to shut oCf the public gaze. A higu- 
brious bay-window to the right of the porch. Window curtains 
of starched cheap lace revealing a piid: marble table with a 
conch shell and a Family Bible. 

'' Youll find it old-fashioned— what do you caU it?— Mid- 
^^ctorian. I left it as is, so you could make any chsmges you 
felt were necessary.'' Kennicott sounded doid)tfi]d for the 
first time since he had come back to his own. 

'' It's a real home! " She was moved by his humility. SEe 
gaily motioned good-lqr to the Oarks. He unlocked the door — 
he was leaving the daxAct of a maid to hex, and there was 
DO one in the house. She jiggled while he turned the key, 
and scampered in. • . • It was next day before either 
of them remembered that in their honejrmoon canq> they had 
planned that he should carry her over the sill. 

In hallway and front parlor she was conscious of dingineas 
and lugubriousness and airlessness, but she insisted, " 111 make 
it all jolly.'' As she fcdlowed Kennicott and the bags iq> to 
their bedroom she quavo-ed to herself the song of the fit 
little gods of the hearth: 

I have mv own home, 

To do what I please with, 

To do what I please with. 

My den for me and my mate and my cubs. 

My own I 

She was dose in her husband's arms; she dung to him; 
iHiatever of strangeness and slowness and insularity she xai^t 
find in him, none of that mattered so long as she could dip 
her hands beneath his coat, run her fingers over the warmi 
unoothness of the satin back of his waistcoat, seem almost to 
creq> into his body, find in him strength, find in the couragf 
and kindness of her man a shelter from tiie perplexing world 

** Sweet, so sweet," she whispered. 
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^Tbe Clarks have invited some folks to their house to meet 
m^ tonight/' said Kennicott, as he uqpacked his suit-case. 

"^ Oh^ that is nice of theml " 

** Yoa bet. I told you you'd like 'em. Squarest people on 

etfth« Uh, Carrie Would you mind if I sneaked down to 

the office for an hour, just to see how things are? " 

** Why, no. Of course not. I know you're keen to get back 
to work." 

" Sure you dra't mind? " 

^ Not a bit Out of my way. Let me unpadL" 

But the advocate of freedom in marriage was as mudi dis* 
appcmited as a drooping bride at the alacrity with which he 
took that freedom and escaped to the world of men's alEairs. 
She gazed about their bedroom, and its full dismalness crawled 
over her: the awkward knuckly L-shape of it; the black walnut 
bed with apples and spotty pears carved on the headboard; the 
imitation mi^le bureau, with pink-daubed scent-bottles and a 
petticoated pin-cushion on a marble slab uncomfortably like a 
gravestone; the plain pine washstand and the garlanded water- 
pitcher and bowl. The scent was of horsdiair and plush and 
Florida Water. 

" How could people ever live with things like this? " she 
shuddered. She^saw the furniture as a^drde of dderly judges,^.., 

CMk chair squ^ed, ^' Choke her— choke her— smother ha." 
The old linen smelled of the tomb. She was alone in this 
hocBe, this strange still house, among the shadows of dead 
tboi^^ts and haunting repressions. '' I hate it I I hate it I " 
she panted. " Why did I ever— •* 

She remembered that Kennicott's mother had brought these 
family rdics from the old home in Lac-qui-Meurt. " Stop iti 
Thgr're perfectly comfortable thmgs. They're— comfortable. 

Besides Oh, they're hcnible! Well change them, right 

aw^y." 
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Then, ** But of course he has to see how things are at the 

office " 

^ She made a pretense of busymg herself with unpacking. The 
chintz-lined, sUver-fitted bag which had seined so desirable a 
luxury in St. Paul was an extravagant vanity here. The dar- 
ing black chemise of frail chiffon and lace was a hussy at 
which the deq>-bosomed bed stiffened in disgust, and she 
hurled it into a bureau drawer, hid it beneath a sensible linen 
^blouse. 

She gave up unpacking. She went to the window, with a 
purely literary thought of vfllage charm— hollyhocks and lanes 
and apple-cheeked cottagers. What she saw was the side of 
_the Seventh-Day Adv^tist CJhurch— a plain clapboard walT 
61 a sour liver color; the ash-pile back of the church'; ah 
onpainted stable; and an alley in which a Ford delivery-wagon 
had been stranded. This was the terraced garden bdow her 
boudoir; this was to be her scenery for 

^ I mustn'tl I mustn't! I'm nervous this afternoon. Am 
I sick? . . • Good Lord, I hope it isn't thati Not nowl 
How people liel How these stories liel They say the bride 
is always so blushing and proud and happy when she finds that 
out, but— I'd hate itl I'd be scared to deathl Some day 

but Please, dear nebulous Lord, not now! Bearded sniffy^ 

old men sitting and demanding that we bear chlTdr'en. IT' 
they had td bear them — —I* I wish they did have to I Nbl 
nowl Not till I've got hold of this job of liking the ash-pKe out 
therel ... I must shut up. I'm mildly insane. Vm 
going out for a walk. Ill see the town by myself. My first 
view of the empire I'm going to conquer! ^ 

She fled from the house. 

She stared with seriousness at evoy concrete crossing, evety 
hitching-post, every rake for leaves; and to each house she 
devoted all her speculation. What would they come to mean? 
How would they look six months from now? In which of 
them would she be dining? Which of these people whom she 
passed, now mere arrangements of hair and clothes, would turn 
into intimates, loved or dreaded, diff^ent from all the other 
people in the world? 

As she came into the small business-section she inspected 
a broad-beamed grocer in an alpaca coat who was bending over 
the apples and celery on a slanted platform in front of hid 
store. Would she ever talk to him? What would he say if 
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she stopped and stated, ^I am Mrs. Keimicott Some 
day I hope to confide that a heap of extremely dubious pump- 
kins as a window-display doesn't exhilarate me much." 

(The grocer was Mr. Frederick F. Ludelmeyer, whose market 
is at the comer of Main Street and Lincoln Avenue. In 
^jq^posing that only ^he was observant Carol was ignorant, 
misled by the indifference of cities. She fancied that she was 
slipping through the streets invisible; but when she had 
passed, Mr. Ludelmeyer puffed into the store and cou^ed at 
his derky ** I seen a young woman^ she come along the side 
street. I bet she iss Doc Kennicott's new bride* ^ood-Iooker, 
nice legs, but she wore a hdl of a plain suit, no style, I wonder 
win she pay cash, I bet she goes to Rowland & Gould's more 
as she does here, what you done with the poster for Fluffed 
Oats? '0 



When Carol had walked for thirty-two minutes she had com- 
pletely covered the town, east and west, north and south; and 
she stood at the coma of Main Street and Washington Avenue 
and de^>aired. 

Main Street with its two-story brick shops, its story-and-a- 
. half wooden residences, its muddy e3q)anse from concrete walk 
to walk, its huddle of Fords and lumber-wagons, was too 
small to absorb her. The broad, straight, unentidng fishes 
of the streets let in the grasping prairie on every side. She 
realized the vastness and the emptiness of the land. The 
skeleton iron windmill on the farm a few blocks away, at the 
north end of Main Street, was like the ribs of a dead cow. 
She thought of the coming of the Northern winter, when the 
unprotected houses would crouch together in terror of storms 
gaUoping out of that wild waste. They were so small and 
weak, the little brown houses. They were shelters for spar- 
row, not homes for warm lau^iing people. 

She told herself that down the street the leaves were a 
splendor. The maples were orange; the oaks a solid tint 
of raspberry. And the lawns had been nursed with love. But 
the thought would not hold. At best the trees resembled a 
thinned woodlot. T here w as no park to rest the eyes. And 
since not Gopher Prairie bui^Wakamin was the county-seat, 
^e was no court-house with its grounds. 
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She glanced throu^ the fly-specked windows of the most 
pretentious building in sight, the one place ^rtiich wdcomed 
strangers and determined their q>inion of the charm a^d 
luxury of Gopher Prairie — ^the Minniemashie House. It was 
a tall lean shabby structure, three stories of ydlow-streaked 
wood, the comers covered with sanded pine slabs purporting 
to syixjboUze stone. In the hotel office she could see a stretch 
of bare unclean floor, a line of rickety chairs with brass 
cuspidors between, a writing-desk with advertisements in 
mother-of-pearl letters upcm the ^ass-covered back. The 
dining-room beyond was a jungle of stained table-doths and 
catsup bottles. 

She looked no more at the Minniemashie House. 

A man in cufiSess shirt-sleeves with pink arm-garters, wearing 
a linen collar but no tie, yawned his way from Dyer's Drug 
Store across to the hotel. He leaned against the wall, scratched 
a while, sighed, and in a bored way gossiped with a man tilted 
back in a chair. A lumber-wagon, its long green box filled 
with large spooh of barbed-wire fencing, cr^ed down the 
block. A Ford, in reverse, sounded as though it were shaking 
to pieces, then recovered and rattled away. In the Greek 
candy-store was the whine of a peanut-roaster, and the ofly 
smell of nuts. 

There was no oihet sound tkx sign of life. 

S^ wanted to run, fleeing from .the encroacbing4>raine 
-demanding .thfiitf£Udt£.s!,^^^t city. Her dreams of cr^tihg" 
a beautiful town were lumcrdusr^ Oozing out from every 
drab wall^ she fdt a forbidding i^irit which she could never 
conquer. 

She trailed down the street on one side, back on the other, 
glancing into the cross streets. It was a private Seeing Main 
Street tour. She was within ten minutes beholding not only 
the heart of a place called Gopha: Prairie, but ten thousanfl 
towns from Albany to San Diego: 

Dyer's Drug Store, a comer building of regular and unreal 
blocks of artificial stone. Inside the store, a greasy marble 
soda-fountain with an electric lamp of red and green and 
curdled-yellow mosaic shade. Pawed-over heaps of tooth- 
brushes and combs and packages of shaving-soap. Shelves 
of soap-cartons, teething-rings, garden-seeds, and patent medi- 
cines in yellow packages — ^nostrums for consumption, for 
^ women's diseases "—notorious mixtures of opium and aloo- 
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bol, in the very shop to miiich her husband sent patients for 
tlie fillmg of prescriptions. 

From a second-story window the sign ^'W. P. Kennicott, 
Ihys. & Surgeon/' gilt on black sand. 

A small wooden motion-picture theater called ^ The Rose- 
bud Movie Palace.'' Lithographs annonndng a film called 
"Fatty in Love." 

Howland & Gould's Grocery. In the display window, black, 
overripe bananas and lettuce on which a cat was sleeping. 
Shdves lined with red crepe paper which was now faded a^ 
torn and concentrically q)otted. Flat against the wall of the 
second story the signs of lodges — ^the Knights of Pythias, 
the Maccabees, the Woodmen, die Masons. 

Dahl & Oleson's Meat Market— a reek of blood. 

A jewdry shop with tinny-looking wrist-watches for women. 
In front of it, at the curb, a huge wooden clock which did not 

»>. 

A fly-buzzing saloon with a brilliant gold and enamd whisky 
sign across the front. Other saloons down the block. From 
them a stink of stale beer, and thick voices bellowing pidgin 
German or troUing out dirty songs — ^vice gone feeble ami un- 
enterprising and dull — the delicacy of a mining-camp minus its 
vigor. In front of the saloons, farmwives sitting on the seats of 
wagons, waiting for their husbands to become drunk and reac^ 
to start home. 

A tobacco shop called ** The Smcke House," filled with young 
men shaking dice for dgarettes. Racks of magazines, aod pic- 
tmes of coy fat prostitutes in striped bathing-suits. 

A dotMng store with a di^lay of '^ ox-blood-shade Oxfords 
with bull-dog toes." Suits which looked worn and glossless 
wfaOe they were still new, flabbily draped on dummies like 
ecvpses with painted cheeics. 

The Bon Ton Store— Haydock & Simons'— the largest shop 
In town. The first-story front of clear glass, the plates cleverly 
bound at the edges widi brass. The second story of pleasant 
tapestry brick. One window of excellent clothes for men, in^ 
terspersed with collars of floral pique which showed mauve 
daisies on a saffron ground. Newness and an obvious notion 
of neatness and service. Haydock & Simons. Haydock. She 
had met a Haydock at the station; Harry Haydock; an active 
person of thirty-five. He seemed great to her, now, and very 
Ukeasaint. His shop "mdcleanl 
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Azd Egge's General Store, frequented by Scandinavian 
fanners. In the shallow dark window-space heaps of sleazy- 
sateens, badly woven galateas, canvas shoes designed for 
women with bulging ankles, steel and red glass buttons iq>oii 
cards with broken edges, a cottony blanket, a granite-ware 
frying-pan reposing on a sunrfaded crepe blouse. 

Sam Clark's Hardware Store. An air of frankly metallic 
enterprise. Guns and chums and barrels of nails and beautiful 
shiny butcher knives. 

Chester Dashaway's House Furnishing Emporium. A vista 
of heavy oak rockers with leather seats^ asleq> in a dismal 
row. 

BOly's Lunch. Thick handldess cups on the wet oOdoth- 
covered counter. An odor of onions and the smoke of hot 
lard. In the doorway a young man audibly sucking a tooth- 
pidL. 

The warehouse of the bityer of cream and potatoes. The 
sour smell of a daiiy. 

The Ford Garage and the Buick Garage, competent one< 
story brick and cement buildings opposite each other. Old 
and new cars on grease-blackened concrete floors. Tire ad^ 
vertisements. The roaring of a tested motor; a racket whidi 
beat at the nerves. Surly young men in khaki union-over- 
alls. The most energetic and vital places in town. 

A large wardiouse for agricultural implements. An inq>re9- 
sive barricade of green and gold wheels, of shafts and sulky 
seats, belonging to machinery of which Carol knew nothing— 
potato-planters, manure^readers, silage-cutters, disk-harrows, 
breaking-plows. 

A feed store, its windows opaque with the dust of bran, a 
patent medicine advertisement painted on its roof. 

Ye Art Shoppe, Prop. Mrs. Mary Ellen Wilks, Christian 
Sdence Library open daOy free. A touching fumble at beauty. 
A one-room shanty of boards recently covered with rough 
stucco. A show-window ddicatdy rich in error: vases starting 
out to imitate tree-trunks but running off into blobs of gilt— 
an aluminum ash-tray labded " Greetings from Gopher Prai- 
rie " — a Christian Sdence magazine — a stamped sofa-cushion 
portraying a large ribbon tied to a small poppy, the correct 
skems of ^nbroid^y-silk lying on the pillow. Inside the shop, 
a glimpse of bad carbon prints of bad and famous pictures, 
•hdves of phonograph reoMrds and camera films, wooden tqyS| 
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nd in the midst an anxious small woman sitting in a padded 
roddng chair. 

A barber shop and pool room. A man in shirt sleeves, 
Iffesmnably Del SnafiOin the prc^rietor^ shaving a man who had 
a large Adam's apple. 

Nat Hlcks's Tailor Shop, on a side street ofif Main« A one- 
story building. A fashion-plate showing human pitdiforks 
in garments which looked as hard as sted plate. 

Oct another side street a raw red-bride Catholic Church with 
m. varnished yellow door. 

The post-^ce— merdy a partiticm of glass and brass shut- 
ting off the rear of a ndldewed room which must once have 
ben a shop. A tilted writing-shdf against a wall rubbed black 
and scattered with ofQdal notices and army recruiting-posters. 
The damp, yellow-brick schoolbuOding in its dndery grounds. 
The State Bank, stucco masking wood. 
The Farmers' National Bank. An Ionic temple of marble. 
Pore, exquisite, solitary. A brass plate with '^ Ezra, Stowbody, 
Preset." 
A score of similar shops and establishments. 
B^ind them and mixed with them, the houses, medL cottages 
or large, comf (Stable, soundly uninteresting symbols of pros- 
peri^. 

In all the town not one building save the Ionic bank which 
gave pleasure to Carol's eyes; not a dozen buildings which sug- 
gested that, in the fif ^ years of Gopher Prairie's existence, the 
dtizens had realized Uiat it was dtfia: desirable or possible to 
make this, their common home, amusing or attractive. 

It was not only the unsparing unapologetic ugliness and the 
rigid straightness which overwhdmed her. It was the plan- 
kssness, the flimsy temporariness of the buildings, their faded 
unpleasant colors. The street was duttered with dectria 
H^t poles, tdephofoe poles, gaaolin)^ pumps for motor cai\ 
boxes of goods. Each man had built with the most valiani 
disr^^ard of all the others. Between a large new '' block " of 
two-story brick shops on one side, and the fire-brick Overland 
garage on the other side, was a one-story cottage turned into 
a mSlinery diop. The ^ite temple of the Farmers' Bank 
was elbowed back by a grocery of faring yellow brick. One 
store-building had a pat(£y galvanized iron cornice; the buOd- 
ing beside it was crowned with battlements and pyramids of 
Idck capped with blocks of red sandstone. 



Digitized by 



Google 



3» MAIN STREET 

She escaped from Main Street, fled home. 

She woiddn't have cared, she insbted, if the people 
bem comely. She had noted a young man loafing before a 
shop, one miwashed hand holding the cord of an awning; m 
middle-aged man who had a way of staring at women as 
though he had been married too long and too prosaioedly; an 
old farmer, solid, ^olesome, but not clean — ^his face like a 
potato fresh from the earth. Ncme of them had shaved for three 
days. 

*^ If they can't buOd shrines, out here on the prairie, sure^ 
there's nothing to prevent their buying safety-razors! '' she 
raged. 

She fou^t herself: ** I must be wrong. People do live here. 
It caf^t be as ugly as— as I know it is! I must be wrong. 
But I can't do it I cant go throu^ with it." 

She came home too seriously worried for hysteria; and when 
she found Kennicott waitiAg for her, and mdting, " Have a 
walk? Well, like the town? Great lawns and trees, di? ^ 
she was able to say, with a self-protective maturity new to 
her, "It's very interesting.'* 

m 

Hie train which broug^ Carol to Gopher Prairie ^^Iso 
brought Miss Bea Sorenson. 

Miss Bea was a stalwart, comroolored, laug^iing young 
woman, and she was bored by farm-work. She desired the 
excitements of dty-life, and tiie way to enjoy dty-life was, 
she had decided, to " go get a 3rob as hired girl in Gopher 
Prairie." She contentedly lugged her pasteboard telescope from 
the station to her cousin, Tina Malmquist, maid of all work 
in the residence of Mrs. Luke Dawson. 

" Veil, so you come to town," said Tina. 

"Ya. Ay get a yob," said Bea. 

" VeU You got a fella now? " 

^'Ya. Yim Yacobson." 

** Vdl. I'm glat to see you. How much you vant a veck? ^ 

'* Sex dollar." 

** There ain't nobody pay dat. VaitI Dr. Kennicott, I 
tink he marry a girl from de Cities. Maybe she pay dat 
Veil. You go take a valk." 

«Ya." said Bea. 
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So it chanced that Carol Keimkott and Bea Sotea&m 
vimng Main Street at the same time. 

Bea had never before been in a town larger than Scandia 
Oossing, which has sixty-seven inhabitants. 

As sbe marched up t^ street she was meditating that it 
didn't baldly seem like it was possible there could be so 
naoy folks all in one place at the same time. Myl It 
loukl take years to get acquainted with them all. And sweO 
people^ tool A fine big gentleman in a new piidL shirt with 
i diaoscmd, and not no washed-out blue denim working-shirt 
A lovely lady in a longery dress (but it must be an awf id hard 
dress to wa^). And tlu5 storesi 

Not just three of than, like there were at Scandia Crossing, 
but more than four whde blocks! 

The Bon Ton Store— big as four bams— myl it woidd 
siiqdy scare a person to go in there, with seven or dg^t 
derks all looking at you. And the men's suits, on figures jusi 
Kke human. And Azd Egge's, like home, lots of Swedes and 
Nbrskes in there, and a card of dandy buttons, like rubies. 

A drug store with a soda fountain fliat was just huge, awful 
kog, and all lovely marble; and on it there was a great big 
laiq> with the biggest shade yon ever saw— all different kin^ 
adored g^ass stuck together; and the soda spouts, they were 
aitver, and they came rij^t out of the bottom of the lanq>- 
itand] Behind the fountain there were g^ass shelves, and 
bottles of new kinds of soft drinks, that nobody ever heard 
of. Sui^ose a fella took you tkerel 

A hotel, awful high, hi^ier than Oscar Tollefson's new red 
bam; tluree stories, one rig^t on top of another; you had to 
stick your head back to look dear up to the top. There was 
a swdl traveling man in there— (MX)bab]y been to Chicago, lots 
of times. 

Oh, the dandiest people to know here! There was a lady 
Roing by, you woukin't hardly say she was any older than Bea 
bersdf; she wore a dandy new gray suit and black pumps. 
Sbe almost looked like she was loddng over the town, too. 
But you couldn't tell what she thought. Bea would Vke to 
be that way— kind of quiet, so nobody would get fresh. Kind 
of— oh, degant. 

A Luthoran Church. Here in the dty there'd be lov^ 
Mrmons, and church twice on Sunday, every Sundayl 
And a movie sIkiwI 
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A regular theater, just for movies. With the sign *^ Change 
of bill every evenmg." Pictures every eveningl 

There w^e movies in Scandia Crossing, but only once every 
two weeks, and it took the Sorensons an hour to drive in — 
papa was such a ti^twad he wouldn't get a Ford. But here 
she could put on her hat any evening, and in three minutes' 
walk be to the movies, and see lovely fellows in dress-suits 
and Bill Hart and everything! 

How could they have so many stores? Whyl There was 
one just for tobacco alone, and one (a lovely one — ^the Art 
Shoppy it was) for pictures and vases and stufiF, with oh, the 
dandiest vase made so it looked just like a tree trunk I 

Bea stood on the comer of Main Street and Washington 
Avenue. The roar of the dty began to frighten her. There 
were five automobuls on the street all at the same time — and 
one of '^n was a great big car that must of cost two thousand 
dollars— and the 'bus was starting for a train with five degant- 
dressed fellows, and a man was pasting up red bills with lovdy 
pictures of washing-machines on them, and the jeweler was 
la3dng out bracelets and wrist-watches and everytkmg on real 
vdvet. 

What did she care if she got six dollars a week? Or two! 
It was worth while working for nothing, to be allowed to stay 
here. And think how it would be in die evenii^;:, all lighted 
up — and not with no lan^, but with dectricsl And maybe a 
gentleman friend taking you to the movies and bujong you a 
strawberry ice cream sodal 

Bea trudged back. 

"Vdl? You lak it? '^ said Tina. 

*^ Ya. Ay lak it. Ay t'ink maybe Ay stay here,'' said Bea. 

IV 

Tte i^soently budlt iiui&c of Sam Oars, m wmcn was givcE 
^e party to wdcome Carol, was one of the largest in Gopher 
Prairie. It had a dean sweep of clapboards, a solid squareness, 
a small tower, and a large screened porch. Inside, it was as 
shiny, as hard, and as cheerful as a new oak upright piano. 

Carol looked imploringly at Sam Clark as he rolled to the 
door and shouted, ^'Welcome, little ladyl The keys of the 
dty are youmi " 

Beyond him, in the hallway and the living-room, sitting in 
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a vast prim drde as thou^ they were attending a funeral, 
^be saw the guests. They were waUing so! They were wait- 
ing for her I The determination to be all one pretty flowerlet 
of ^>preciation leaked away. She begged of Sam, ^' I don't 
dare face theml They expect so much. They'll swallow me 
m one mouthful — glumpl — ^like that! " 

" Why, sister, they're going to love you— same as I would 
if I dicfai't think the doc here would beat me upl " 

" B-but I don't darel Faces to the right of me, faces 

in front of me, volley and wonder! " 

She sounded hysterical to herself; she fanded that to Sam 
Clark she soundel insane. But he chuckled, '* Now you just 
coddle under Sam's wing, and if anybody rubbers at you too 
fang. 111 shoo 'em off. Here we go! Watch my smoke— 
Sami, the ladies' ddig^t and the bridegrooms' terror! " 

His arm about her, he led her in and bawled, '' Ladies and 
worser halves, the bride! We won't introduce her round yet, 
because shell never get your bum names straight anyway. 
Now bust up this star-dumber! " 

They tittered politdy, but diey did not move from the social 
security of their drde, and they did not cease staring. 

Carol had given creative energy to (kessing for the event 
Her hair was demure, low on her fordiead wi& a parting and 
a cofled braid. Now she wished that she had piled it hi^ 
Her frock was an ingenue slip of lawn, with a wide gold sash 
and a low square nedc, which gave a suggestion of tbroat and 
molded shoulders. But as they looked her over she was 
certain that it was all wrong. She wished alternately that she 
had worn a ^insterish hij^necked dress, and that she had 
dared to shock them with a violent brick-red scarf which she 
had bou^t in Chicago. 

She was led about the drde. Ha: voice mechanically pro- 
duced safe ranarks: 

^ Oh, I'm sure I'm going to like it here ever so much," and 
**Yes, we did have the best time in Colorado— mountains," 
and " Yes, I lived in St Pkul several years. Eudid P. Tinker? 
No, I don't remember meeting him, but I'm pretty sure I've 
heard of him." 

Kennicott took her aside and ^rtuspared, '' Now 111 intro- 
duce you to them, one at a time.^ 

" Ten me about them first." 

^WdL the nice-looking couple over there are Harry Hay* 
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dock and his wife, Juanita. Hany's dad owns most of ib^ 
Bon Ton, but it's Harry who runs it and gives it the pep. 
He's a hustler. Next to him is Dave Dya: the druggist — ^you 
met him this afternoon— mighty good duck-shot. The tall 
husk beyond him is Jack j^der— Jackson Elder— owns the 
planing-milly and the Mmniemasbie House, and quite a share 
in the Farmers' National Bank. Him and his wife are good 
sports— him and Sam and I go hunting together a lot. The 
old cheese there is Luke Dawson, the richiest man In town. 
Next to him is Nat Hicks, the tailor.'' 

«ReaUy? A tailor?'' 

** Sure. Why not? Maybe we're slow, but we are democra- 
tic I go hunting with Nat same as I do with Jack Elder." 

<< I'm glad. I've never met a tailor socially. It must be 
charming to meet xme and not have to think about what you 

owe him. And do ycia Would you go hunting with your 

barber, too? " 

^ No but No use running this democracy thing into the 

ground. Besides, I've known Nat for years, and besides, he's 

a mighty good shot and That's the way it is, see? Next 

to Nat is Chet Dashaway. Great fellow for chinning. Hell 
talk your arm off, about religion or politics or books or any« 
thing." 

C^rd gazed with a polite q;)proximation to interest at 
Mr. Dashaway, a tan person wiUi a wide mouth. " Oh, I 
knowl He's the furniture-store mani " She was much pleased 
with herself. 

" Yump, and he's the undertaker. You'll like him. Come 
shake hands with him." 

''Oh no, no! He doesn't— he doesn't do the embalming 
and all that— himself ? I couldn't shake hands with an under- 
taker! " 

'' Why not? You'd be proud to shake hands with a great 
surgeon, just after he'd been carving up people's bellies." 

She sou^t to regain her afternoon's calm of maturity. 
** Yes. You're ri^t I want— oh, my dear, do you know how 
much I want to 1^ the people you like? I want to see people 
as they are." 

'' Well, don't forget to see people as other folks see them 
as they are! They have the stuff. Did you know that Percy 
Bresnahan came from here? Bom and brought up herel " 

** Bresnahan? " 
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* Yes— 3^oa know—president of the Vdvet Motor Company 
of Boston, Mass.— make the Velvet Twelve— biggest automo- 
bOe factory in New England" 

" I think I Ve heard of him." 

^ Sure you have. Why, he's a millionaire several times overt 
Wdl^ Perce comes back here for the black-bass fishing almost 
every siunmer, and he says if he could get away from business, 
he'd rather live here thui in Boston or New York or ai^ of 
those places. He doesn't mind Chet's undertaking." 

"* Pleasel lU— 111 like ewybodtjrl 111 be the community 
tonbeaml " 

He led her to the Dawsons. 

Luke Dawson, lender of money on mortgages, owner ol 
Northern cut-over land, was a hesitant man in unpressed 
soft gray dothes, with bulging eyes in a mQky face. His wife 
had bleached cheeks, btoiched hair, bleached vdce, and a 
bleached manner. She wore her expensive green frock, with 
its passementeried bosom, bead tassds, and gaps between the 
buttms down the back, as though she had bou^t it second* 
hand and was afraid of meeting the former owner. They were 
shy. It was "Professor" George Edwin Mott, superinten- 
doit of sdiools, a Chinese mandarin turned brown, who hdd 
Carol's hand and made her wdcome. 

When the I^wsons and Mr. Mott had stated that they were 
^ [deased to meet her," there seemed to be nothing dse to say, 
b^ the conversation went on automatically. 

^ Do you like Gopher Prairie? " whittled Mrs. Dawsoo. 

** Oh, I'm sure I'm going to be ever so happy." 

^ There's so many nice people." Mrs. Dawson looked to 
Mr. Mott for social and intdlectual aid. He lectured: 

** There's a fine class of people. I don't like some of these 
retired farmers who come here to spend their last days — 
especially the Germans. They hate to pay school-taxes. They 
hate to spend a cent. But the rest are a fine class of people. 
Did you know that Percy Bresnahan came from here? Used 
to go to school rig^t at ibe dd building! " 

"I heard he did." 

'' Yes. He's a prince. He and I went fishing together, last 
time he was here." 

The Dawsons and Mr. Mott teetered upon weary feet, and 
miled at Carol with crystallized expressions. She went on: 

^ Tdl me, Mr. Mott: Have you ever tried any experiments 
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vith any of the new educational systems? The modern kinder- 
garten methods or the Gary system? " 

^' Oh. Those. Most of these would-be reformers are sunply 
notoriety-seekers. I believe in manual training, but Latin and 
matliematics always will be the backbone of soimd American- 
ism, no matter vA^t these faddists advocate — ^heaven knows 
what th^ do want— knitting, I suppose, and classes in wig- 
gling the ears I " 

Tbe Dawsons smiled their appreciation of listening to a 
savant. Carol waited till Eennicott should rescue her. The 
rest of the party waited for the mirade of being amused. 

Harry and Juanita Haydock, Rita Simons and Dr. Terry 
Gould — ^the young smart set of Gopher Prairie. She was led 
to them. Juanita Haydock flung at her in a high, cackling, 
friendly voice: 

" Well, this is so nice to have you here. Well have some 
good parties— dances and everything. You'll have to join the 
Jolly Seventeen* We play bridge and we have a simper once 
a month. You play, of course? ^ 

"N-no, I don't^ 

"Really? In St. Paul?'* 

** I've always been sudi a book-worm.'' 

'< Well have to teach you. Bridge is half the fun of life."* 
Juanita had become patronizing, and she glanced disrespect- 
fully at Carol's golden sash, which she had previously admired. 

Harry Haydock said politely, "How do you think you're 
going to like the old burg? '* 

" I'm sure I shall like it tranendously.'' 

" Best people on earth here. Great hustlers, too. Course 
IVe had lots of chances to go live in Minneapolis, but we 
like it here. Real he-town. Did 3rou know that Percy Bresna- 
han came from here? " 

Carol perceived that she had been weakened in the biological 
struggle by disclosing her lack of bridge. Roused to nervous 
desire to regain her position she turned on Dr. Terry Gould, 
the young and pool-pla3dng competitor of her husband. Her 
eyes coquetted with him while she gushed: 

" 111 learn bridge. But what I really love most is the out* 
doors. Can't we all get up a boatmg party, and fish, or 
whatever you do, and have a picnic supper afterwards? " 

*' Now you're talkingi " Dr. Gould affirmed. He looked 
(ndier too obviously at Uie cream-smooth slope of her shouldee* 
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''like fislung? Fishing is my middle name. Ill teach you 
bridge. Like cards at all? " 

** I used to be rather good at bezique.'' 

She knew that bezique was a game of cards— or a game of 
something else. Roulette, possibly. But her lie was a triumph. 
Juanita's handsome, hig^-colored, horsey face showed doubt 
Harry stroked his nose and said humbly, ** Bezique? Used 
to be great gambling game, wasn't it? " 

While others drifted to her group, Carol snatched up the 
conversation. She laughed and was frivolous and rather brittle. 
She could not distinguish their eyes. They were a blurry 
theater-audience before which she self-consciously enacted the 
comedy of bdng the Clever Little Bride of Doc Kennicott: 

** These-here odebrated Qpen Spaces, that's what I'm going 
out for. Ill never read anything but the sporting-page again. 
Will converted me on our Colorado trip. There were so 
many mousey tourists ^o were afraid to get out of the motor 
'bus that I decided to be Annie Oakley, the Wild Western 
Wampire, and I bou^t ohl a vociferous skirt which revealed 
n^ perfectly nice aiddes to the Presbyterian glare of all the 
loway schoolma'ams, and I Itdiped from peak to peak like the 

nimble chamo3rs, and You may think that Herr Doctor 

Kennicott is a Nimrod, but you ou^t to have seen me daring 
him to strip to his B. V. D.'s and go swimming in an icy 
moimtain brook." 

She knew that they were thinking of becoming shocked, but 
Juanita Haydock was admiring, at least. She swaggered on: 

'' I'm sure I'm going to ruin Will as a respectable practi- 
tioner Is he a good doctor, Dr. Gould? " 

Kennicott's rival gasped at this insult to professional ethics, 
and he took an s^reciable second before he recovered his 
soda] manner. " ill tell you, Mrs. Kennicott." He smiled 
at Kennicott, to imply that whatever he might say in the 
stress of being witty was not to count against him in the 
commerdo-medical warfare. '^ There's some people in town 
that say the doc is a fair to middlin' diagnostician and pre- 
scription-writer, but let me whisper this to you — ^but for 
heaven's sake don't tell him I said so— don't you ev^ go to 
him for anything more serious than a pendectomy of the left 
ear or a strabismus of the cardiograph." 

No one save Kennicott knew exactly what this meant, but 
th^ laughed, and Sam Clark's party assumed a Ottering 
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lemon-yenow color of brocade pands and champagne and tiiDe 
and crystal chandeliers and sporting duchesses. Carol saw 
that George Edwin Mott and the blanched Mr. and Mrs. 
Dawson were not yet hypnotized. They looked as though they 
wondered whether they ought to look as though they dist^ 
proved. She concentrated on them: ^ 

'' But I know whom I wouldn't have dared to go to Colorado 
withl Mr. Dawson therel I'm sure he's a regular heart- 
breaker. When we were introduced he held my hand and 
squeezed it frightfully." 

'^ Hawl Hawl Hawl '' The entire company applauded. Mr. 
Dawson was beatified.. He had been called many thing^^ 
loan-shark, skinflint, tightwad, pussyfoot— -but he had never 
before been called a flirt. 

'' He is wicked, isn't he, Mrs. Dawson? Don't 3rou have to 
lock him iq>? " 

'' Oh no, but maybe I better,^ attempted Mrs. Dawson, a 
tint on her pallid face. 

For fifteen minutes Carol kept it up. She asserted that she 
was going to stage a musical comedy, that she preferred caf6 
parfait to beefsteak, that she hoped Dr. Eennicott would never 
lose his ability to make love to charming women, and that 
she had a pair of gold stockings. They gaped for more. But 
she could not keep it up. She retired to a chair bdiind Sam 
Oark's bulk. The smile-wrinkles solemnly flattened out in 
the faces of all the other collaborators in having a party, and 
again they stood about hq)mg but not expecting to be amused. 

Carol listened. She discovered that conversation did not 
exist in Gopher Prairie. Even at this affair, which brou^t 
out the yoimg smart set, the hunting squire set, the req>ect* 
able intellectual set, and the solid financial set, they sat up 
with gaiety as with a corpse. 

Juanita Haydock talked a good deal in her rattling voice 
but it was invariably of personalities: the rumor that Raymie 
Wutherspoon was going to send for a pair of patent leather 
shoes with gray buttoned tops; the rheumatism of Chanq> 
Perry; the state of Guy Pollock's grippe; and the dementia of 
Jim Howland in painting his fence salmon-pink. 

Sam Clark had been talking to Carol about motor cars, 
but he felt his duties as host. While he droned, his brows 
popped up and down. He interrupted himself, ''Must stir 
'en up." He worried at his wife, '' Don't you think I better 
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stir 'on iq;>? " He abouldered into the center of the room, and 
cried: 

^ Let's have scrnie stunts, folks.'' 

^ Yes, let'sl " shrieked Jnanita Haydock. 

^Sajr, Dave, give us that stunt about the Norwef^ catch- 
log a hen." 

"" You bet; that's a slick stunt; do that, Davel ^ dieered 
Cliet Dashaway. 

Mr. Dave Dyer obliged. 

All the guests moved their lips in antk^tion of being called 
on for thdr own stunts. 

" Ella, come on and recite ' Old Sweetheart of Mme/ for 
OB," demanded Sam. 

Miss Ella Stowlxxly, the spinster daughter of the Ionic bank, 
scratched her dry pdms and blushed. ^' Oh, you don't want 
to hear that old thing again." 

** Sure we do! You betl " asserted Sam. 

^* My voice is in terrible shape toni^" 

"TutI Cwnecml" 

Sam loudly explained to Card, *^ EUa is our shark at docnt- 
ing. 9ie's had professional training. She studied sin^ng and 
oratory and dramatic art and shorthand for a year, in Mil- 
waukee." 

Miss Stowbody was reciting. As encore to ^' An Old Sweet- 
heart of Mine," she gave a peculiar)^ optimistic poem regard- 
ing the value of smiles. 

There were four otho* stunts: mie Jewish, one Irish, one 
juvenile, and Nat Hicks's parody of Mark Antony's funoral 
oration. 

Dining the winter Card was to hear Dave Dyer's hen- 
catching impersonation seven times, ^* An Old Sweetheart of 
Mine " nine timeSf the Jewish story and the funa^ oration 
twice; but now she was ardent and, because she did so want 
to be happy and sm^le-hearted, she was as disappointed as 
the otha3 when the stunts were finished, aud the par^ in- 
^antly sank back into coma. 

Th^ gave up trying to be festive; they began to talk 
naturaJly, as they did at their shops and homes. 

The men and women divided, as they had been tending to 
do all evening. Carol was desarted by the men, left to a 
grotp of matrons who steadOy pattered of children, sickness, 
mi cooks — their own shop-talk. She was piqued. SSie re- 
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membered visions of herself as a smart married woman in a 
drawing-room, fencing with clever men. Her dejection was 
relieved by speculation as to what the men were discussing, in 
the comer between the piano and the phonograph. Did they 
rise from these housewifely personalities to a larga: world 
of abstractions and affairs? 

She made her best curt^ to Mrs. Dawson; she twittered, 
'^ I won't have my husband leaving me so sooni I'm going 
over and pull the wretch's ears." She rose with a jeune fiUe 
bow. She was self-absorbed and self-approving because she 
had attained that quality of sentimentality. She proudly 
dipped across the room and, to the interest and commendatioo 
of all beholders, sat on the arm of Kennicott's chair. 

He was gossiping with Sam Clark, Luke Dawson, Jackscm 
Elder of the planing-mill, Chet Dashaway, Dave Dyer, Harry 
Haydock, and Ezra Stowbody, president of the Ionic bank. 

Ezra Stowbody was a troglodyte. He had come to Gopher 
Prairie in 1865. He was a distinguished bird of prey- 
swooping thin nose, turtie mouth, thick brows, port-wine 
cheeks, floss of white hair, contemptuous eyes. He was not 
happy in the social changes of thirty years. Three decades 
ago, Dr. Westhd^e, Julius Flidierbaugh the lawyer, Merriman 
Peedy the Congregational pastor and himself had been the 
arbiters. That was as it should be; the fine arts — ^medicine, 
law, religion, and finance — recognized as aristocratic; four 
Yankees democratically diatting with but ruling the Ohioans 
and mini and Swedes and Germans who had ventured to 
follow them. But Westlake was old, almost retired; Julius 
Flickerbaugh had lost much of his practice to livelier attomejrs; 
Reverend (not The Reverend) Peedy was dead; and nobody 
was impressed in this rotten age of automobOes by the ^ spank* 
ing grays " which Ezra still drove. The town was as hetero- 
geneous as Chicago. Norwegians and Germans owned stores. 
The social leaders were common merchants. Selling nails was 
considered as sacred as banking. These upstarts— the Clarks, 
the Haydocks — ^had no dignity. They were sound and con- 
servative in politics, but they talked about motor cars and 
pump-guns and heaven only knew what new-fangled fads. Mr. 
Stowbody felt out of place with them. But Us bridL house 
with the mansard roof was still the largest residence in town, 
and he held his position as squire by occasionally appearing 
among the younger men and reminding them by a wintiy eyn 
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<hat without the banker none of them conid carry on then 
vulgar businesses. 

As Carol defied decency by sitting down with the men, Mr. 
Stowbody was piping to Mr. Dawson, '^ Say, Luke, when was't 
Biggins first settled in Winnd)ago Township? Wa'n't it in 

1879? " 

" Why no *twaVtI " Mr. Dawson was faidignant. " He 
ccmie out from Vormont in 1867 — no, wait, in 1868, it must 
have been — and took a daim on the Rum River, quite a ways 
shove Aiiokfl " 

''He did noti " roared Mr. Stowbody. ''He setUed first 
in Blue Earth County, him and his fatherl " 

(" What's the point at issue? " Carol whiq>ered to Kenni- 
cotL 

(" Whether this old duck Biggins had an English setter or 
a Llewellyn. They've been arguing it all evening! ") 

Dave Dyer interrupted to give tidmgs, " D' tell you that 
Clara Big^ns was in town couple days ago? She bought a 
hot-water bottle— eipensive one, too— two dollars and thirty 
cents! " 

" Yaaaaaahl '' snarled Mr. Stowbody. " Course. She's just 
Hke her grandad was. Never save a cent. Two dollars and 
twenty — thirty, was it? — ^two dollars and thirty cents for a 
hot-water bottle! Brick wrai^>ed iq> in a flannel petticoat just 
as good, anyway! " 

" How's Ella's tonsOs, Mr. Stowbody? " yawned Chet Dash- 
away. 

While Mr. Stowbody gave a somatic and psychic study of 
fhem, Carol reflected, " Are they really so terribly interested 
in EUa's tonsils, or even in Ella's esophagus? I wonder if I 
could get them away from personalities? Let's risk damna- 
tkm and try." 

"There hasn't been much labor trouble around here, has 
there, Mr. Stowbody? " she asked innocently. 

" No, ma'am, thsmk God, we've been free from that, except 
maybe with hired girls and farm-hands. Trouble enough with 
thee foreign farmers; if you don't watch these Swedes they 
torn socbdist or populist or some fool thing on you in a 
minute. Of course, if they have loans you can make 'em 
listen to reason. I just have 'em come into the bank for a 
taflL, and tell 'em a few things. I don't mind their being 
democrats, so much, but I won't stand having socialists around* 
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But thank God, we aint got the labor trouble they have fn 
these cities. Even Jack Elder here gets along pret^ wdl, in 
the pkming-inilly don't you. Jack? '^ 

'' Yep. Sure. Don't need so many skilled workmen hi my 
place, and it's a lot of these cranky, wage-hogging, half- 
baked skilled mechanics that start trouble — reading a lot of 
this anarchbt literature and union papers and all." 

^ Do you ai^rove of union labor? " Carol inquired of Mr. 
Elder. 

«' Me? I should say noti It's like this: I d<m't mind 
dealing with my men if they think they Ve got any grievances — 
though Lord knows what's come over workmen, nowadays — 
don't appreciate a good job. But still, if they come to me 
honestly, as man to man, 111 talk things over with them. 
But I'm not going to have any outsider, any of these walking 
ddegates, or whatever fancy names they call themsdves now-« 
bunch of rich grafters, living on the ignorant workmeni Not 
going to have any of those fellows butting in and tdling 9te 
DOW to run my businessi ^ 

Mr. Elder was growing more excited, more beOigo'ent and 
patriotic. '' I stand for freedom and constitutional rights. If 
any man don't like my shop, he can get up and git. Stune wa]% 
K I don't like him, he gits. And that's all there is to it. I 
sinq>ly can't understand idl these complicati(M)s and hoop-te- 
doodles and government reports and wage-scales and God 
knows what idl that these fellows are bdling up the labor 
situation with, when it's all perfectly simple. They like what 
I pay 'em, or they get out. That's all there is to iti " 

** What do you think of profit-sharing? " Carol ventured. 

Mr. Elder thundered his answer, while the others noddedt 
solemnly and in tune, like a shop-window of flexible toys, 
comic mandarins and judges and ducks and clowns, set quiver- 
ing by a breeze from the open door: 

'' M this profit-sharing and welfare work and insurance and 
old-age pension is simply poppycock. Enfeebles a workman's 
independence — and wastes a lot of honest profit. The half- 
baked thinker that isn't dry behind the ears yet, and these 
suffragettes and God knows what all buttinskis there are that 
are trying to tell a business man how to run his business, and 
some of these college professors are just about as bad, the 
whole kit and bilin' of '^n are nothing in God's world but 
socialism in disguisel And it's my bounden du^ as a pro* 
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to resist every attack on the integri^ of American in- 
dnstry to the last ditch. Yes— SIR! " 

Mr. Elder wiped his brow. 

Dave Dyer added, <' Surel You betl What they ought to 
do is simply to hang every one of these agitators, and that 
would settle the whole thing rig^t oS. Dcm't you think so, 
doc?'' 

^ You bet," agreed Kennicott 

The conversation was at last rdieved of the plague of Girol'i 
fatrosions and they settled down to the question of whether 
tbe justice of the peace had sent that hobo drunk to jail for 
ten days or twelve. It was a matter not readOy determined. 
Then Dave Pyer communicated his carefree adventures on the 
gip^r trafl: 

" Yep. I get good time out of the flivver. 'Bout a wedk 
ago I motored down to New Wurttemberg. That's forty- 

tfiree No, let's see: It^ seventeen miles to Belldale, and 

toot A and three-quarters, call it seven, to TorgenquisC and 
ifis a good nineteen miles from there to New Wurttend)erg— 
seventeen and seven and nineteen, that makes, uh, let me see: 
seventeen and seven 's twenty-four, plus nineteen, well say 
^im twenty, that makes forty-four, well anyway, say about 
forty-three or -four mOes from here to New Wurttemberg. We 
got started about seven-fifteen, probly seven-twenty, l^cause 
I had to stop and fill the radiator, and we ran along, just keq>- 
ing iq> a good steady gait ^" 

Mr. Dyer did finaUy, for reasons and purposes admitted and 
justified, attain to New Wurttemberg. 

Once— only once— the presence of the alien Carol was recog- 
nbed. Chet Dashaway leaned over and said asthmatically, 
^ Say, uh, have you been reading this serial * Two Out ' in 
TmgUng Tales? Corking yaml Gosh, the fellow that wrote 
it colainly can sling basd)all slangi " 

Hie otha3 tried to look literary. Harry Haydock offered, 
''Juanita is a great hand for reading high-class stuff, like 
'Mid the Magnolias' by this Sara Hetwiggin Butts, and 
'Rkla:s of Ranch Reckless.' Books. But me," he glanced 
about inqxirtantly, as one convinced that no other hero had 
ever been in so strange a plight, ^' I'm so dam busy I don't 
bave much time to read." 

'' I never read anything I can't cheoL against," said Sam 
Park. 
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Thus ended the literary portion of the conversation, and 
for seven minutes Jackson Elder outlined reasons for believing 
that the pike-fishing was better on the west shore of Lake 
Minniemashie than on the east — though it was indeed quite 
true that on the east shore Nat Hicks had cau^t a pike 
altogether admirable. 

Tbe talk went on. It did go onl Their voices were 
monotonous, thick, emphatic. They were harshly pompous, like 
men in the smoking-compartments of Pullman cars. They did 
not bore Carol. They frightened her. She panted, "They 
will be cordial to me, because my man belongs to their tribe. 
God help me if I were an outsider I *' 

Smiling as changelessly as an ivory figurine she sat quiescent, 
avoiding thought, glancing about the living-room and hall, not* 
ing their betrayal of unimaginative commercial prosperity. 
Kennicott said, "Dandy interior, eh? My idea of how a 
place ought to be fiurdshed. Modem." She looked polite, 
and observed the oiled floors, hard-wood staircase, unused 
fireplace with tiles which resembled brown linoleum, cut-^[as3 
vases standing upon doilies, and the barred, shut, forbidding 
unit bookcases that were half filled with swashbuckler novds 
and unread-looking sets of Dickens, Kipling, O. Henry, and 
Elbert Hubbard. 

She perceived that even personalities were faOing to hold 
the party. The room filled with hesitancy as with a fog. 
People cleared their throats, tried to choke down yawns. The 
men shot their cuffs and the women stuck their combs more 
firmly into their baA hair. 

Then a rattle, a daring hope in every ^e, the swinging of 
a door, the smell of strong coffee, Dave Dyer's mewing voice 
in a triumphant, " The eats I " Th^ began to chatter. Thqr 
had something to do. They could escape from themselves^ 
lliey fell upon the food— diicken sandwiches, maple cake, 
drug-store ice cream. Even when the food was gone they re- 
mained cheerful. They could go home, any time now, and go 
to bedl 

They went, with a flutter of coats, chiffon scarfs, and good- 
bys. 

Carol and Kennicott walked home. 

'* Did you like them? '' he asked. 

" They were terribly sweet to me." 

^Uh, Carrie You ought to be more careful abovl 
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fgwyltlttg folks. Talking about gold stockings, and about 
showing your ankles to schoolteachers and all! " More 
mikUy: ''You gave 'em a good time, but I'd watch out tor 
that, 'f I were you. Juanita Haydock is such a damn cat I 
wouldn't give her a chance to criticize me." 

** My poor efiFort to lift up the partyl Was I wrong to 
try to amuse them? ** 

" Nol No! Honey, I didn't mean You were the only 

up-and-coming person in the bunch. I just mean Don't 

get onto legs and aU that immoral stuff. Pretty conservative 
crowd." 

She was sflent, raw with the shameful thought that the 
attentive drde inig^t have been criticizing her, laughing at 
her. 

** Don't, please don't worry! " he pleaded. 

SOence. 

^ Gofth, I'm sorry I spoke about it I just meant But 

fhey were crazy aix)ut you. Sam said to me, 'That little 
hdy of yours is the slickest thing that ever came to thid 
town,' he said; and Ma Dawson— I didn't hardly know 
whether she'd like you or not, she's such a dried-iq> old bird, 
but she said, ' Your bride is so quick and bri^t, I declare, 
she just wakes me up.' " 

Carol liked praise, the flavor and fatness of it but she was 
80 energetically being sorry for herself that ^e could not 
taste th& commendation. 

" Please! Come on! Cheer up! " His lq>s said it, his 
anxious shoulder said it, his arm about her said it, as they 
halted on the obscure porch of their house. 

" Do you care if they think I'm flighty. Will? " 

"Me? Why, I wouldn't care if the whole world thou{^t 
you were this or that or aiiything else. You're my— weD, 
jrou're my soul! " 

He was an undefined mass, as solid-seeming as rock. She 
found his sleeve, pinched it, cried, "I'm glad! It's sweet to 
be wanted! You must tolerate my frivolousness. You're aU 
I have! " 

He lifted her, carried her into the house, and with hcv 
nrms about his neck she forgot Main Street 
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^Wb^ steal the whole day, and go hunting. I want ytm 
to see the country round here/' Kennicott announced at bred> 
fast " I'd take the car — want you to see how swell she runs 
since I put in a new piston. But well take a team, so we can 
get ri^t out into the fields. Not many prairie chickens left 
now, but we mi^t just hai^)en to run onto a small covey." 

He fussed over his hunting-kit. He pulled his hip boots 
out to full length and examined them for holes. He fevmshly 
counted his ^otgun shells, lecturing her on the qualities of 
smokeless powder. He drew the new hammerless shotgun out 
of its heavy tan leather case and made her peep throu{^ the 
barrels to see how dazzlingly free they were from rust. 

The world of hunting and canning-outfits and fishing-tadde 
was unfamiliar to her, and in Komicott's interest she found 
something creative and jo3rous. She examined the smooA 
stock, the carved hard rubber butt of the gun. The shdls, with 
their brass caps and sleek green bodies and hieroglyphics on 
the wads, were cool and comfortably heavy in her hu(b. 

Komicott wore a brown canvas hunting-coat witih vast 
pockets lining the inside, corduroy trousers which bulged at 
the wrinkles, peeled and scarred shoes, a scarecrow felt hat. 
In this uniform he felt virile. They clumped out to the livery 
buggy, they packed the kit and the box of lunch into the back, 
crying to each other that it was a magnificent day. 

Kennicott had borrowed Jackson Elder's red and white 
English setter, a complacent dog with a waving tail of silver 
hair which flidLered in the sunshine. As they started, the dog 
yelped, and leaped at the horses' heads, till Kennicott took 
him into the buggy, where he nuzzled Carol's knees and leaned 
out to sneer at farm mongrels. 

The grays clattev^ out on the hard dirt road with a 
pleasant song of bpofe: "Ta ta ta rati Ta ta ta rat! " It 
was early and fresh, the air whistling, frost bright on the 
golden rod. As tie sun warmed the world of stubble into a 
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ipdter of jrdlow th^ ttnned from the highroad, through the 
bars of a farmer's gate, into a field, akmly bumping over the 
meven earth. In a hollow of the rolling prairie they lost 
ti^t even of the country road. It was warm and pladd. 
Locusts trilled among the dry wheat-stalks, and brOliant little 
flies hurtled across &e buggy. A buzs of content filled the 
air. Crows loitered and gossq)ed in the sky. 

The dog had been let out and after a dance of excitement 
he settled down to a steady quartering of the field, forth 
and back, forth and back, his nose down. 

" Pete Rustad owns this farm, and he told me he saw a 
small covey of chickens in the west forty, last week. Maybe 
well get scmie sport after aU," Kennicott diudkled blissfully. 

She watched the dog in suspense, breathing quickly every 
time he seemed to halt. She had no desire to slaughter 
birds, but she did desire to belong to Kamicott's world. 

The dog stcfiped, on the point, a forepaw held up. 

'' By gollyl He's hit a scenti Come oni '^ squealed Kenni- 
WtL He leiq[)ed from the buggy, twisted the reins about the 
4ili^>-socket, swung her out, cau^t iq> his gun, slipped in two 
didls, stalked toward the rigid dog, Carol pattering after 
him. The setter crawled dbtid^ his tail quivering, his belly 
dose to ihe stubble. Carol was nervous. She expected dou^ 
of large birds to fly up instantly. Her eyes were strained with 
staring. But they fcdlowed the dog for a quarter of a mile, 
turning, do<d>ling, crossing two low hills, kicking through 
a swale of weeds, crawling between the strands of a barbel- 
wire fence. The wdking was hard on her pavement-trained 
feet. The earth was lumpy, the stubble prickly and lined with 
grass, thistles, abortive stimps of dover. She dragged and 
floundered. 

She heard Kennicott gasp, ** Lookl " Three gray birds were 
starting np from the stubble. They were round, dumpy, like 
enormous bumble bees. Kennicott was sighting, moving the 
barreL She was agitated. Why didn't he fire? The birds 
would be gonel Then a crash, another, and two birds turned 
somersaults in the air, plumped down. 

When he showed her the birds she had no sensation of blood. 
These heaps of feathers were so soft and unbruised — ^there 
was about them no hint of death. She watched her conquering 
man tuck them into his inside pocket, and trudged with him 
back to the buggy. 



Digitized by 



Google 



56 MAIN STREET 

Tbey found no more prairie chickens that morning. 

At noon they drove into her first farmyard, a private village, 
a white house with no porches save a low and quite dirty 
stoop at the back, a crimson bam with white trimmings, a 
glazed brick silo, an ex-carriage-shed, now the garage of a Ford, 
an unpainted cow-stable, a chicken-house, a pig-pen, a com- 
crib, a granary, the galvanized-iron skeleton tower of a wind- 
mill. The dooryard was of packed yellow clay, treeless, barren 
of grass, littered with rus^ plowshares and wheels of dis* 
carded cultivators. Hardened trampled mud, like lava, filled 
the pig-pen. The doors of the house were grime-rubbed, the 
comers and eaves were rusted with rain, and the child ¥^ 
stared at them from the kitchen window was smeary-faced. 
But beyond the barn was a diunp of scarlet geraniums; the 
prairie breeze was sunshine in motion; the flashing metal 
blades of the windmill revolved with a lively hum; a horse 
neighed, a rooster crowed, martins flew in and out of the 
cow-stable. 

A small spare woman with flaxen hair trotted from the 
house. She was twanging a Swedish patois — ^not in monotone^ 
like English, but singing it, with a l3rrical whine: 

" Pete he ^y you kom pretty soon hunting, doctor. My, 
dot's fine you kom. Is dis de bride? Ohhhhl Ve yoost say 
las' ni^t, ve hope maybe ve see her som day. My, soch a 
pretty lady 1 " Mrs. Rustad was shining with welcome. ^ VdU 
veil I Ay hope you lak dis country I Von't you stay for dinner* 
doctor? " 

" No, but I wonder if you wouldn't like to give ns a glass 
of milk? " condescended Kennicott. 

^' Veil Ay should say Ay villi You vait har a second and 
Ay run on de milk-house I " She nervously hastened to a tiny 
red buOding beside the windmill; she came back with a pitcher 
of milk from which Carol filled the thermos bottle. 

As they drove off Carol admired, '' She's the dearest thing 
I ever saw. And she adores you. You are the Lord of the 
Manor." 

" Oh no," much pleased, ^' but still they do ask my advice 
about things. Bully people, these Scandinavian farmers. And 
prosperous, too. Helga Rustad, she's still scared of America, 
but her kids will be doctors and lawyers and govanors of the 
state and any dam thing tfiey want to." 

^ I wonder ^" Carol was plunged back into last nig^t% 
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WdUehaun. ** I wonder if these fiffmers aren^ bigger thas 
we are? So 8Biq>le and hard-working. The town lives os 
them« We townies are parasites, and yet we feel superior 
to them. Last nidit I heard Mr. Haydock talking abont 
<hkks.' Apparent^ he despises the fanners because th^ 
haven't reaped the social hdj^ts of selling thread and but- 



''Parasites? Us? Where'd the farmers be without the 
town? Who lends them monq^? Who— why, we siqpply them 
with everjrthing! " 

** Don't you find that some of the farmers think they pay 
too muck for the services of the towns? '' 

** Oh, of course there's a lot of cranks among the farmers 
same as there are among any class. Listen to some of these 
kickers, a fellow'd think that the farmers ought to run the 
state ajid the whole shooting-matdi— probably if thqr had 
their way they'd fill iq> the legblature with a lot of farmers 
in manure<overed boots— yes, and they'd come tell me I was 
lured <»i a salary now, and couldn't fix n^ feesi That'd be 
fine for you, woul^'t itl ** 

" But ^Ay shouldn't they? " 

"Why? That bunch of Tdin^; me Oh, fot 

heaven's sake, let's quit arguing. All diis dfactwsfng may be 

a& ri^t at a par^ but Let^ forget it wUle we're 

httnting." 

" I know. The Wonderlust— probably it's a worse affliction 
than the Wanderlust I just wonder '^ 

She told herself that she had everything in the world. 
And after each sdf-rebuke she stumbled again on ''I just 
wonder " 

They ate their sandwidies by a pnine slew: long grass 
reaching iq> out of clear wato*) mossy bogs, red-winged black- 
Urcb, the scum a S|^ish of gold-green. Kennicott smoked a 
fipe wbUe she leaned back in the buggy and let her tired ^irit 
be absorbed in the Nirvana of the incomparable sky. 

They lurched to the highroad and awoke from their sun* 
sodLed drowse at the sound of the dopping hoofs. They 
paused to bok for partridges in a rim of woods, little woods, 
very dean and shiny and gay, silver birches and poplars 
widi immaculate green trunks, endrding a lake of sandy bot- 
tom, a flashing sedusion detnore in the wdter of hot prairie. 

iCCTfi^n^t hroiv^ down a fat red squirrd and at dusk he had 
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a dramatic shot at a fli^t of ducks whirling down from the 
iqpper air, skimming the lake, instantly van^hing. 

They drove home under the sunset. Mounds of straw, and 
wheat-stacks like bee-hives, stood out in startling rose and 
gold, and the green-tufted stubble g^tened. As the vast 
gijTdle of crimson darkened, the fulfilled land became autum^ 
nal in deep reds and browns. The black road before the buggy 
turned to a faint lavender, then was blotted to uncertain 
grayness. Cattle came in a long line up to the barred gates 
of the farmyards, and over the resting land was a dark ^ow. 

Carol had found the digni^ and greatness which had f aOed 
her in Main Street 



Till they had a maid they took noon dinner and six o'dodk 
supper at Mrs. Gurrey's boarding-house. 

Mrs. Elisha Gurrey, relict of Deacon Gurrey the dealer in 
hay and grain, was a pointed-nosed, simpering woman with 
iron-gray hair drawn so iif^t that it resembled a soiled hand- 
kercUef covering her head. But she was unemectedly cheer- 
ful, and her dimng-room, with its thin tablecloth on a long 
pine table, had the decency of dean bareness. 

In the line of unsmiling, methodically chewing guests, like 
horses at a manger, Carol came to distinguish one countenance: 
the pale, long, spectacled face and sandy pompadour hair of 
Mr. Ra3rmon(l P. Wudierspoon, known as ''Raymie,'' pro- 
fessional bachelor, manager and one half the sales-force in the 
shoe-department of the Bon Ton Store. 

^' You will enjoy Gopher Prairie very much, Mrs. Kennicott," 
petitioned Raymie. His eyes were like those of a dog waiting 
to be let in out of the cold. He passed ihe stewed apricots 
effusively. " There are a great many bri^t cultured pec^ 
here, Mrs. WUks, the Christian Science reader, is a very 
bright woman— though I am not a Scientist myself, in fact I 
sing fn the Episcc^ choir. And Miss Sherwin of the hi{^ 
school — she is such a pleasing, bright girl — ^I was fitting her 
to a pair of tan gaiters yesteraay, I declare, it really was a 
pleasure.'' 

'' Gunme the butter, Carrie," was Kamicott's comment She 
defied him by encouraging Raymie: 

^ Do you have amateur dramatics and so on here? " 
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^(%3resl The town's jfost fun of talent. The Knig^ of 
^^thias put on a dandy minstrel show last year." 

** It's nice you're so enthusiastic." 

** Oh, do you really think so? Lots of folks jolly me for 
trying to get iq> shows and so cm. I tdl them they have ro<ve 
artistic gifts than they know. Just yestarday I was saying 
to Harry Haydock: if he would read poetry, like Longfellow, 
or if he would join the band — ^I get so miKh pleasure out of 
playing the comet, and our band-leader, Del Snafflin, is such 
a good musician, I often say he ou^t to give up his barbering 
and become a professional musician, he could play the clarinet 
in Minneapolis or New York or an]nf here, but— 4)ut I couldn't 
get Harry to see it at all and— I hear you and the doctor went 
out hunting yesterday. Lovely country, isn't it. And did you 
make some calls? The mercantile life isn't inspiring like 
medidne. It must be wonderful to see how patients trust 
you, doctor." 

** Huh. It's me that's got to do all the trusting. Be damn 
i^t more wonderful 'f they'd pay their bills," gnunbled 
Kennicott and, to Carol, he whi^>ered something which 
sounded like '' gentleman hen." 

But Raymie's pale eyes were watering at her. She hel^ 
Um with, *' So you like to read poetry? " 

^' di yes, so much — though to tdl the truth, I don't get much 

time for reading, we're always so busy at the store and 

But we had the dandiest professional reciter at the Pythian 
Ssters sociable last winter." 

Carol thought she heard a grunt from the traveling salesman 
at the end of the table, and Kennicott's jerkmg eltK>w was a 
grunt embodied. She persisted: 

** Do you get to see many plays, Mr. Wutherspoon? " 

He slu>ne at her like a dim blue March moon, and sig^, 
^ No, but I do love the movies. I'm a real fan. One trouble 
with books is that they're not so thoroughly safeguarded by 
faitelligait censors as the movies are, and when you drop into 
the library and take out a book you never know what you're 
wasting your time on. What I like in books is a wholesome, 

really improving story, and sometimes Why, once I started 

a novel by this fdlow Balzac that you read about, and it 
told how a lady wasn't living with her husband, I mean she 
wasn't his wife. It went into details, disgustingly! And the 
English was real poor. I spoke to the library about it, and 
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they took it off the abdves. I'm not auniw, bat I mmt say 
I don't see any use in this ddiberatdy dragging in immorafityl 
life itself is so full of temptations tluit in literature one wants 
jQi^ that which is pure and jsliftiog." '- " 

'' What's (he name of (hat Balzac yam? Where can I get 
hold of it? '' gigg^ the traveling salesman. 

Raymie ignored him. ^^ But the movies, they are moBtljr 
dean, and their humor Dont you thiidL that the most es- 
sential quality for a person to have is ^Sf^s^^gLbUBUfi '' 



"I don't know. I really haven't mudnrsald 

Bt diook his finger at her. '' Now, now, you're too modest 
Vm sure we can all see that you have a perfectly corking sense 
of humor. Besides, Dr. Keimicott wouldn't marry a la^ that 
didnt have. We all know how be loves his fun! " 

^ You bet. I'm a jokey old bnd. Come on, Carrie; let% 
beat it," remarked K^mcott 

Ra}rmie implored, '' And what is your chief artistic interest^ 
Mrs. Eennicott? " 

**0b " Aware that the traveling salesman had mnr^ 

muied, ^* Dentistry,** she despa^tdy hazarckd, " Ardntectme.*' 

'' That's a real nice art. I've always said— ^hen Haydock ft 
Sisooos were finishing the new front on the Bon Ton buildings 
tiie old man came to me, you know, Harry's father, ' D. H.,' 
I always call him, and he asked me how I liked it, and I said 
to him, * Look here, D. H.,' I said— you see, he was gomg to 
leave tiie front plain, and I said to him, * It's all very weB 
to have modem li^thig and a big display-qpace,' I said» ' baft 
when you get that m, you wast to have some arc^tecture, too,' 
I said, and he hugged and said he guessed maybe I was right, 
and so he had 'em put on a cornice." 

^' TinI " observed the travding salesman. 

Raymie bared his teeth like a bdligerent mouse. '^Wdl, 
what if it is tin? That's not my fault. I UM D. H. to umkit 
it poiisfaed granite. You make me tired! " 

*' Leave us gol Come on, Carrie, leave us gol " from 
Kennicott. 

Raymie waylaid them in the hall and secretly informed Carol 
that she musn't mind the travdmg salesman's coarseness — 
he bdonged to the hwa pdhra. 

Kennicott chuckled, " Well, child, how about it? Do you 
prefer an artistic guy like Raymie to stvpid boobs like Sam 
dark and me? " 
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*lfy dear! Lei'b go home, and phy pmochle, and hx^ 
and be foolish, and slq> up to bed, and 8leq> withovt df e am ing, 
I^ beralifal to be jnst a solid dtinnesBl *" 



m 

From the Gopher Prairie WeeUy DaunOess: 

One of the flM>ft chammig affurs of i£kt season was held Tiiesd^r 
efaiing at the handaome new residence of Saa and Mrs. Claffc» 
whoi many of our most prominent citizens gathered to sreet tiie 
knrdy new bride of our popular local physician, Dr. Will Kennicott 
All pre s e n t spoke of the many charms of the bride, formerly Miss 
Carol Milford of St Pant Games and stwits were die order of the 
dav, with merry talk and conversatioa. At a late hour daia^T 
refreshments were served, and the par^ broke up with many 
expressions of pleasure at tiie pleasant affair. Among those present 
were Mesdames Kennicott, Elder 

41 * * 

Dr. Wifl Kennicott, for the past several years one of our most 
popdar and skilful physi daa s and surgeons, gave the town a 
d^jghtful surprise when be returned from an extended honqmioeo 
tour in Colorado this wedc with his charming bride, n6c Miss Carol 
Milford of St Paul, whose family are socially prominent in 
Ifinneapolis and Mankato. Mrs. Kennicott is a lady of manifold 
fharnw, not only of striking charm of ai^earance but is also a 
distinguished graduate of a sdiool in the East and has for die 
past year been jprominently connected in an important position of 
responsibility with the St Paul Public Library, in which city 
Dr. '"Win* had the good fortune to meet her. The city of 
Gopher Prairie welcomes her to our midst and prophesies for her 
many happy years in the energetic dty of the twin lakes and 
Ae future. The Dr. and Mrs. Kennicott will reside for the present 
at die Doctor^s home on Poplar Street which his charming mother 
has been keeping for him who has now returned to her own home 
at Lac-<iui-Meurt leaving a host of friends who regret her alMtoice 
aad hope to see her soon with us again. 



IV 

She knew that if she was ever to effect any of the ^' ref orma ^ 
winch she had pictured, she must have a starting-place. What 
confused her during the three or four months after her marriage 
was not lack pf perception that she must be definite, but sbcxr 
careless happiness of her first home, 

Bi the prsde of befaig a housewife die loved every detail— 
die brocade annchau* with the weak back, even the brass waters 
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cock on the hot-water reservoir, when she had become familiar 
with it by trying to scour it to brilliance. 

She found a maid — plump radiant Bea Sorenson from 
Scandia Crossing. Bea was droll in her attempt to be at once 
a respectful servant and a bosom friend. They laughed to- 
gether over the fact that the stove did not draw, over the 
slipperiness of fish in the pan. 

Like a child pla3ring Grandma in a trailing skirt, Carol 
paraded uptown for her marketing, aying greetings to house- 
wives along the way. Everybody bowed to her, strangers and 
all, and made her fed that they wanted her, that she bdonged 
here. In city shops she was merely A Customer — a hat, a 
voice to bore a harassed clerk. Here die was Mrs. Doc 
Kennicott, and her preferences in grape-fruit and manners were 
known and remembered and worth discussing. • . . even 
if th^ weren't worth fulfilling. 

Shewing was a delist of brisk conferences. The v^y mer- 
chants whose droning ^e found the dullest at the two or three 
parties which were given to welcome her were the pleasantest 
confidants of all when they had something to talk about — 
lemons or cotton voile or floor-oil. With that skip-jack Dave 
Dyer, the druggist, she conducted a long mock-quarrel. She 
pretended that he cheated her in the price of magazines and 
candy; he pretended ^e was a detective from the Twin Cities. 
He Ud behind the prescription-counter, and when she stamped 
her foot he came out wailing, " Honest, I haven't done nothing 
crooked today — not yet." 

She never recalled her first impression of Main Street; never 
had precisely the same despair at its ugliness. By the end of 
two shopping-tours everything had changed proportions. As 
she never entered it, the Minniemashie House ceased to exist 
for her. Clark's Hardware Store, Dyer's Drug Store, the 
groceries of Ole Jenson and Frederick Ludelmeyer and How- 
land & Gould, the meat markets, the notions ^op— they ex- 
panded, and hid all other structures. When she entered Mr. 
Ludelmeyer's store and he wheezed, "Goot momin', Mrs. 
Kennicott Veil, dis iss a fine day," she did not notice the 
dustiness of the shelves nor the stupidity of the girl clerk; 
and she did not remember the mute colloquy with him on her 
first view of Main Street. 

She could not find half the kinds of food she wanted, but 
that made shopping more of an adventure. When she did 
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cootrive to get sweetbreads at Dahl & Oleson's Meat Market 
the triimqih was so vast that she buzzed with ezdtement and 
aulmired Uie strong wise butcher, Mr. Dahl. 

She af^reciated the homely ease of village life. She liked 
the old men, farmers, GA.R. veterans, i^dio when they gos- 
siped sometimes squatted on their heels on the sidewalk, like 
resting Indians, and reflectively spat over the curb. 

She found beauty in the children. 

She had suspected that her married friends exaggerated their 
passion for children. But in her work in the library, diildren 
had become individuals to her, citizens of the State with their 
own rights and their own senses of humor. In the library 
she had not had much time to give them, but now she knew 
the luxury of stopping, gravely asking Bessie Clark whether 
her doll had yet recovered from its rheimiatism, and agreeing 
with Oscar Martinsen that it would be Good Fun to go trapping 
** mushrats.'' 

She touched the thought, ^'It would be sweet to have a 

baby of my own. I do want one. Tiny No! Not yet! 

There's so much to do. And I'm still tired from the job. 
It's in my bones." 

She rested at home. She listened to the vfllage noises com- 
mon to all the world, jungle or prairie; sounds sinqple and 
charged with magic— ndogs barking, chickens making a gur- 
^Sng sound of content, children at play, a man beating a rug, 
wind in the cottonwood trees, a locust fiddling, a footstep on 
the walk, jaunty voices of Bea and a grocer's boy in the 
kitchen, a clinking anvil, a piano — not too near. 

Twice a week, at least, ^e drove into the country with 
Kennicott, to hunt ducks in lakes enameled with sunset, or to 
caD on patients who looked up to her as the squire's lady and 
thanked her for toys and magazines. Evenings she went with 
her husband to the motion pictures and was boisterously greeted 
by every other couple; or, till it became too cold, they sat on 
the pordi, bawling to passers-by in motors, or to neighbors who 
were raking the leaves. The dust became golden in the low 
son; the street was filled with the fragrance of burning leaves. 



But she hazQy wanted some one to whom she could say 
what she thou^^t. 
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On a slow afternoon when she fidgeted over sewing and 
wished that the tdephone would ring, Bea announced Miss 
Vida Sherwin. 

Despite Vida Sherwin's lively blue eyes, if you had hxAed 
at her in detail you would have found her face slightly lined, 
and not so much sallow as with the bloom rubbed off; you 
would have found her chest flat, and her fingers rough from 
needle and chalk and penholder; her blouses and plaM doth 
skirts undistinguished; and her hat worn too far back, be- 
traying a dry forehead. But you never did look at Vida 
Sherwin in detail. You coyldn't Her electric activity veiled 
her. She was as energetic as a chipmunk. Her fingers 
fluttered; her synipathy came out in spurts; she sat on the 
edge of a chair in eagq*ness to be near her auditor, to send 
her enthusiasms and optimism across. 

She rushed into the room pouring out: '' I'm afraid youll 
think the teachers have been shabby in not coming near you, 
but we wanted to give you a chance to get settled. I am 
Vida Sherwin, and I try to teadi French and English and a 
few other things in the hig^ school.'' 

'' I've been hoping to koow the teachers. You see^ I was 
a librarian " 

^* Oh, you needn't tdl me. I know all about youl Awfid 
how much I know — ^this masipiLJidllaffB. We need you s# 
much here. It's a deafloyaltown (and isn't loyalty the finest 
thing in the worldl) but it's a rou^ diamoml, and we need 

jrou for the pcdishing, and we're ever so humble " She 

stopped for breath and finished her comi^ment with a smile. 

" If I coitld hdp you in any way Would I be commit- 
ting the unpardonable sin if I whispared that I think Gopher 
Prairie is a tiny bit ugly? " 

*' Of course it's ugly. Dreadfullyl Thou^ I'm probably 
the only persaa in town to whom you could saf dy say that 
(Except perhaps Guy Pollock the lawyer — have you met him? 
—oh, you mti5//— he's simply a darling— intdligence and cid- 
ture and so gentle.) But I don't care so much about the 
ugliness. That will change. It's the spirit that gives me 
hope. It's sound. Wholesome. But afraid. It needs live 
creatures like you to awaken it. I shall slave-drive you! " 

<' Splendid. What shall I do? I've been wondering if it 
would be possible to have a good architect ccune here to 
'••ture." 
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*Te^9» but don't yoo think it imdd be better to work 
vidi czb^ig agencies? Pertnps it will sound daw to you, bql 

I wu thinking It would be lovdy if we coidd get you to 

teach Sunday School.^' 

Qutd had the etopty expresrion of one wiio finds that she 
has been affectionatdy bowing to a complete stranger. " Ob 
yes. But Vm afrakl I wouldnt be mnch good at tiiat. My 
rdigicm is so foggy.'' 

"I know. So is mkie. I dont care a bit for dogma. 
Though I do stick firmly to the bdief fai the fatheiiiood of 
God and the brotherhood of man and the kaderdiip of Jesus. 
As you do, of come." 
Carol lodced respectable and thought about having tea. 
'^And that's all you n^d teadi in Sunday School. It^ 
the personal influence. Then there's the library-board. You'd 
be so useful on that And of course there's our women'^ 
study club — the Thanatopsis Oub." 

^ Are they doing anytUng? Or do they read papers made 
eot of the Encyck^>edia? " 

Miss Sherwin shrugged. '' Perh^M. But still, they are so 
earnest. They will respond to your fresher interest. And 
die Thanatopsis does do a good social work — thqr'Ve made 
fte dty pbnt ever so many trees, and they run the rest-room 
for farmers' wives. And they do take such an interest in 
reinement and culture. So— in fact, so very unique." 

Card was disappointed— by nothing veiy tangible. 9ie 
aaid politdy, *^ IH think them all over. I must have a \Aak 
to look around first." 

Miss Sherwin darted to her, smoothed her hair, peared at 
her. ^ (%, my dear, don't you suppose I know? 'Hiese first 
tenkr days of marriage — they're sacred to me. Home, and 
diiMren that need you, and dq)end on you to keep them aliv^ 
and torn to you with their wrinkly Uttle smiles. And the 

bearth and " She hid her foce from C^rol as she made an 

a^vity of patting the cushion of her chair, but she went on 
^th her former briskness: 

" I mean, you must help us when you're read|y. . . . 
Fm afrakl youH think I'm cmservative. I ami So much 
to conserve. All this treasure of American ideals. Sturdiness 
and democracy and opportunity. Maybe not at Palm Beach. 
But, thank heaven, we're free from such social distinctions in 
Gopher Ptairie. I have only one good quality— overwhelming 
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belief in tlie brains and hearts of our nation, onr state, oar 
town. It's so strong that sometimes I do have a tiny effect 
on the haughty ten-thousandaires. I shake 'em iq;> and make 
'em believe in ideals— yes, in themselves. But I get into a 
rut of teaching. I need young critical things like you to 
punch me up. Tell me, what are you reading? " 

" I've been re-reading * The Damnation of Theron Ware.* 
Do you know it? " 

''Yes. It was dever. But bard. Man wanted to tear 
down, not build up. Cynical. Oh, I do hope I'm not a 
sentimentalist. But I can't see any use in this high-art stuff 
that doesn't encourage us day-laborers to plod on." 

Ensued a fifteen-minute argumait about the oldest topic 
in the world: It's art but is it pretty? Carol tried to be 
eloquent regarding hum^^jof observation. Miss Sherwin stood 
out for sweetness araa cautious' use of the uncomfortable 
properties of light. At the end Carol cried: 

'' I don't care how much we disagree. It's a rdief to have 
somebody talk something besides crops. Let's make Gopher 
Prairie rock to its foundations: let's have afternoon tea in- 
stead of afternoon coffee.^' 

The ddighted Bea helped her bring out the ancestral foldfaig 
sewing-table, whose yellow and black top was scarred with 
dotted lines from a dressmaker's tradng-whed, and to set it 
with an ^nbroidered lunch-doth, and the mauve-glazed Japa- 
nese tea-set which she had brought from St. Paul. Miss 
Sherwin confided her latest scheme — amoral motion pictures for 
coimtry districts, with light from a portable dynamo hitched 
to a Ford engine. Bea was twice csJled to fill the hot-water 
pitcher and to make cinnamon toast. 

When Eomicott came home at five he tried to be courUy. 
as befits the husband of one who has afternoon tea. Carol 
sugg^ted that Miss Sherwin stay for suffer, and that Krani- 
cott invite Gi^ Pollock, the much-praised lawyer, the poetic 
bachdor. 

Yes, Pollock could come. Yes, he was over the grippe which 
bad prevented his going to Sam Clark's party. 

Carol regretted her impulse. The man would be an opinion- 
ated politician, heavily jocular about The Bride. But at the 
entrance of Guy Pollock she discovered a personality. Pollock 
was a man of perhaps thirty-dght, slender, still, deferential 
His voice was low. ^' It was veiy good of you to want me,*^ 
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he saidy and lie offered no humorous remarks, and did not 
ask her if she didnt think Gopher Prairie was '' the livest litde 
horg in the state." 

She fancied that his even grayness mig^t reveal a thousand 
tints of lavender and blue ami silver. 

At siq)par he hinted his love for Sir Thomas Browne, 
Thoreau, Agnes Rq)plier, Arthur Synxms, Claude Washburn, 
Charles Fkmdrau. He presented his idols diffidently, but he 
eipanded in Carol's bookishness, in Miss Sherwin's voluminous 
praise, in Kennicott's tolerance of any (me who amused his 
wife. 

Carol wondered why Guy PoDodL went on digging at routine 
law-cases; why he remained in Gopher Prairie. She had no 
one whom she could ask. Neither Kennicott nor Vida Sherwin 
would understand that there mi^t be reasons why a Pollock 
should not remam in Gopher Prairie. She enjoyed the faint 
mystery. She fdt triumphant and rather literary. She already 
had a Group. It would be only a lASle now before she pro- 
vided the town with fanli^^ts and a knowledge of Gals- 
worthy. She was doing thinggl As she served the emergency 
desert of cocoanut and sliced oranges, she cried to Pollock, 
^Dont yoo think we ous^t to get up a dramatic dub? '' 
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When the fiist dubious November snow had filtered dowi^ 
shadiog with white the bare clods in the plowed fiekls, wImb 
the first small fire had been started in the furnace, whidi 
is the sbdne of a Copba Prairie home, Card began to make 
the house her own. She dismissed the parlor furniture— the 
golden oak table with brass knobs, the mddy brocade chairs, 
the picture of '* The Doctor." She went to Minneapdis, to 
scamper through department stores and small Tenth Street 
shops devoted to ceramics and high thought. She had to ship 
her treasures, but she wanted to bring them back in her arms. 

Carpenters had torn out the partition b^ween front parlcff 
and \MLck parlor, thrown it into a loQg room on which she 
lavished yellow and deep blue; a j£q;>anese obi with an i»- 
tricaqr of gold thread on stiff ultramarine tissue, which ibt 
hung as a pand against the maize wall; a couch witfi pillows of 
sapphire velvet and gold bands; chairs which, in Gopher Prairie, 
seemed flippant. She hid the sacred family phonograph in the 
dining-room, and replaced its stand with a square cabinet on 
iriiich was a squat blue jar between yellow candles. 

Eennicott decided against a fireplace. ^' Well have a new 
house in a couple of years, any^y." 

She decorated only one room. The rest, Eennicott hinted, 
she'd better leave till he '' made a ten-strike." 

The brown cube of a house stured and awakened; it seemed 
to be in moticm; it wdcomed her back from shopping; it lost 
its mildewed repression. 

The supreme verdict was Eennicott's *'WeQ, by golly, I 
was afraid the new juidL wouldn't be so comfortable, but X 
must^y this divan, or whatever you call it, is a lot better 
than that bumpy old sofa we had, and when I look around^— 
Well, it's worth all it cost, I guess." 

Every one in town took an interest in the refurnishing. The 
carpenters and paint^^ who did not actually assist crossed 
the lawn to peer through the windows and ezdaim, ** Fine! 
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iMkMwmikl** Dftve Dyer at die drug store, Hany HajrdodL 
ud Raymie Wutherspoon at the Bon Ton, repeated daily, 
''How's the good work coming? I bear dK house is getting 
to be real classy." 

Even Mrs. Bogvt 

Mis. Bogart lived aaoes die 9Sky bcm die tear of OuoHi 
hoase. She was a widow, and a Piomine n t Baptist, and a 
Good Inflnenoe. She had so painfidly reared three schis to 
be dristian gentlemen that one of them had become an Omaha 
hartender, one a professor of Qrefk, and one, Cyms N. 
Bogart, a boy d fomteen who was stQl at home, the most 
bnufn asember of dm ton^iesl gang in Boytown. 

Mrs. Bogvt was not the add type of Good InBoence. She 
Wis the soft, damp, fat, sij^UngL indigestive, dinging, mdan* 
Aely, dcpresBing^y hopefd kincL There are in every large 
dddLen-yard a nimiber of dd and indignant hens who resemble 
Hrs. Bogart, and when they are served at Sunday noon 
dianer, as fricasseed chicken widi diidL chaBpiingi, thqr keep 
up the resemblance. 

Cud had noted that Mrs. Bogart from her side window 
kept an eye npon the house. The Eennicolts and Mrs. Bogsrt 
did not noove in the same sets— iriiich meant predsdy the same 
in Gopher Prairie as it did on Fifdi Avcnne or hi Mayfab. 
But the good widow came calling. 

She whetted in, sig^iied, gave CEurd a pdpy hand, A^mSl 

eced shaqdy at the revdation of ankles as Card croned 
legSy sifted, inspected the new Uae chairs, smiled with a 
coy sickling sound, and gave voice: 

'' Vve wanted to call on 3^00 so long, dearie, you know we^ 
ndetf)ors, but I though I'd wait till you got settled, you must 
tun in and see me, how nrach did that big chair cost? ^ 

^Seventy-seven dollars! " 

^Sev Sakesalivef Wdl, I suppose it's all rif^t for them 

that can afford it, though I do sometimes tUnk Of course 

18 our pastor said once, at Baptist Church By the way, we 

haven't seen you there yet, and (rf course your husband was 
raised up a B{4>tist, and I do hope he won't drift awa> from 
^ fdd, of course we dl know there isn't anything, not dever- 
ne88 or gifts of gold or anything, that can make up for humility 
and the inward grace and thqr can say vdiat they want to about 
the P. E. church, but of course there's no churdi that has moire 
hiiUicy or has stayed by the true principles of Christiani^ 
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better than the Baptist Church and-*- In what church were 
you raised, Mrs. Kennicott? '^ 

'' W-why, I went to Congregational, as a girl in Mankato, 
but my college was Universalist" 

« Well But of course as the Bible says, is it the Bible, 

at least I know I have heard it in church and everybody admits 
it, it's proper for the little bride to take her husband's vessd 
of faith, so we all hope we shall see you at the Baptist Church 

and As I was saying, of course I agree with Reverend 

Zitterd in thinking that the great trouble with this nation 
today is lack of ^^iritual faithr--so few going to church, and 
people automobOing on Sunday and heaven knows what alL 
But still I do think that one trouble is this terrible waste of 
money, people feeling that thqr've got to have bath-tubs and 
telephones in their hous e s I heard you were sdling the 

old furniture cheap.'' 

«Yesl" 

^ Wellr— of course you know your own mind, but I can't 
help thinking, when Will's ma was down here keq;>ing house 
for him— jAe used to run in to xee me, real o/^en/— it was good 
enough furniture for her. But there, there, I mustn't croak, 
I just wanted to let you know that when you find you can't de- 
pend on a lot of these gadding young folks like the Haydocks 
and the Dyers — and heaven only knows how much money 
Juanita Haydock blows in in a year— why then you may be 
S^d to know that slow old Aunty Bogart is dlwzys ri^t there, 

and heaven knows " A portentous sigh. ** — ^I hope you and 

your husband won't have any of the troubles, with sickness and 
quarreling and wasting money and all that so many of these 

young couples do have and But I must be running along 

now, dearie. It's been such a pleasure and Just run in 

and see me any time. I hope Will is wdl? I thou^t he 
looked a wee mite peaked." 

It was twenty minutes later when Mts. Bogart finally oozed 
out of the front door. Carol ran back into the living-room 
and jerked open the windows. *^ That woman has left danq> 
finger-fmnts in the air," she said. 
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Canfl was extravagant, but at least she did not try to dear 
bersdf of blame by going about whimpering, ''I know Ite 
terribly extravagant but I d<m't seem to be able to hdp it/' 

Kennicott had never thouf^t of giving her an allowance. 
His mother had never had cmel As a wage-earning spinster 
Carol had asserted to her fdlow librarians that when she was 
married, she was going to have an allowance and be business- 
like and modem. But it was too much trouble to explain to 
Kennicott's kindly stubbornness that she was a practical house- 
keeper as well as a flighty playmate. She Ixmght a budget- 
plan account book and made her budgets as exact as budgets 
are likely to be when they lack budgets. 

For the first month it was a honeymoon jest to beg prettily, 
to confess, ^ I havent a cent in the house, dear," and to be 
tdd, '' You're an extravagant little rabbit." But the budget 
book made her realize how inexact were her finances. She 
became sdf-conscious; occasionally she was indignant that she 
diould always have to petition him for the money with which 
to buy his food. She cau^t herself criticizing his belief that, 
since his joke about trying to keep her out of the poorhouse 
had <Hice been accq>ted as admirable humor, it should continue 
to be his daily ban mot. It was a nuisance to have to run 
down the street after him because die had forgotten to ask 
him for money at breakfast. 

But she couldn't ^'hurt his feelings," she reflected. He 
liked the lordliness of ^ving largess. 

She tried to reduce the frequency of begging by opening 
accounts and having the bills sent to him. She had found that 
staple grocoies, sugar, flour, could be most cheaply purchased 
at Axel Egge's rustic general store. She said sweetly to Axel: 

^ I think I'd better open a charge account here." 

''I don't do no business except for cash," grunted Axd. 

She flared, '' Do you know who I am? " 

^ Yuh, sure, I know. The doc is good for it. But that's 
yoost a rule I made. I make low prices. I do business for 
cash." 

She stared at his red impassive face, and her fingers had 
the midignified desire to slap him, but her reason agreed with 
him. ''You're quite right. You shouldn't break your ndt 
for me." 
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Her rage had not been lost It had been transferred to 
ber husband. She wanted ten pounds of sugar in a hurry, but 
Ae had no money. She ran up the stairs to Kemioott^ cffiHce. 
On the door wad a sign advertising a headadie cure aad 

stating,^ The doctor is out, back at " Natiffa^, the bladL 

q)ace was not filled out. She stan9>ed her foot Sbt ran 
down to the drug store — ^the doctor's dub. 

As she entered she heard Mrs. Dyet demanding, ^Dan^ 
I've got to have some money." 

Carol saw that her husband was there, and two other men, 
all listening in amusement. 

Dave Dyer snapped, ** How mudi do yoo want? Dollar be 
enou^?" 

'' No, it won't! I've got to get aome underdothes for the 
kids." 

^ Why, good Lord, they got enou^ now to fill the doset 
•0 I coiddn't find my hunting boots, last time I wanted them.'* 

'* I don't care. Thqr're all in rags. You got to give me 
ten dollars " 

Carol perceived that Mrs. Dyer was accustomed to this in- 
dignity. She perceived that the men, particularly Dave, re- 
gaurded it as an excellent jest. She waited — she knew what 
would come— it did. Dave 3rdped, ^^ Where's that ten dollars 
I gave you last year? " and he looked to the other men to 
hu^. They laug^hed. 

Cold and still, Carol walked up to Kemdcott and com* 
manded, ^ I want to see 3rou upstairs.'' 

'' Why— something the matter? ** 

"Yesl" 

He dumped after her, up the stairs, hito Us barren office. 
Before he cotdd get out a query she stated: 

** Yesterday, in front of a ssJoon, I heard a German farm- 
wife beg her husband for a quarter, to get a toy fin* the baby— 
and he refused. Just now I've heard Mrs. Dyer gmng through 
the same humiliation. And I — ^I'm in the same position! I 
have to beg you for money. Daily I I have just been informed 
Hat I couldn't have any sugar because I hadn't the money 
to pay for iti " 

" Who said Aat? By God, im kill any *" 

**Tut. It wasn't his fault. It was yours. And mine. I now 
humbly beg you to give me the money wiA whidi to buy meab 
for you to eat And hereafter to remember it The next timei 
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I flbaVt b«. I shall ampljr starve. Do you uadflrstaiid? 
I can't go on being a slave " 

Her defiance, her enjoyment of the rdle, ran ont She 
was sobbing against his overcoat, ^' How can you shame me 
so? " and he was blubbering, '' Dog-gone it, I meant to give 
yott some, and I forgot it I swear I won't again. By goOy 
I won'tl " 

He pressed fifty doUais upon her, and after that he re- 
membo-ed to give her mon^ regidarly. . . . aoonetimes. 

DaOy she determined, " But I must have a stated amount- 
be business-like. System. I must do something about it" 
And daily she didn't do anytUng about it 

m 

lira. Bogart had, by the simpering vidousness of her com- 
ments on the new furniture^ stirred Carol to economy. She 
wpoke judidously to Bea about left-overs. She read tlM codk- 
bocdL again and, like a child with a picture-book, she studied 
the dii^m ot the beef widdi gallantly continues to browse 
tfaone^ it is divided into cuts. 

But she was a deliberate and joyous spendthrift in her 
preparations for her first party, the housewaraiing. She made 
lists <m every envdope and laundiy-slip in her desk. She 
tent orders to Minneapolis '^ fancy grocers." She pinned pat- 
terns and sewed. She was irritated when Kennicott was 
jocular about '' these frig^tfid big doings that are gCHUg on.** 
She regarded the affair as an attadL on Gopher Prairie's timid- 
ky in pleasure. " I'D make 'em livdy, if nothing else. Ill 
nake 'em stop regarding parties as committee-meetii^s." 

Kennicott usually considered himself the master of the 
house. At his de^e, she went hunting, whidi was his S3rmbol 
of happiness, and she ordered porridge for breakfast, which 
was his sjnnbol of morality. But whcnn he came home on the 
afternoon before the housewarming he found himself a slave, 
an intruder, a bhmderer. Carol wailed, '^ Fix the furnace so 
you won't Imve to touch it after supper. And for heaven's sake 
take that horriUe <dd door-nat off the porch. And put on your 
idee brown and white shirt. Why did you come home so 
late? Would you mind hurrying? Here it is almost supper^ 
tinc^ and those fiemb are just as tikdy as not to come al 
I instead of eight Pfeose hunyl " 
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Sbe was as unreasonable as an amateor leading woman on 
a first nighty and be was reduced to humility. When she camt 
down to supper, when she stood in the doorway, be ga^>ed« 
She was in a silver sheath, the calyx of a lily, her pileid hair 
like black glass; she bad the fragility and costliness of a 
Viennese goblet; and her eyes were intoise. He was stirred 
to rise from the table and to bold the chair for her; and aO 
through suppar he ate his bread dry because be fdt that she 
would think him common if he said ** Will you hand me the 
butter? '' 

IV 

She had reached the calmness of not caring whether her 
guests liked the party or not, and a state of satisfied suspense 
in regard to Bea's technique in serving, before Kennicott cried 
from the bay-window in the living-room, '' Here comes some^ 
body! " and Mr. and Mrs. Luke Dawson faltered in, at a 
quarter to eight. Then in a shy avalanche arrived the entire 
aristocracy of Gopher Prairie: all persons engaged in a pro- 
fession, or earning more than twenty-five hunc&ed dollars a 
year, or possessed of grandparents bom in America. 

Even while th^ were removing their overshoes they were 
peepmg at the new decorations. Carol saw Dave Dyer se- 
cretively turn over the gold pillows to find a price-tag, and 
heard Mr. Julius Flickerbaug^, the attorney, gasp, ** Wdl, 111 
be switched," as he viewed ^e vermilion print hanging against 
the j£q;>anese obi. She was amused. But her high spirits slack- 
ened as she beheld them form in dress parade, in a long, silent, 
uneasy circle dear round the living-room. She fdt that she 
had hem magically whisked back to her first party, at Sam 
Clark's. 

^' Have I got to lift them, like so many pigs of hron? I 
don't know that I can make them happy, but 111 make them 
hectic." 

A silver flame in the darkling drde, she whirled around, drew 
them with her smile, and sang, *' I want my party to be noisy 
and undignified! This is the christening of my house, ax^ 
I want you to help me have a bad influence on it, so that 
it will be a giddy house. Fjr me, won't you all join in an 
(dd-fashioned square dance? And Mr. Dyer will call." 

She had a record on the phonograph; Dave Dyer was caper- 
iog in the center of the floor^ loose-jointed, lean« small, rusty* 
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headed, pointed of nose, clapping his bands and shouting, 
^ Swing y' pardno^ — alamun lefl " 

Even the millionaire Dawsons and Ezra Stowbody and 
'^ Prof esscn- " George Edwin Mott danced, loddng only dightly 
foolish; and by ruling about the room and being coy ami coax- 
mg to all persons over forty-five, Carol got them into a waltz 
and a Virginia Reel. But when she left them to disenjoy them- 
selves in their own way Harry Haydock put a one-step record 
on the phonogr24)h, the younger people took the floor, and 
all the elders sneaked back to their chairs, with crystallized 
smiles which meant, '^ Don't believe 111 try this one myself, 
but I do enjoy watdiing the youngsters daiu:e." 

Half of them were ^ent; half resumed the discussions of 
that afternoon in the store. Ezra Stowbody hunted for some- 
thing to say, hid a yawn, and offered to Lyman Cass, the 
owner of the flour-mill, " How d' you folks Ifte the new fur- 
nace, Lym? Huh? So.*' 

'* Oh, let them alone. Don't pester them. Thqr must like 
it, or they wouldn't do it." Carol warned hersdf . But they 
gazed at her so e]q)ectantly when she flickered past that she 
was reconvinced that in their ddbauches of respectability they 
had lost the power of play as well as the power of impersomd 
thought. Even the dancers were gradually crushed by the 
invisible force of fifty perfectly pure and wdl-behaved and 
negative minds; and they sat down, two by two. In twenty 
minutes the party was again elevated to the decorum of a 
prayer-meeting. 

'^ We're going to do something exciting," Carol exclaimed 
to her new confidante, Vida Sherwin. She saw that in the 
growing quiet her voice had carried across the room. Nat 
EHcks, Ella Stowbody, and Dave Dyer were abstracted, fingers 
and lips slightly moving. She knew with a cold certainty that 
Dave was reheasing his '' stunt " about the Norwegian catching 
the hen, Ella running over the first lines of '' An Old Sweetheart 
of Mine," and Nat thinking of his popular parody on Mark 
Antony's oration. 

^* But I will not have anybody use the word ^ stunt ' in my 
house," she whispered to Miss ^erwin. 

"* Iluit's good. I tell you: why not have Raymond Wuther- 
spoon sing? " 

''Raymie? Why, my dear, he's the most sentimental yeamer 
intownl " 
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^ See here^ chfldl Your opfnioiis on house^deooratipg «t 
toimd, but your opiidoiis of peofde are rottenl Raymie does 

wag bis taO. But the poor dear Lon^og far ^rimt be 

calb ' sdf-eipressioD ' and no traiimig in anjrtUng except sdling 
aboes. But be can aii^^ And some day when be gets away 
from Harry Haydodt's patronage and ridicule^ bell do some* 
thin g fine." 

Carol apologized for ber lupci i.iHousnesB« Sbe urged 
Baymie, and warned the phnatrs of ^ stunts/' ^ We all want 
you to mg, Mr. Wutber^Nxin. Youte tbe only famous actor 
I'm going to let appear on the stage tonigbt" 

WbQe Raymie bhisbed and adniitted, ^Oh, tbqr dcmt want 
lo bear me/' be was clearing bis throat, puffing bis dean band- 
kcrduef fartter oitt of Us breast pocket, and thrusting bii 
fingers between tbe buttons of Ins vest. 

In ber affection for Riqnnie^ defender, hi ber desfre to '^ dia- 
cover artistic talent,^' Carol prq>ared to be delighted by tic 
redtaL 

Raymie sang ''Fly as a Bird," '^Tliou Art My Dove.'^ and 
''When die Litde Swallow Leaves Its Ttay Nest," all in a 
reasonably bad offerUny tenor. 

Carol was shuddering with the vicarious shame whidi sen- 
sitive people fed when they VeUsa to an ^ elocutionist " being 
humorous, or to a precodous child publicly doing badly what 
no child should do at all. She wanted to laugh at the gratified 
fanportance in Rasrmie^ half-shut ^es; she wanted to weep 
over the medL ambitiousness which douded like an aura bto 
pale face, flap ears, and sandy ponqMukmr. Slie tried to look 
admujng, for the benefit of Miss Sh^irin, that trusting ad- 
mirer of all that was or concdvaUy codd be the good, the 
true, and the beautiful. 

At the end of the third ornithological lyric Miss Sherwhi 
roused from her attitude of insfrired vision and breathed to 
Carol, *' Myl That was sweetl Of course Raymond hasn't 
an unusually good voice, but don't you think be puts such 
a lot of fedmg into it? " 

Carol lied blackly and magnfficently, but without ori^oality: 
* Ob yes, I do think he has so mudi feeUngt " 

She saw that after tbe strain of listening in a cultured man- 
ner the audience had collapsed; bad given up their last latp^ 
of bdng anrased. 9)e cried, ^Now we're going to play an 
UiotiA game nMcb I learned in Chicago, You wiD have M 
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trinoff yoaraboesyiorastarterl After dat ymi wffl pvobaUir 
break yoor bees and dxndder-bbuks." 

Modi attention and incredulity. A few ey e brcm i indiratinj 
a Tcrdict that Doc Keanioott's bride was noiqr and im- 



^ I shall choose the most vidoos, like Jnaaita Haydock and 
oqrseif , as ttie shepherds. The rest of yon are wolves. Yoor 
Aoes are the sheep. The wohws go out into the hall. The 
flhepherds scatter die sheep through this room, then turn off 
aB the lifi^ts, and the wolves crawl in from the hall and in the 
thilnrjB they try to get the dioes away from die shep her d s 
who are permitted to do ans^dung emept bite and use blad^ 
jMidks. llie wolves chuck the captured shoes o«t into the halL 
No one ercusedl Come onl Shoes off! '' 

Every one locked at every ooe dse and waited for every 
one else to beg&i. 

Carol kidied off her silver sUppers, and ignored the universal 
^ance at her arches. The embarrassed but k^ Vida Sherwio 
unbtttumed her hig^ black shoes. Ezra Stowbody cadded, 
''Wdl, you're a terror to old folks. You're like die gsls I 
Med to go horseback-riding widi, back in the sixties. Ain't 
■nchaocnstomed to attending parties barefoot, but here goes! " 
With a whoop and a gallant jerk Ezra snatched off his eiastio- 
sided Ongress shoes. 
The others giggled and followed. 

When the sheep had been penned up, in the darknett tks 
tiniOTOUs wolves crq>t into the living-room^ squealing, haltiag, 
thrown oat of their habit of stolii&ty by tlM strangeness of 
advancing through nothingness toward a waiting foe, a mys- 
teriaos foe whidi ezpanded and grew more menacing. The 
wolves peered to make out landmarks, they touched gliding 
arms irindi did not seem to be attadied to a body, they 
quivered with a rapture of fear. Reality had vanished. A 
y^hig squabUe suddenly rose, then Juanita Haydodi's Ug^ 
dtter, and Guy PdUockls astonished, " Ouchl QuitI You're 
scarring mel " 

Mrs. Lakt Dawson galloped backward on stiff hands and 
knees into the safety of the lighted hallway, moaning, *' I de- 
dare, I nev* was so upset in my lifel " But die inopriety was 
shaken out of her, and she ddig^tedly continued to ^aodate 
^ Nev* hi my Ufe " as she saw the living-room door opened 
bv invi^ile hands and shoes hurlmg through it, aa she heasd 
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from the darkness beyond the door a squawling, a bumpingi 
a resolute '' Here's a lot of shoes. Come on, you wolves. Owl 
Y» would, would youl *' 

When Carol abnq>tly turned on the lights in the embattled 
living-room, half of the company were sitting back against the 
walls, where they had craftOy remained throughout the en- 
gagement, but in the middle of the floor Kennicott was wrest- 
ling with Harry Haydock— their collars torn ofif, their hair in 
their eyes; ax^ the owlish Mr. Julius Flickerbaugh was re- 
treating from Juanita Haydock, and gulping with unaccustomed 
laughter. Guy Pollock's discreet brown scarf hung down his 
back. Young Rita Simons's net blouse had lost two buttons, 
and betrayed more of her delicious plump shoulder than was 
regarded as pure in Gopher Prairie. Whether by shock, dis- 
gust, joy of combat, or ph3^ical activity, all the party were 
freed from their years of social decorum. George Edwin Mott 
giggled; Luke Dawson twisted his beard; Mrs. Clark insisted, 
^ I did too, Sam— I got a shoe— I never knew I could fig^ 
80 terriblel " 

Carol was certain that she was a great reformer. 

She mercifully had combs, mirrors, brushes, needle and 
thread ready. She permitted them to restore the divine 
decsDcy of buttons. 

The grinning Bea brought down-stairs a pile of soft thick 
sheets of paper with designs of lotos blossoms, dragons, apes, 
in cobalt and crimson and gray, and patterns of purple 
birds flying among sea-green trees in the valleys of Nowhere. 

'' These," Carol announced, ^ are real Chinese masquerade 
costumes. I got them from an importing shop in Minneapolis. 
You are to put them on over your clothes, and please forget 
that you are Minnesotans, and turn into mandarins and coolies 
and— and samurai (isn't it?), and anything else you can think 
of." 

While they were shyly rustling the paper costumes she dis- 
appeared. Ten minutes after she gazed down from the stairs 
iq)on grotesquely ruddy Yankee heads above Oriental robes, 
and cried to them, ^'The Princess Winky Poo salutes her 
courtl " 

As they looked up she cau^t their suspense of admiration. 
They saw an airy figure in trousers and coat of green brocade 
edged with gold; a high gold collar imder a proud chin; black 
feak pierced with jade pins; a languid peacock fan in an out* 
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RRfdied hand; eyes uplifted to a vision of pagoda towem. 
When she dropped her pose and smiled down she discovered 
Keonicott apoplectic with domestic pride-HUid gray Guy Pol- 
lodL staring beseechingly. For a second she saw nothing in 
an the pink and brown mass of their faces save the hungv 
of the two men. 

She shook off the spdl and ran down. ^ We're gdng to 
have a real Oiinese concert Messrs. Pollock, Kennicott, and, 
wcD, Stowbo(fy are drummers; the rest of us sing and plqr the 
fife." 

The fifes were combs with tissue paper; the drums were 
tabourets and the sewing-tatde. IxNren Wheder, editor of the 
Damntless, led the orchestra, with a ruler and a totally in> 
accurate sense of rhythm. The music was a reminiscence of 
toin>toms heard at circus fortune-telling tents or at the Minne- 
sota State Fair, but the whde om^any pounded and puffed 
and whined in a sing-song, and looked rapturous. 

Before tb^ were quite tired of the concert Carol led them 
in a dancing procession to the dining-room^ to blue bowls ot 
dxm mein, with Lichee nuts and gingier presaved in syrup. 

None of them save that d^r-rounder Harry Haydock had 
heard of any Chinese dish except chop sooey. With agree- 
aUe doubt diey ventured through the bamboo shoots into the 
golden fried noodles of the chow mein; and Dave Dyer did 
a not very humorous Chinese dance with Nat Hicks; and 
there was hubbub and contentment 

Card rdazed, and found that she was shocking^ tired. She 
had carried them on her thin shoulders. She could not keep 
it up. She longed for her father, that lurtist at creating hyster- 
ical parties. She thought of smoking a cigarette, to shock 
them, and dismissed the obscene thought before it was quite 
formed. She wondered whether tibey could for five minutes 
be coaxed to talk about something besides the winter top of 
Knute Stamquist's Ford, and what Al Tingley had said about 
his mother-in-law. She sig^ied, ^'Oh, let 'em alone. I've 
done enou^.'' She crossed her trouso^ legs, and snuggled 
hixuriously above her saucer of ginger; she caught Pollock's 
congratulatory still smOe, and thought well of herself for having 
thrown a rose lig^t on the pallid lawyer; repented the heretical 
supposition that any male save her husband existed; jumped 
up to find Kennicott and whisper, ^^ Happyi my lord ? • • • 
No, it didn't cost nmchi " 
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^ Best parly this town ever saw. Only Dont cross ; 

kgs in tluit costume. Shows yom knees too pkun." 

She was vexed. She resented his dumsiness. She r et u rned 
to Qvy Pbltock and talked d CSiinese reUgioos— 4iot tfiat die 
knew anything whatever about Ounese rdigioos, but he had 
read a book on the subject as, on londy evenings in his office, 
he had read at least one boc^ on eveqr subject in die wodd. 
Guy's thin maturity was changing in her vision to flushed youdi 
and th^ were roaming an ishnd in die jrdlow sea of chatter 
when she realized that the guests were beginning that coug^ 
which indicated, fai the universal instinctive language, that 
they desired to go hcvne and go to bed. 

While th^ asserted that it had been '^the nicest party 
tiiey'd ever seen—myl so clever and original/' she smiled tre- 
mendousty, shook hands, and cried many suitable things re* 
garding chOdren, and being sure to wrap up warmly, and 
Raymie's singing and Juanita Bbydock'^ prowess at games. 
Then she turned wearily to Kemucott in a house fiUed with 
quiet and crumbs and shreds of Chinese costumes. 

He was gurg^iing, '' I tdl you, Carrie, you certainly are a 
wrader, and guess you*tt rig^t about wi^ng foHcs up. Now 
3rouVe showed 'em how, they won't go on having the same old 
kind of parties and stunts and eveijrthing. Ho'el Don't toucb 
a thingi Done enough. Pc^ up to bed, and IH dear up." 

His wise surgeon's-hands stroked her shoulder, and her ii^ 
titation at his dumsiness was lost in his strength. 

V 

Ftom the Weekly Damtless: 

One of the most delightful social events of recent months was 
held Wednesday evening in the housewarming of Dr. and Mrs* 
Kennicott, who have completely redecorated their charming home 
on Poplar Street, and is now extremely nifty in modem color 
sdieme. The doctor and his hride were at home to their numerous 
friends and a number of novdties in diversions were held, indudinff 
a Chinese orchestra in original and genuine Oriental costumes, of 
which Ye Editor was leader. Dainihr refreshments were served 
in true Orientd style, and one and au voted a ddightf ul time. 

VI 

The wedL after, the Chet Dashaways gave a party. The 
Age of moiffnea 1^^ its place all evening, and Dave I>yer 
eid the " stunt 'M>f the Norwegian and the hen. 
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CanasL Pkaibib was digging in for the winter. Throng^ late 
November and aU December it snowed dai^^; the thermometer 
was at zero and might drop to twenty bdow, or thirty. Winter 
is not a season in the North Middlewest; it is an industry. 
Storm dieds were erected at every door. In every UodL the 
hoosdudders, Sam Clark, the w^thy Mr. Itewson, all save 
asthmatic Eara Stowbody who extravagantly lured a Im^, were 
seen perilously staggering up ladders, carrying storm windows 
and screwing them to second-story jambs. While Kennicott 
pot up Iris windows Carol danced inside the bedrooms and 
begged him not to swallow the screws, which he hdd in his 
moodi like an extraordinary set of external false tec^ 

The universal sign of winter was the town handsrman — 
MHes B jomstam, a tall, thidc, red-mnstached bachdor, oi^on- 
ated atheist, general-st(»re arguer, cynical Santa Claus. Chilr 
teen loved him, and he sneaked away from work to tdl Uiem 
improbable stories of sea-faring and horse-trading and bears. 
TImb children's parents dther lau^bed at him or hated him. He 
was the one democrat in town. He called both Ljrman Cass 
the miller and the Finn homesteader from Lost Lake by their 
first names. He was known as ^ The Red Swede,** and con- 
sidered slightly insane. 

B jOTUstam could do aigrthing with his hands— solder a pan, 
wdd an automobile QHing, so^e a frij^itened filfy, tiidLer a 
dockf carve a Gloucester sdiooner whi^ magically went into 
a bottle. Now, lor a wedc, he was commissicmer general of 
Gopher Prairie. He was the mily person besides the repairman 
at Sam Oark's who understood plumbing. Everybody begged 
him to lodL over the furnace and the water-pipes. He rushed 
from house to house till after bedtime— tea o'ck)ck. Iddes 
from bvaat water-pq)es hung along the skirt of his brown dog- 
ilin overcoat; his plush cap, irtdch he never tock off in the 
house, was a pulp of ice and coal-dust; his red hands were 
oactod to rawness; he diewed the stub of a dgv. 

6i 
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But he was courtly to Carol. He stooped to eacamine the 
furnace flues; he straightened, ^anced down at her, and 
h^nmed, ** Got to fix your furnace, no matter what dse I do/' 

The poorer houses of Gopher Prairie, where the services of 
Miles Bjomstam were a luxury— which included the sfaoa^r 
of Miles Bjomstam— were banked to the lower windows mik 
earth and manure. Along the railroad the sections of snow 
fence, which had been stadied aU summer in romantic wooden 
tents ocaq[>ied by roving small boys, were set up to prevent 
drifts from covering the track. 

The farmers came into town in home-made sleif^, with bed- 
quilts and hay piled in the rough boxes. 

Fur coats, fur caps, fur mittens, overshoes buckling almost 
to the knees, gray knitted scarfs ten feet long, thick woolen 
socks, canvas jackets lined with fluffy yellow wool like the 
plumage of ducklings, moccasins, red flannel wristlets for the 
blazing chapped wrists of boys — ^these protections against win- 
ter were busily dug out of moth-ball-sprinkled drawers and 
tar-bags in closets, and all over town small boys were squeal- 
ing, " Oh, there's my mittens I " or " Look at my shoe-pac^sl " 
There is so sharp a division between the panting summer and 
the stinging winto: of the Northern plains that they redis- 
covered with surprise and a feeling of heroism this armor of 
an Artie explorer. 

Winter gannents surpassed ev^ personal gossip as the 
topic at parties. It was ^ood form to ask, ^^Put on your 
h^vies yet? " There were as many distinctions in wraps as in 
motor cars. The lessa: sort appeared in yellow and black 
dogskin coats, but Kennicott was lordly in a long raccoon 
ulster and a new seal cap. When the snow was too deep for 
his motor he went off on country calls in a shiny, floral, steel- 
t^)ped cutter, only his ruddy nose and his cigar emerging f rrai 
the fur. 

Carol herself stirred Main Street by a loose coat of nutria. 
Her finger-tips loved the silken fur. 

Her liveliest activity now was organizing outdoor sports in 
the motor-paralyzed town. 

The automobile and bridge-whist had not only made more 
evident the social divisions in Gopher Prairie but they had 
also enfeebled the love of activity. It was so rich-looking to 
sit and drive — ^and so easy. Skiing and sliding were " stupid " 
and " old-fashioned." In fact, the village longed for the dt* 
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ganoe of dty recreations almost as much as the dties longed 
for village sports; and Gopher Prairie took as much pride in 
ne^ecting coasting as St. Paul— or New York — ^in going 
coasting. Carol did inspire a successful skating-party in mid* 
Noven^. Plover Lake (listened in dear sweqps of gray- 
green ice, ringmg to the skates. On shore the ice-tipped reeds 
clattered in the wind, and oak twigs with stubborn last leaves 
hung against a milky sky. Harry HaydodL did figure-eights, 
and Ou^ol was certain that she had found the perfect life. 
But when snow had end^l the skating and she tried to get up 
a moonli^t sliding party, the matrons hesitated to stir away 
from their radiators and tfieir daily bridge-whist imitations of 
the dty. She had to nag them. They scooted down a long 
hiU on a bob-sled, they upset and got snow down their necks, 
they shrieked that they would do it again immediatdy — and 
they did not do it again at all. 

9ie badgered another group into going skiing. They shouted 
and threw snowballs, and informed her that it was suck (vol 
and thejr'd have another skiing expedition right 4way, and 
they joUily returned home and never there^ter left their 
mannals of bridge. 

Carol was discouraged. She was grateful whai Kennicott 
invited her to go rabbit-hunting in the woods. She waded 
down stilly doisters between burnt stwaap and icy oak, through 
drifts marked with a million hieroglyphics of rabbit and mouse 
and bird. She squealed as he leaped on a pfle of brush and 
fired at the rabbit which ran out. He bdonged there, mas- 
cuUne in reefer and sweater and high-laced boots. That ni^t 
die ate prodigiously of steak and fried potatoes; she produced 
dectric sparks by touching his ear with her finger-t^); she slq[>t 
twdve hours; and awoke to think how glorious was this brave 
land. 

She rose to a radiance of sun on snow. Snug in her furs she 
trotted iq>-town. Frosted shingles smoked against a sky colored 
like flax-blossoms, sld^-bells clinked, diouts of greeting 
were loud in the thin bri^t air, and every^ere was a 
rhythmic sound of wood-sawing. It was Saturday, and the 
nd^dbors' sons were getting iq> Uie winter fud. Behind walls 
of corded wood in back yards their sawbucks stood in de- 
piesekms scattered with canary-yellow flakes of sawdust. The 
fi-aunes of their buck-saws were cherry-red, the blades blued 
sted« and the fresh cut ends of the sticks— poplar, maple, iron- 
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woody Mrd i w e re marked with engraved mys of growfli. Ite 
boys wore shoei)acks, Uae flanad durts with c&ormous pead 
bttttoDSy and maddnaws of ctimscm, lanoo ydlow, and fooQr 
brown* 

Carol cried '^ Fine dayl " to the bays; she came in a ^bom 
to Howland & Godd's grocery, her collar wlste with frost 
from her breath; she boue^ a can of tomatoes as dioqgb it 
were Orieitf fruit; and retomed home planning to surprise 
Kennicott with an omelet crede for dinner* 

So brilliant was the snow-f^are diat when she entered the 
liottse she saw the door-knobs, the newspaper on the table, 
every white surface as dazzling mauve, and hier hesA was Azqr 
bi the pyrotedinic dimness. When her eyes had recovered she 
idt egqwrnded, dnmk with health, mistress of life. The w<^d 
was so luminoos that she sat down at her tidkit^ little desk in 
the living-room to make a poem. (She got no farther Hxm 
^Tbe slgr is brig^ die son is warm, there ne'er will be 
another storm.'') 

In the ndd-aftemoon of Ais sane day Kemdcott was caDed 
Into the country. It was Beali evening out— her evening for 
the Lutheran Dance. Carol was alone from three till mid- 
night She wearied of reading pure love stories in the magazines 
and sat by a radiator, begiming to brood. 

Thus she chanced to dtecover Aat she had nothing to do. 



She had, she meditated, passed through the novdty of seeing 
the town and meeting people, of skating and ^ding and 
hunting. Bea was competoit; there was no housdidd labor 
except sewing and dan^ng and gossipy assistan c e to Bea in 
bed-making. She couldn't satisfy her ingenuity in planning 
meals. At Dahl & CMeson'^ Meat Maricet you didn't g^ve 
(Mrders— you wofidly inquired whether there was anj^tUng 
today besides steak and pork and ham. The cuts of beef were 
not cuts. They were hacks. Lamb chops were as ezotic as 
sharks' fins. The meat-dealers shipped their best to die d^, 
with its higher prices. 

In all the shops there was the same lack of dicnce. She 
could not find a g^ass-headed picture-mul in town; ^ did 
not hunt for the sort of veOing she wante d she took wiiait 
she could get; and oidy at Howland & Gould'^ was there swck 
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alanqr as canned aaparagos. Routine care was all she andd 
depote to the tense. (My by such ftissiqg as the Widov 
BoffjVs could she make it fill her time. 

She could not have outside employment To the village 
doctor^ wife it was taboo. 

3^ was a woman with a working brain and no woriL 

There were only three things iHiich she could do: Have 
dbildren; start her career of reforming; or beoome so definitdy 
a part of the town that she woidd be fulfilled by the activities 
of cfanrch and study-dd> and bridgeiiarties. 

Chfldrpn, yes, she wanted then, but She was not quite 

ready. Sbt had been embarrassed I^ Elennicotf s frankness, 
but she agreed with him that in the insane condition of dviUar 
tion, which made the rearing of dti£ens more costly and perilous 
than any other crime, it was inadvisable to have children till 

he had made more mon^. Shewassony Periu^Mhehad 

made aD the mystery of love a mechanical cautiousness but 

She fled from the though with a dubious, ^Some day." 

Her '^ reforms,'' ha: impulses toward beauty in raw Mam 
Street, thcgr had become mdiadnct But she would set them 
going now. She woiddl She swore it with soft fist beatiiw 
tihe edges of the radiator. And at the and of all her vows 
she had no noticm as to lAen and where the crmade was to 



Become an authentic part of the town? She b^an to think 
irith unpleasant luddity. She reflected diat she did not know 
riiether the people liked her. She had gone to the women at 
aflttnoon-coSees, to the merchants in their stores, with so maiqr 
oatpouring coomients and whimsies that she hadn't given them 
a donee to betray dieir opinions of her. The men smiled — 
but ifid ibey like her? She was lively among the women— 
but was she one of them? She could not reoill many times 
uhen she had been admitted to the whispering of scandal 
irtuch b tlMB secret chamber of Gopher Prairie conversation. 

Sie was poisoned with doi^, as she drooped up to bed. 

Next day, through her shopping, her mind sat back and 
observed. Dave Dyer and Sam Clark were as cordial as 
she had been fancj^; but wasn't tho'e an impersonal abrupt^ 
neas in the "^ H' are yuh? " of Cbet Dashaway? Howland the 
grocer was curt Was that merely his usual manner? 

^ It^ infuriating to have to pay attention to what people 
fUak. In St. P^ul I didn't care, fiat here I'm spied oa 
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They're watching me. I mustn't let it make me self-consdous,'' 
she coaxed hen^f— overstimulated by the drug of thoug^ti 
and offensively on the defensive. 



m 

A thaw which stripped the snow from the sidewalks; a 
ringing iron ni^t when the lakes could be heard booming; 
a clear roistering morning. In tam o'shanter and tweed skirt 
Ca^ol felt herself a college junior going out to play hockey. 
She wanted to whoop, her legs ached to run. On the way 
home from shopping she yidded, as a pup would have yielded. 
She gsdloped down a block and as she jumped from a curb 
across a welter of slush, she gave a studait '' Yippeel " 

She saw that in a window three old women were gasping. 
Their triple g^e was paraljrzing. Across the street, at an- 
other wixKlow, the curtain had secretively moved. She stopped, 
walked on seclately, changed from the girl Card into Mrs. Dr. 
Kennicott. 

She never again felt quite young oioug^ and defiant enou^ 
and free enou^ to run and halloo in die public streets; and 
it was as a Nice Married Woman that die attended the next 
weekly bridge of the Jolly Seventeen. 

IV 

The Jolly Seventeen (the monbership of which ranged from 
fourteen to twenty-six) was the sodal cornice of Gopher 
liairie. It was the country club, the diplomatic set, the Su 
Cecilia, the Ritz oval room, the Club de Vingt. To belong to 
it was to be " in." Thou^ its membership partly coincided 
with that of the Thanatopsis study club, the Jolly Seventeen 
as a separate entity guffawed at the Tlianatopsis, and con- 
sidered it middle-class and even "highbrow." 

Most of the Jolly Seventeen were young married women, 
with their husbands as associate members. Once a we^ they 
had a women's afternoon-bridge; once a month the husbands 
joined them for supper and evening-bridge; twice a year they 
had dances at I. O. O. F. Hall. Then the town exploded. Only 
at the annual balls of the Firemen and of the Eastern Star 
was there such prodigality of chiffon scarfs and tangoing and 
heart-burnings, and these rival institutions were not select—' 
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Idral gjrla attended the Firemen's Ball, with section-hands 
and lalxN'ers. Ella StcnnHbody had once gone to a Jolly Sevn- 
teen Soiree in the village hack, hitherto confined to chief 
mourners at foncaRab; and Harry HaydodL and Dr. Terry 
Gonld always appeared in the town's on^ ^)ecimens of evening 
clothes. 

The afternoon-bridge of the Jolly Seventeen which followed 
Card's lonely doubting was held at Juanita Haydock's new 
concrete bungalow, with its door of polished oak and bevded 
{date-g^ass, jar of ferns in the plasto'ed hall, and in the 
living-room, a fumed oak Morris chair, sixteen color-prints, 
and a square varnished table with a mat made of dgar-ribbons 
on wfaidi was one Illustrated Gift Edition and one pack of 
ctfds in a bumt-leatiier case. 

Carol stuped into a sirocco of furnace heat. They were 
already playing. De^ite her flabby resolves she had not }ret 
teamed Im^se* She was winning^y apologetic about it to 
Juanita, and ashamed that she shoidd have to go on being 
apdogetic. 

Mrs. Dave I^er, a sallow woman with a thin prettiness, 
devoted to experiments in religious cults, finesses, and scandal- 
bearing, shook her finger at Carol and trilled, ^^ You're a 
naii^ty onel I don't believe you appreciate the honor, ^en 
you got into the Jolly Seventeen so easyl " 

Mrs. Chet Da^way nudged her ndg^ibor at the second 
table. But Card kept up the appealing bridal manner so far 
as possible. She twitterod, "You're perfectiy right I'm a 
lazy thing. Ill make Will start teaching me thb very evening.'^ 
Hct sup^ication had all the sound of birdies in the nest, and 
Easter church-bells, and frosted Christmas cards. Internally 
she snarled, " That ought to be fflrr^arinf enough" She sat 
in the smallest rocking-chair, a modd of Victorian modesty. 
But she saw or she imagined that the women who had gurgled 
at her so wdomiingly when she had first come to Gopher 
Phurie were nodding at her brusqudy. 

During the pause after tiie first game she petitioned Mrs. 
Jackson Elder, " Don't you think we ou^^t to get up anotiier 
bob-sled party soon? " 

"It's so cold when you get dunq;>ed in the snow," said 
Mrs. Elder, indifferentiy. 

" I hate snow down my neck," vdunteered Mrs. Dave Dyer, 
wiOi an miplfasant lodi at Cud aadf tanitig her back, she 



Digitized by 



Google 



M MAIN STREET 

fcobUed at Rita Simras, " Dearie, won't yoo nm in this 
nmg? I've got the lovdiest new Butterick pattern I want to 

show jTOU*'' 

Carol crept back to her chair. In the fervor ot dftmiiwlng 
the game Uiey ignored her. She was not used to being a 
waJlflower. ^e struggled to keep from oversensitiveness, from 
becoming uqpopular by the sure method of bdieving tfiat die 
was unpopular; but die hadnt much reserve of patience, and 
at the end of the second game, wlien Ella Stowbocfy snififily 
asked her, ** Are you going to send to Mioneiqxdis for your 
<kess for the next soirte— heard you were,'* Card said ^ Dont 
know yet " with unnecessary sharpness. 

She was relieved by the admiration with which the jeune fitte 
Rita Simons looked at the steel buckles on her pim^)s; but 
she resented Mrs. Ho^rfand's tart demand, " Don't you find 
that new couch of yours is too broad to be practical? " She 
nodded, then shook her head, and touchily left Mrs. Howland 
to get out of it any meaning she desired. Tmmediatdy she 
wanted to make peace. She was dose to simpering in the 
sweetness with which she addressed Mrs. Howhmd: ^ I think 
that is the prettiest diq>lay of beef-tea yom husband has in 
bis store." 

'' Oh yes. Gopher Pirakie isn't so much bddnd the times," 
gibed Mrs. Howland. Some one gis^ed. 

Thdr rd[)u& made her haus^ty; her haughtiness irritated 
them to franker rebuffs; they were working up to a state ot 
painfully righteous war when th^ were saved by the coming 
of food. 

Thou{^ Juanita HaydodL was highly advanced in the mat- 
ters of finger-bo^, doilies, and bath-mats, her '' refreshments ^ 
were typiod of all the af tamoon-coffees. Juanita's best friends, 
Mrs. Dyer and Mrs. Dashaway, passed large dinner plates, 
each with a spoon, a fork, and a coffee cq> without sauc». 
Th^ apdogixed and discussed the afternoon's game as they 
passed through the thicket of womoi's feet Then they dis- 
tributed hot buttered ndls, coffee poured from an enamd-ware 
pot, stuffed olives, potato salad, and angd's-food cake. There 
was, even in the most strictly conforming Gopher Prairie 
drdes, a certahi option as to collations. The olives need not 
be stuffed. Dou^uts were in some houses wdl thought of as 
a substitute for the hot buttered rolls. But there was in all 
the town no heretic save Carol ^o omitted angd's-food. 
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Itey ate anrmoosiy. Carol had a sospickm that the 
tiuiftier housewives made the afternoon treat do for evening 



9ie tried to get back into the current. She edged over to 
Ifo. McGanom. Oiunky, amiable, young Mrs. McGanum. 
with her breast and arms of a milkmaid, ai^ har loud ddayed 
laui^ iriiich burst startlingly from a sober face, was the 
daughter of old Dr. Wesdake, and the wife of Westlake% 
partner. Dr. McGanmn. Kennicott asserted that Westlake and 
McGairam and their contaminated families were tricky, but 
Cand had found them gradous. She asked for friendliness by 
crying to Mrs. McGanum, ^ How is ^ baby's throat now? " 
and she was attentive while Mrs. McGanum rocked and knitted 
and idackDy described qrmptoms. 

^^da Sherwin came fai after school, with Miss Ethel Villets, 
tfie town librarian. Mis Sherwin's optimistic presence gave 
Carol more ccmfidence. She talked. She informed the cirde, 
^ I drove almost down to Wahkeenyan with VIHll, a few days 
ago. Isn't the country lovdyl And I do admire the Scaii- 
iSmvian farmers down there so: their big red bams and sQos 
and milking-machines and everything. Do you all know that 
kmdy Lutheran diurch, with the tin-covered sphre, that stands 
out alone 011 a hiU? It's so bleak; scmehow it seems so brave. 
I do think the Scandinaviana tu:e the hardiest and best 



"^ (Xi, do you tMnk so? ** protested Mrs. Jackson Elder. 
^ My husband says the Svenskas that work in the planing-miU 
are perfectly terr3)le— so silent and cranio, and so selfish, the 
way thy keep demanding rafaes. If they had their way thy 'd 
simply ruin the business." 

** Yes, and they're simply gkasUy hired girlsl " wailed Mrs. 
Dave Dyer. ^ I swear, I work myself to skin and bone trying 
to please my hired giils— idien I can get themi I do every- 
dung in the world for them. They can have their gentleman 
fciends call <m them in the kitchen any time, and they get 
^ the same to eat as we do, if there's any left over, and I 
practically never jump on them." 

Juanita Haydod^ rattled, ^^ Thy're ungrateful, all that class 
of people. I do think the (fomestic problem is simply becoming 
awful. I don't know what the country's coming to, with these 
Sranriahoofian dodhof^rs demanding ev^y cent you can save, 
and so jgnoraiit and impertinent, and on ray word, demanding 
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bath-mbs and evenrthing— as if they weren't mi^ty good and 
hatky at home if they got a bath in the wash-tub." 

They were off, riding hard. Carol thou^^t of Bea and wajr- 
laid them: 

'^ But isn't it possibly the fault of the mistresses if the m^i 
are ungrateful? For generations we've given them the leavings 
of food, and holes to live in. I don't want to boast, but I 
must say I don't have much trouble with Bea. She's so 
friendly. The Scandinavians are sturdy and honest " 

Mrs. Dave Dyer sni^)ped, ^^ Honest? Do you call it honest 
to hold us up for eve^ cent of pay th^ can get? I cant 
say that I've had any of them steal anything (thou^ yoo 
mig^t call it stealing to eat so much Oat a roast of beef hardly 
lasts three days), but just the same I don't intend to let them 
think ihey can put anything over <m met I always make them 
pack and unpack their trunks down-stairs, rig^t under my 
ores, and then I know they arent being tempted to dishonesty 
by any slackness on my parti " 

" How much do the maids get here? ** Card ventured. 

Mrs. B. J. Gougerling, wife of the banker, stated in a shodced 
manner, ^ Any place from three-fifty to five-fifty a wedLl I 
know positively diat Mrs. Clark, after swearing that she 
wouldn't weakoi and encourage them in their outrageous de- 
mands, went and paid five-fifty— think of iti practically a 
dollar a day for unskilled work and, of course, her food and 
romn and a chance to do her own washing rif^t in with the 
rest of the wash. How much do you pay, Mrs. Kenmcottt ^ 

** YesI How much do you pay? " imbted half a dozen. 

^ W-^y, I pay six a wedc," she feebty confessed. 

They gsuq>ed. Juanita protested, ** Don't you think it's hard 
on the rest of us when you pay so much? " Juanita's demand 
was re-inforced by the universal grower. 

Carol was angry. '^ I don't caret A maid has one of the 
hardest jobs on earth. She works from ten to d^teen hours 
a day. She has to wash sUmy dishes and dirty dothes. She 
tends the chfldren and runs to the door with wet chq>ped 
hands and " 

Mrs. Dave Dyer broke into Carol's peroration with a furious, 
<< That's all very wdl, but bdieve me, I do those things mysdf 
when I'm without a maid— and that's a good share of the time 
for a person that isn't willing to yidd and pay eiorbitaiil 
wagesi " 
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Carol was retorting, '' But a maid does it for strangers, and 
in she gets out of it is the pay '' 

Their eyes were hostile. Four of them were talking at once. 
Vida Sherwin's dictatorial voice cut through, took control of 
die revolution: 

*^ Tut, tut, tut, tuti What angry passions— and what an 
Idiotic discussioni All of you getting too serious. Stop iti 
Card Kennicott, you're probably right, but you're too much 
ahead of the times. Juanita, quit loddng so belligerent. What 
is this, a card party or a hen fight? Carol, you stop admiring 
yoursdf as the Joan of Arc of the hired girls, or 111 spank 
you. You craie over here and talk libraries witn Ethd VOlets. 
Booooool If there's any more pecking, 111 take charge of 
the hen roost mysdf I " 

Tbey all laug^ artificially, and Carol obedientiy '' talked 
ffiHaries." 

A small-town bungalow, the wives of a village doctor and 
a village dry-goods merchant, a provincial teacher, a colloquial 
brawl over paying a servant a dollar more a we^. Yet this 
insignffiranre echoed cellar-plots and cabinet meetings and 
labor conferences in 'Persia and Prusda, Rome and Boston, and 
the orators indio deemed themselves international leaders were 
but the raised voices of a billion Juanitas denouncing a million 
Carob, with a hundred thousand Vida Sherwins trying to shoo 
away the stonxL 

Qutd felt guilty. She devoted hersdf to admiring the 
spinsterish Miss Villets— and immediately committed another 
offense against the laws of decency. 

^We haven't seen you at the library yet," Miss Villets 
reproved. 

<' I've wanted to run in so much but I've been getting settied 

and 111 probably come in so often youll get tired of 

mel I hear you have such a nice library." 

^ There are many who like it. We have two thousand more 
bocks than Wakamin." 

^bn't that fine. I'm sure you are largdy responsible. 
Fve had some experience, in St Paul." 

^Sq I have been informed. Not that I entirely approve 
of library methods in these large cities. So careless, letting 
tramps and all sorts of duly persons practically sleep in the 
ceadhig-rooms." 

^I know, but the poor souls Well, I'm sure you wQl 
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agree wHh me in one diing: The chief task of a librarian b to 
get people to read/' 

^You fed so? My feeling, Mrs. Kennicott, and I am 
m^ely quoting the librarian of a very large college, is tibat the 
first duty of the conscientious librarian is to [Reserve fha 
books." 

''Qhl" Carol repented her <" Oh.'' Miss Villets stiffened, 
and attacked: 

'' It may be all vtxy wdl in cities, nhere they have unlimited 
fmids, to let nasty children ruin hcxks and jtist deliboratdy 
tear them up, aiKi fresh young men take more books out 
tiian they are entitled to I^ the regulations, but I'm never 
going to permit it in this libraryl '' 

''What if some children are destructive? They learn to 
read. Books are cheaper than minds«" 

'' Nothing is cheaper than the minds of some of these children 
that come in and bodier me 8inq>ty because thdr motbos 
don't keep than home ^rfiere they belong. Some librarians 
may choose to be so wishy-washy and turn their libraries into 
nursing-homes and kindergartens, but as long as I'm in charge, 
the Gq)her Prairie library is going to be quiet and decent, imd 
the books well kq>tl '' 

Carol saw that the others were listening, waiting for her 
to be objectionable. She flinched before ^eir dislike. She 
hastened to smile in agreement with Miss Villets, to glance 
publicly at her wrist-watch, to warble that it was '' so late-^ 
have to hurry home— husband — such nice party — maybe yon 
were ri^t about maids, prejudiced because Bea so nice— sudi 
perfectly divine angd's-food, Mrs. HaydodL must give me the 
recipe--good-by, such Yacjppy party " 

9ie walked home. She rdlected, ^' It was nrjr fatdt. I was 

touchy. And I opposed them so much. Only I can'tl 

I can't be one of them if I must damn all the maids toiling 
in filthy kitchens, all the ragged hungry childrra. And these 
women are to be my arbiters, the rest of my lifel " 

She ignored Bea's call from the kitchen; she ran up-stairs 
to the imfrequented guest-room; she wept in terror, her body 
a pale arc as she knelt beside a cumbrous black-walnut bed, 
b^de a pufiy ipattress covered with a red quOt, in a shuttered 
and airkss room. 
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^DoN^ I, in kxAhig for thing? to do, show that I'm nol 
•ttoitive cnons^ to Will? Am I impnnsed enough by Us 
voriL? Iwillbe. Qh^IwiDbe. If I can't be one of the 
town^ if I must be an outcast '' 

When Kennicott came home she bustled, '' Dear, you musw 
Idl me a lot more about your cases. I want to know. I want 
to understand.'' 

** Smre. You bet" And he went down to fix the furnace. 

At supper she asked, "For instance, what did you do 
today?" 

*^ Do today? How do you mean? " 

" Medically. I want to understand " 

^ Today? Oh, there wasn't madi of aiqrthing: coupk 
dramps with bellyaches, and a sprained wrist, ami a fool 
ipoman that thinks she wants to k31 hersdf because her hus- 
band doesn't like her and Just routine woiiL." 

^ But the unluqppy woman doesn't sound routinel " 

^ Her? Just case of nerves. You can't do much with these 
marriage mix-ups." 

^ But dear, please, will you tell me about the next case 
that you do think is interesting? " 

^ Sure. You bet Tell you about anything that Sqr, 

Oat's pretty good sahnoo. Get it at Howland's? " 



Four days after the Jolly Seventeen dibftde ^^da Sherwbi 
called and casually blew Ourd's world to pieces. 

** May I come in and gossip a ^rtiile? " she said, with suc^ 
excess of bright innocence that Card was uneasy. Vida took 
cB her furs with a bounce, she sat down as though it were 
a gymnasium exercise, she flung out: 

** Fed disgracefully good, Ais weatherl Raymond Wuther- 
ipoon sqrs if he had my energy he'd be a grand opera singeEt 
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I always think this climate is the finest in the world, and my 
friends are the dearest people in the world, and my work is 
the most essential thing in die world. Probably I fool myself. 
But I know one thing for certain: You're the pluckiest little 
idiot in the world.'' 

''And so you are about to flay me alive." Carol was 
cheerful about it. 

" Am I? Perhiq)s. I've been wondering— I know that the 
third party to a squabble is often the most to blame: the one 
who runs between A and B having a beautiful time telling each 
of them what the other has said. But I want you to take a 
big part in vitalizing Gopher Prairie and so-^— Such a very 
unique opportunity and Am I silly? " 

'' I kiK>w what you mean. I was too abnq>t at the Jolly 
Seventeen." 

'' It isn't that. Matter of fact, I'm glad you told them some 
wholesome truths about servants. (Thou^ perhaps you were 
just a bit tactless.) It's bigger than that. I wonder if you 
understand that in a secluded community like this every new- 
comer is on test? People cordial to h^ but watching her all 
the time. I remember when a Latin teacher came here from 
Wellesley, they resented her broad A. Were sure it was 
afiFected. Of course they have discussed you " 

" Have they talked about me much? " 

" My dearl " 

^ I dwasrs fed as thou^ I walked around in a doud, looking 
out at others but not bdng seen. I fed so inconspicuous and 
so normal — so normal that there's nothing about me to discuss. 
I can't realize that Mr. and Mrs. Haydock must gossip about 
me." Carol was working up a small passion of distaste. '' And 
I don't like it. It makes me crawly to think of thdr daring 
to talk over all I do and say. Pawing me ov^l I resent it. 
I hate " 

'' Wait, child! Perhiq)s they resent some things in you. I 
want you to try and be impersonal. They'd paw over any- 
body who came in new. Didn't you, with newcomers in 
College? " 

"Yes." 

" Wdl thenl WHI you be impersonal? I'm paying you the 
compliment of supposing that you can be. I want you to 
be big enough to hdp me make this town worth whQe." 

'^ 111 be as impersonal as odd boiled potatoes. (Not thai 
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I than ever be Me to help yaa ' make the town worth wfafle/) 
What do they say about me? Really. I want to know/' 

** Of course the illiterate ones resent your references to any- 
thing farther away than Minneapolis. They're so suspicious— 
that's ity susfudous. And some think you dress too well." 

*^ Oh, they do, do they! Shall I dress in gunny-sacking to 
tdt them? " 

** Pleasel Are you gobig to be a baby? " 

"I'D be good," sulkUy. 

** Yoo certahily wiU, or I won't teD yaa one tingle thing. 
Voo must undarstand this: I'm not asking you to change your- 
self. Just want you to know what they think. You must 
do that, no matter how absurd their prejudices are, if you're 
going to handle them. Is it jrour ambition to make this a 
better town, or isn't it? " 

*" I don't know whether it is or noti " 

" Why— why Tut, tut, now, of course it isl Why, I 

depend on you. You're a bcMrn reformer." 

^ I am not— not any morel " 

"Of course you are." 

'' Oh, if I really could he^>— So they think I'm af- 
fected?" 

" My lamb, they dol Now don't say they're nervy. After 
«]1, Gopher Prairie standards are as reasonable to Gopher 
Prairie as Lake Shore Drive standards are to Chicago. And 
there's more Gopher Prairies than there are Chicagos. Or 

Londons. And 111 tdl you the whole story: They think 

you're showing off when you say 'American' instead of 
'Ammurrican.' They think you're too frivolous. Life's so 
serious to them that they can't imagine any kind of laughter 
eicept Juanita's snortling. Ethel VUlets was sure you were 
patronizing her when " 

" Oh, I was not! " 

" ^you talked about encouraging reading; and Mrs. Elder 

tibou^t you were patronizing when you said she had 'such 
a pretty little car.' She thinks it's an enormous carl And 
some of the merchants say you're too flip when you talk to 
them in the store and " 

" Poor me, when I was trying to be friendlyl " 

" every housewife in town is doubtful about your being 

80 chummy with your Bea. All rig^t to be kind, but they say 
yoo act as though she were your cousin. (Wait nowl There's 
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pleiity more.) And they think yoo were eccentric in finv 
nishing this room — ^they tliink the broad couch and that Japa- 
nese dinguB are absurd. (Waitl I biow they're silly.) And 
I guess I've heard a dozen criticize you because you dont 
go to church of tener and " 

^' I can't stand it— I can't bear to realize that thor've been 
saying all these things whOe I've been going about so hai^ify 
and liking them. I wonder if you ouj^t to have told me? U 
will make me self-consdous." 

^ I wonder the same thing. Oniy answor I can get is the 
dd saw about knowledge b^og power. And some day youll 
see how absorbing it is to have power, even here; to contnd 

the town Oh, I'm a crank. But I do like to see things 

moving." 

''It hurts. It makes these people seem so beastly and 
treacherous, when I've been ptffectly natural with them. But 
let's have it all. What did tfiey say about my C3iinese house* 
warming party? " 

"Why, uh " 

" Go on. Or 111 make up worse things than aiqrthing you 
can teU me." 

** They did enjoy it But I guess some of them felt you 
were showing off— pretending that your husband is richer than 
he is." 

''Ican't Thdr meanness of mind is beyond any horrors 

I could imagine. They really thought that I And yon 

want to ' reform ' people like that when dynamite is so cheap? 
Who dared to say that? The rich or the poor? " 

" Fairly wdl assorted." 

''Can't they at least understand me wdl enough to see 
that though I mig^t be affected and culturine, at least I simfdy 
couldn't commit that other kind of vulgarity? If they must 
know, you may tdl them, with n^ complhnents, that Witt 
makes about four thousand a year, and the party cost half of 
idiat they probably thought it did. Chinese things are not 
very expensive, and I made my own costume " 

" Stop itl Stop beatmg met I know all that. What they 
meant was: they fdt you were starting dangaxnis competiti<m 
l>y giving a party such as most people here can't afford. Four 
thousand is a pretty big income for this town." 

" I never thought of starting competition. WH you bdieve 
that it was in lOl love and friendliness tiiat I tried to ghrt 
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tbOD tlie gtyest party I andd? It was foolkh; H was cbildiali 
and noi^. But I did mean it so well." 

** I kmw, of course. Aod it certainly is unfair of them to 
make fun of your having that Chinese food— chow men, was 
it?— end to laug^ about your wearing those pretty trou- 

Carol ai»ang up, whimpering, ^C%, they didnt do thati 
They didn't pdre ftm at my feast, that I ordered so carefully 
for theml And my little Chinese costume that I was so happy 
making— I made it secretly, to surprise them. And they've 
been ridiculing it, all this whflel ** 

She was huddled on the coudi. 

Vkb was stroking her hah*, muttering, ^ I 8lioukln*t ** 

Sirouded in shame, Carol did not know when Vida sl^iped 
«way. The ck)ck's beD, at half past five, aroused her. ** I 
must get hold of mysdf before Will comes. I hope he never 
knows wbBLt a fool hb wife is. . • • Frozen, sneering, 
horriUe hearts." 

Like a very small, very kmdy girl she trudged iq>-stair8, 
dow step by step, htx feet dragging, her hand on the raH 
It was not her husband to whom she wanted to run for pro- 
tection—it was her father, her smiling understanding father, 
dead these twdve years. 

m 

Kennicott was yawning, stretched in the largest chafar, b^ 
tween the radiator ajid a small kerosene stove. 

Cauttoaaly, "" WiU dear, I wonder if the people here dont 
criticize me sometimes? They must I mean: if they ever do^ 
you mustn't let it bother you.** 

** Criticize you? Lord, I should say not. They all keq> 
telling me you're the swellest girl they ever saw." 

^ Wdl, I've just fancied The merchants probably think 

Vm too fussy about shopiMUg. I'm afraid I bore Mr. Dash- 
away and Mr. Howland and Mr. Luddmeyer." 

^ I can tell you how that is. I didn't want to speak of it, 
but mice you've brought it up: Oiet Dashaway probably 
resents the foct that you got tUs new furniture down in the 
Gties instead of here. I didn't want to raise any objection at 

die time but After all, I make my money hare and they 

naturally ezpect me to spend it here." 
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** If Mr. Dashaway wOl kindly teD me how any dvflized per* 
8cm can furnish a room out of the mortuary pieces that he 
calls " She remembered. She said meddy, '' But I under- 
stand." 

^' And Rowland and Ludehneyer Oh, 3rou Ve probably 

handed 'em a few roasts for the bum stocks they carry, whok 
you just meant to jolly 'em. But rats, what do we carel 
Tlus is an independent town, not like these Eastern holes 
where you have to watch your step all the time, and live up 
to fool demands and social customs, and a lot of old tabbies 
always busy criticizing. Everybody's free here to do what he 
wants to." He said it with a flourish, and Carol perceived 
that he believed it. She turned her breath of fury into a 
yawn. 

'' By the way, Carrie, while we're talking of this: Of course 
I like to keep independent, and I don't believe in this busines 
of binding yourself to trade with the man that trades wit 
jrou unless you really want to, but same time: I'd be just 
as ^ad if you dealt with Jenson or Luddmeyer as much as 
you can, instead of Howland & Gould, who go to Dr. Gould 
every last time, and the whole tribe of 'em the same way. 
I don't see why I should be paying out n^ good money for 
groceries and having them pass it on to Terry Gouldl " 

'' I've gone to Howland & Gould because th^re better, and 
deaner." 

^'I know. I don't mean cut them out entirdy. Course 
Jenson is tricky— give you short wdg^t— and Luddmeyer is 
a shiftless old Dutdi hog. But same time, I mean let's keep 
the trade in the family whenever it is amvenient see how I 
mean?" 

"I see." 

" Wdl, guess it's about time to turn in." 

He yawned, went out to look at the thermometer, slammed 
the door, patted her head, unbuttoned his waistcoat, yawned, 
wound the dock, went down to look at the furnace, yawned, 
and duiiq)ed up-stairs to bed, casually scratching hb thick 
woolen undershirt. 

Till he bawled, '^ Aren't you ever coming up to bed? ^ die 
sat umnoving. 
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She had tripped into the meadow to teach the lambs a pretty 
educaticmal dance and found that the lambs were wdves. 
Thoe was no way oot between their pressing gray shoulders. 
She was surrounckd by fangs and sneering eyes. 

Sie could not go on oiduring the hidden derision. She 
wanted to flee. She wanted to hide in the generous indifference 
of dties. She practised saying to Kennicott, ** Think perhaps 
111 run down to St. Paul for a few days.'' But she cotdd 
not trust hersdf to say it cardessly; could not abide hit 
certain questioning. 

Reform the town? All she wanted was to be toleratedl 

She could not lock directly at people. She flushed and 
winced before citizens who a wedc ago had been amusing 
objects of study, and in their good-mornings she heard a cruel 
sniggering. 

She encountered Juanita Haydock at de Jenson's grocery. 
She besought, ^^ Oh, how do you do! Heavens, what beautiful 
cdeiy that isl ** 

'' YeSy doesn't it lock fresh. Hany simply has to have his 
cdery on Sunday, drat the mani " 

Carol hastened out of the shop endting, " Sbe didn't make 
fun of me. . . . Did she? " 

In a wedL she had recovered from consciousness of in- 
lecurity, of shame and whispering notoriety, but she kept her 
kd>it of avoiding people. She wa&ed the streets with her head 
down. When she spied Mrs. McGanum or Mrs. Dya* ahead 
die crossed over with an elaborate pretense of looking at a 
biUb^xl. Always die was acting, for the benefit of every one 
she saw— and for the benefit of the ambushed leering eyes 
whidi she did not see. 

She perceived that Vida Sherwin had told the truth. Whether 
she emered a store, or swept the back porch, or stood at the 
bay*window in the living-room, the village peeped at her. 
Once she had swung akmig the street triumphant in mikinf 
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a home. Now she glanced at each house, and felt, when she 
was safely home, that she had won past a thousand enemies 
armed with ridicule. She told hersdf that her sensitiveness 
was prq)osterous, but daily she was thrown into panic. She 
saw curtains slide back into innocent smoothness. Old women 
who had been entering their houses sl^qped out again to stare 
at her — ^in the wintry quiet she coidd hear them tiptoemg 
on thar porches. When she had for a blessed hour forgotten 
the seardilight, ¥ihen she was scampering through a chill disk, 
bappy in yellow windows against gray nig^t, her heart chedLed 
as she realized that a head covered with a shawl was thrust 
up over a snow-tq>ped bush to watch her. 

She admitted that she was takmg herself too seriously; that 
villagers gape at every one. She became pladd, and thoi^ 
.vdl of her [diilosophy. But next morning she had a sho!± 
of diame as she entered Loddmeyer's. The grocer, his dcrk, 
and neurotic Mrs. Dave Dyer had been gigg^g about som^ 
thing. They halted, lodced embarrassed, babbled about onions. 
Carol felt guflty. That evening when Kennicott took her to 
call on the crochet Lyman Caases, their hosts seemed flustered 
at thdr arrival. Kennicott jovially hooted, " What makes yoa 
so hang-dog, Lym? '' The Casses tittered fed)ly. 

Ezcq>t Dave Dyer, Sam Clark, and Raymie Wutherspooo^ 
there were no merchants of whose wdcome Carol was certain. 
9ie knew that she read mockery into greetings but she could 
not control her suspicion^ could not rise from her psychic cd- 
lapse. Sie altematdy raged and flinched at the si^riority of 
ibe merchants. They did not know that they were being rude, 
but th^ meant to have it understood that they were prosperous 
and '* not scared of no doctor's wife." They often said, *^ One 
man's as good as another— and a dam sig^t better.'' This 
motto, however, they did not commend to farmer customers 
who had had crop faOures. The Yaokee merchants were 
crabbed; and Ole Jenson, Ludehneyer, and Gus Dahl, from the 
''Old Country," wished to be taken for Yankees. James 
Madiscm Rowland, bom in New Hampshire, and Ole Jenson, 
bom in Sweden, both [M^oved that they were free American 
citizens by grunting, '^ I don't know whether I got any or not,** 
or ^ Wdl, you can't expect me to get it delivered by noon." 

It was good form for the customers to fi^t back. Juanita 
Haydock cheerfuUy jaU>ered, ^ You have it there by twdve oc 
VIk snatch that fresh ddiveiy-boy bald-headed." But Csral 
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Ind sever been able to play the game of friendly rudeness; 
and now she was certain that die never would learn it. She 
formed the cowardly habit of going to Axd Egge's. 

Azd was not respectable and mde. He was ^ill a f ordgner 
and he expected to renmin erne, ffis manner was heavy and 
minterrogative. His establishment was more fantastic than 
any cross-roads store. No one save Axd himsdf could find 
anything. A part of the assortment ct diildren's stockings 
was under a blanket on a shdf » a part in a tin gmger-snap box, 
the rest heaped like a nest of black-cotton snakes upon a flour« 
barrd whidi was surrounded by brooms, Norwegian Bibles^ 
dried cod for Imdfisk, boxes of apricots, and a pair and a half 
of lumbermen's rubber-footed boots. The [dace was crowded 
with Scandinavian farmwives, standing aloof in shawls and 
andent fawn-colored leg o' mutton jackets, awaiting the return 
of thdr lords. They spoke Norwegian or Swedish, and looked 
at Carol uncomprehending^. They were a rdief to her*- 
tibey were not vdiispering that she was a poseur. 

But what she told hersdf was that Axd Egge's was ^'so 
picturesque and romantic'' 

It was in the matter of clothes that she was most sdf- 
oonsdous. 

Wh» she dared to go shopping in her new diecked suit with 
the black-embroidered sulphur collar, she had as good as in- 
vited an of Gopher Prairie (irtiich interested itsdf in nothing 
so Ultimately as in new clothes and the cost thereof) to in- 
vestigate her. It was a smart suit with lines unfamiliar to the 
dragging yellow and pink frocks of the town. The Widow 
B<^^t's stare, from her porch, indicated, ** Wdl I never saw 
ai^thing like that before! " Mrs. McCkmum stopped Card 
at the notions shop to hint, '^ My, that's a nice suit— wasnt 
it taribly expensive? " The gang of boys in front of the 
drug store commented, ^^Hey, Pudgie, play you a game of 
diedters on that dress." Carol could not oidure it. She 
drew her fur coat over the suit and hastily fastened the butloos» 
irtdle the boys snickered. 



No group angered her qwte so much as these staring young 
mofe. 
She bad tried to convince hersdf that the village, with its 
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fresh air, its lakes for fishing and swimnung, was healthier than 
the artificial city. But she was sickened by glimpses of the 
gang of bo)rs from fourteen to twenty who loafed before Dyer's 
Drug Store, smoking cigarettes, displaying " fancy " shoes ai^ 
purple ties and coats of diamond-shaped buttons, whistling 
the Hoochi-Koochi and catcallii^, " Oh, you baby-doU " at 
every passing girl. 

She saw them playing pool in the stinking room behind Dd 
SnafiOin's barber s^op, and shaking dice in ** The Smoke House,** 
and gathered in a snickering knot to listen to the '^ juicy 
stories" of Bert Tybee, the bartends of the Minniemashie 
House. She heard them smacking moist lips ova* every love- 
scene at the Rosebud Movie Pahce. At the counter of the 
Greek Confectionery Parlor, while they ate dreadful messes 
of decayed bananas, acid cherries, whipped cream, and gelat^ 
inous ice-cream, th^ screamed to <me another, ^* Hey, lemma 
lone,'* ** Quit dog-gone you, looka what you went and done, 
you almost spilled my glass swater," ^' Like hdl I did,*' " H^, 
gol dam your hide, don't you go sticking your coffin nail in 
my i-scream," '' Oh you Batty, how juh like dancing with Tillie 
McGuire, last ni^t? Some squeezing, heh, kid? *' 

By diligent consultation of American fiction she discovered 
that this was the only virile and amusing manner in which 
boys could function; that boys who were not compoimded of 
the gutter and the mining-camp were mollycoddles and un- 
happy. She had taken this for granted. She had studied the 
bo3rs pityingly, but impersonally. It had not occurred to her 
that they mig^t touch her. 

Now ^e was aware that th^ knew all about her; that they 
were waiting for some affectation over which they could guffaw. 
No schoolgirl passed their obsoration-posts more flushing^y 
ttan did Mrs. Dr. Kennicott. In shame she knew that they 
g^ced ^praisin^y at her snowy overshoes, speculating about 
her legs. Theirs were not young eyes — there was no youth 
in all the town, she agonised. Tl^ey were bom oM, grim and 
old and spying and censorious. 

She cried again that their youth was senile and crud on the 
day when she overheard Cy Bogart and Earl Haydock. 

Cyrus N. Bogart, son of the righteous widow who lived 
across the alley, was at this time a boy of fourteen or fifteen. 
Carol had ahready seen quite enough of Cy Bogart. On her 
first evening in Gopher Prairie Cy had appeared at the head 
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€f a " cbarivari," bugliig immensdy upon a dfacarded auto- 
molHle fender. His compamoos were yelping in imitation of 
coyotes. Kennicott bad fdt rather complimented; had gone 
out and distributed a ddlar. But Cy was a capitalist in 
diarivaris. He returned with an enture^r new group, and this 
tbne there were three automobfle fenders and a carnival rattle. 
When Kennicott again interrupted his shaving, Cy piped, 
^ Naw, you got to give us two dollars/' and he got it A week 
later Cy rigged a tic-tac to a window of the living-room, and 
the tattoo out of the darkness frightened Card into screaming. 
Snce thai, in four months, die hsul bdidd Cy hanging a cat. 
stealing mdons, throwing tomatoes at the Kennicott house, and 
making ski*tracks across the lawn, and had heard him ez- 
plaining the mjrstmes of generation^ with great audibility and 
dismaying knowledge. He was, in fact, a museum specimen 
of what a small town, a well-dbdplined public school, a tra- 
dition of hearty humor, and a pious mother could produce from 
the material of a courageous and ingenious mind. 

Carol was afraid of him. Far from protesting when he set 
his mongrd on a kitten, she wcnrked hard at not seeing him. 

The Kennicott garag^ was a shed littered with paint-cans, 
tods, a lawn-mower, a^ andent wisps of hay. Above it was 
a loft which Cy Bogart and Earl Haydock, young brother of 
Harry, used as a den, for smoking, hiding from whq>pings, 
and planning secret sodeties. They dimbed to it by a ladda: 
on the alley side of the shed. 

This morning of late January, two or three weeks after 
^^da's revelations, Carol had gone into the stable-garage to 
find a hammer. Snow softened her step. She heard voices 
in the loft above her: 

^Ah gee, le^— oh, lez go down the lake and swipe some 
mushrats out of somdxKly's traps,^ Cy was yawning. 

^ And get our ears beat off 1 '' grumbled Earl Haydock. 

'^ Gosh, these dgarettes are dandy. 'Member when we were 
just kids, and used to smoke corn-silk and hayseed? " 

"Yup. Gosh!'' 

Spit. Silence. 

*' Say Earl, ma says if you chew tobacco you get consump- 
tkm.'' 

** Aw rats, your old lady is a crank." 

« Yuh, that's so." Pause. *' But she says she knows a feha 
that did." 
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^ AWy gee whiz, didn't Doc Keiiiiicx>tt used to chew tobacco 
an the time before he married this-here girl from the Cities? 

He used to ^it Geel Some shoti He could hit a tree 

ten feet off." 

This was news to the girl from the Cities. 

'^ Say, how is she? " omtinued Earl. 

"Huh? How's who? '^ 

"You know who I mean, smarty.'* 

A tussle, a thun^uig of loose boeurds, silence, weary nar* 
ration from Cy: 

" Mrs. Kennicott? Oh, she's all rig^t, I guess." Relief to 
Carol, below. " She gimme a hunk o' cake, one time. But 
Ma sa3rs she's stuck-up as hdl. Ma's always talking about 
her. Ma says if Mrs. Kennicott thought as much nbout the 
doc as she does about her clothes, the doc wouldn't look so 
peaked." 

Spit. Silence. 

" Yuh. Juanita^ always talking about her, too," from EarL 
^ She says Mrs. Kennicott thinks die knows it all. Juanita 
says she has to laug^ till she almost busts every time she 
sees Mrs. Kennicott peerading along the street with that ^ take 
a look— I'm a s?rell sUrt ' way she's got But gosh, I dont 
pay no attention to Juanita. She's meaner 'ii a crab." 

" Ma was telling somebody that she heard that Mrs. Ken- 
nicott claimed she made forty dollars a week when she was 
on some job in the Cities, and Ma sa)rs she knows 
posolutdy that she never made but ei^teen a wedc— Ma sa)rs 
that when she's lived here a while she won't ro round making 
a fool of herself, pulling that bigbead stuff on folks that know 
a whole lot more than die does. They're all laughing up their 
Ideeves at her." 

'^ Say, jev^ notice how Mrs. Kennicott fusses around the 
house? Other evening when I was coming over h^e, she'd 
forgot to pull down the curtain, and I watched her for ten 
minutes. Jeeze, you'd 'a' died lau^^iing. She was there all 
alone, and she must 'a' spent five minutes getting a picture 
straight. It was funny as hell the way she'd stick out her finger 
to straig^toi ihe picture— deedle-dee, see n^ tunnin' 'ittle 
finger, oh my, ain't I cute, what a fine long tail my cat's goti ** 

** But say, Earl, she's some good-looker, just the same, and 
O Ignatzl the glad rags she must of bcmght for her wedding. 
Jever notice th^ low-cut dresses and these thin shimnor-shirti 
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the wean? I bad a good aquiiit at 'em lAnai tKey were out 
an the line with the wash* And some ankles she's got, heh? ^ 

Then Carol fled. 

In her innormrf she had not known that the whole town 
oouM diaciiss even her garments, her body. Sbe fdt that she 
was being dragged naked down Ifain Street. 

The moment it was dusk she pnUed down the window-shades, 
aD the shades, flush with the sill, but beyond them she f dt 
moist fleering eyes. 

m 

She remembered, and tried to forget, and remembered more 
flkarpky the vulgar detail of her husband's having observed the 
andent customs of the land by chewing tobacco. She would 
have p re f err e d a prettier vice—gambling or a mbtress. For 
these she mig^t have found a luxury of forgiveness. She could 
not remeniber any fasdnatini^ wicked hero of fictkm who 
chewed tobacco. She asserted that it proved him to be a man 
of the bdd free West. She tried to align him with the hairy- 
diested heroes of the moticm-pictures. ^e curled on the coudi, 
a pallid softness in the twilight, and fought hersdf, and lost the 
beetle. Spitting did not identify him with rangers riding the 
buttes; it merely bound him to Gopher Prakie— to Nat Hickt 
the taflor and Bert Tybee the bartender. 

^ But he gave it up for me. Oh, what does it matter! WeYe 
an filthy in some Uiings. I tUnk of mysdf as so superior, 
but I do eat and digest, I do wash my dir^ paws and scratch. 
I'm not a cool slim goddess on a column. There aren't anyl 
He gave it up for me. He stands by me, bdieving that every 
one loves me. He's the Rock of Ag»— in a storm of meanness 
that's driving me mad. ... it will drive me mad." 

An evening she sang Scotdi ballads to Komicott, and when 
she noticed that he was chewbig an imlighted dgar she smiled 
maternally at his secret. 

She could not escape asking (in the exact words and mental 
intonations which a thousand million women, dairy vrencfies 
and mischief-making queens, had used before her, and which 
a minion miUion women wfll know hereafter), '' Was it an 
a horrible mistake, my marrying him?" She quieted the 
doubt— without answering it 
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IV 

Kennicott bad taken her north to Lac-qui-Meart, in the Big 
Woods. It was the entrance to a ChiK>ewa Indian reservation^ 
a sandy settlement among Norway pines on the shore of a 
huge snow-glaring lake. She had her first sight of his mother, 
except the glimpse at the wedding. Mrs. Kennicott had a 
hushed and delicate breeding which dignified her woodeny over- 
scrubbed cottage with its worn hard cushions in heavy rockers. 
She had never lost the diild's miraculous power of wonder. 
She asked questions about books and dties. She murmured: 

^ Will is a dear hard-working bqy but he's mclined to be too 
serious, and you've taught h^ how to play. Last nig^t I 
heard you both laughing about the old Indian basket-seller, 
and I just lay in bed and enjoyed your happiness." 

Carol forgot her misery-hunting in this solidarity of family 
life. She could depend upon them; she was not battling alone. 
Watching Mrs. Kennicott flit about the kitchen she was better 
able to translate Kennicott himself. He was matter-of-fact, 
yes, and incuraKl£onature. He didn't really play; he let Carol 
play with him. But he had his mother's genius for^ trusting, 
her disdain for prying, her sure integrity. 

From the two days at Lac-qui-Meurt Carol drew confidence 
in herself, and she returned to Gopher Prairie in a throbbing 
calm like those golden drugged seconds when, because he % 
for an instant free from pain, a sick man revels in living. 

A bri^t hard winter day, the wind shrill, black and sUver 
clouds booming across the sky, eversrthing in panicky motion 
during the brief li^t. They struggled against the surf of wind, 
through deep snow. Kennicott was cheerful. He hailed Loren 
Wheeler, " Behave yourself while I been away? " The editor 
bellowed, '^ B' gosh you stayed so long that all your patients 
have got well! " and importantly took notes for iht Dauntless 
about their journey. Jadkson Elder cried, '' Hey, folksl How's 
tricks up North? " Mrs. McGanum waved to them from her 
porch. 

'' They're glad to see us. We mean something here. These 
people are satisfied. Why can't I be? But can I sit back 
all my life and be satisfied with ' Hey, folks '? They want 
shouts on Main Street, and I want violhis in a paneled 
Why ?'^ 
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Vkh Sherwin ran in after school a dozen times. She was 
tactful, torrentially anecdotal. She had scuttled about town 
and plucked compliments: Mrs. Dr. Westlake had pronounced 
Carol a 'Wery sweet, bright, cultured young woman/' and 
Brad Bends, the tinsmith at Clark's Hardware Store, had de- 
clared that she was '^easy to work for and awful easy to 
look at." 

But Carol could not yet take her in. She resented this 
outsider's knowledge of her shame. \^da was not too long 
tolerant. She hinted, ^ You're a great brooder, child. Buckiq> 
now. The town's quit criticizing you, almost entirely. Come 
with me to the Thanatopsis Qub. They have some of the 
best papers, and current-events discussions— 10 interesting." 

In \nda's demands Carol felt a compulsion, but she was too 
listless to obey. 

It was Bea Sorenson who was really her confidante. 

However charitable toward the Lower Classes she may have 
thought herself, Carol had been reared to assume that servants 
belong to a distinct and inferior species. But die discovered 
that Bea was extraordinarily like girls she had loved in college, 
and as a companion altogether superior to the young matrons 
of the Jolly Seventeen. Daily they became more frankly two 
girls plajdng at housework. Bea artlessly considered Card 
the most beautiful and accomplished lady in the country; she 
was always shrieking, ** My, dot's a swell hati " or, '^ Ay t'ink 
all dese ladies yoost die when dey see how elegant 3rou do 
your hair I " But it was not the humbleness of a servant, nor 
the hypocrisy of a slave; it was the admiration of Freshman 
for Junior. 

They made out the day's menus together. Thou^ they 
began with propriety, Carol sitting by the kitchen table and 
Bek at the shdL or blacking the stove, the conference was 
likely to end with both of them by the table, while Bea gin'gled 
over the ice-man's attempt to kiss her, or Carol admitted, 
" Ev^ybody knows that the doctor is lots more clever than 
Dr. McGanum." When Carol came in from marketing, Bea 
phmged into the hall to take off her coat, rub her fnstgA 
hands, and ask, " Vos dere lots of folks up-town today? " 

Hus was the welcome upon whidi Carol dq)ended. 
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VI 

Through her we^ of cowering there was no change in 
ber surface life. No one save \^da was aware of her agonixing. 
On her most despairing days she chatted to women on tte 
street^ in stores. But witlKmt the protection of Kennicott'a 
pesence she did not go to the Jolly Seventeen; she delivered 
herself to the judgment of the town only when she went shop- 
ping and on the ritualistic occasions of formal af temodn c^, 
when Mrs. Lyman Cass or Mrs. George Edwin Mott, with 
dean shoves and minute handkerchiefs uid sealskin card-cases 
and countenances of frozen approbation, sat on the edges of 
chairs and inquired, '^ Do you find Gopher Prairie pleasing? " 
Whoi they spent evenings of social profit-and-loss at the Kiy- 
dodu' or the Dyers' she hid behind Kennkotti playing the 
dmple bride. 

Now she was uiq>rotected. Kennicott had taken a patient 
to Rochester for an operati<nt He would be away for two 
or three days. She had not minded; she would loosen the 
matrimonial tension and be a fandful gbrl for a time. But 
now that he was gone the house was listoiing^ »ipty. Bea 
was out this afternoon— presumably drinking coffee and talk* 
ing about *' fellows '' with her cousin Tina. It was the day 
for the monthly supp&c and ev^iing-bridge of the Jolly Seven- 
teen, but Carol dared not go. 

She sat alone. 
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Tbb house was haunted, kmg bef(H:e evening. Shadows sl^iped 
down the waUs and waited bdiind every chair. 

Did that door move? 

No. She wouldn't go to the Jolly Seventeen. She hadn't 
energy enough to caper before them, to smile blandly at 
Juanita"^ rudeness. Not today. But she did want a party. 
Nowl If some one would come in thb aftemocm, some one 
who liked her— Vida or Sirs. Sam dark or old Birs. C3iamp 
Peny or gentle Ifrs. Dr. Westlake. Or Guy PollodLl She'd 
tdciAonf 

No. That wouldn't be it ThQr must come of themsdvca. 

Pexhaps they woukL 

Why not? 

She'd have tea rea^y, anyway. If they came— splendid. 
If not— iriiat did she care? Sht wasn't gpin to yield to the 
village and let down; she was gcnng to keep up a bdief in the 
tite of tea, to which she had always looked forward as the 
q^bol of a leisurely fine existence. And it would be just 
as much fun, even if it was so babyish, to have tea by heraelf 
and pretend that she was entertaining clever men. It 
wooldl 

She turned the shining thout^t into action. She bustled to 
the kitchen, stcd^ed the wood-range, sang Schumann urtiile she 
boiled the kettle, warmed iq> raisin cookies on a mewspapet 
wpnBd on the rack in the oven. She scanq)ered iq>-stairs to 
bring down her filmiest tea-cloth. She arranged a ^ver tray. 
She proudly carried it into the living-room and set it on the 
long cherrywood table, pushing aside a hoop of onbroidery, 
a ^ume of Conrad from the library* copies of the Saturday 
Bvemng Post, the Uterary Digest, and Kennicott's National 
Geograpkic Magazme. 

She moved the tray back and forth and regarded the effect 
She shodL her head. She busily unfolded the sewing-table^ 
tet it in Ae bay-window, patted the tea-doth to smnathnfn 
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moved the tray. '^ Some time 111 have a mahogany tea-tatde,** 
she said happfly. 

She had brought in two cups, two plates. For herself, a 
straight chair, but for the guest the big wing-chair, which she 
pantingly tugged to the table. 

She had finished all the preparations she could think of. She 
sat and waited. She list^ied for the door-bell, the tdqdione. 
Her eagerness was stilled. Her hands drooped. 

Surely Vida Sherwin would hear the summons. 

She glanced through the bay-window. Snow was sifting ovei 
the ridge of the Howland house like sprays of water from a 
hose. The wide yards across the street were gray with movhig 
eddies. The black trees shivered. The roadway was gashed 
with ruts of ice. 

She locked at the extra cup and plate. She looked at 
the wing-chair. It was so empty. 

The tea was cold in the pot. With wearily dipping finger- 
tip she tested it Yes. Qtute cdd. She couldnt wait any 
kmgor. 

Tbe cup across from her was idly dean, g^tenhigjy anpty. 

Simply absurd to wait. She poured her own cup of tea. She 
sat and stared at it What was it she was going to do now? 
CHi yes; how idiotic; take a lump of sugar. 

She didn't want the beastly tea. 

She was springing up. She was on the coudi, sobbhig. 



She was th&ddng more shuply than she had for weds. 

She reverted to her resolution to chauRe the town — awaken 
it, prod it, '' reform " it What if they were wolves instead 
of lambs? They'd eat her all the sooner if she was medL to 
them. Fight or be eaten. It was easier to change the town 
completdy than to conciliate iti Sbe could not take their point 
of view; it was a negative thing; an intellectual squalor; a 
swamp of prejudices and fears. She would have to make than 
take hers. She was not a Vincent de Paul, to govern and 
mold a people. What of that? The tiniest change in their 
distrust of beauty would be the beginning of the end; a seed 
to sprout and some day with thickening roots to crack their 
wall of mediocrity. If she could not, as she desired, do a 
peat thing nobly and with laughter, yet she need not be con 
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loit with village DOthiogDeflB. She would pfamt one seed in die 
blank wan. 

Was she just? Was it merdy a blank wall, this town whidi 
to three thoosand and more people was the center of the 
noivase? Hadn't she, returning from Lac-qui-Meurt, felt the 
heartiness of their greetings? No. The ten thousand Gopher 
Prairies had no monopoly of greetings and friendly hands. Sam 
Clark was no more loyal tluin girl librarians she knew in St 
Paid, the people she had met in Chicago. And those others 
had so much that Gopher Prairie complacently lacked— the 
world of gaiety and adventure, of music and the integri^ of 
btonze, of remembered mists from tropic isles and Paris n^ts 
and the walls of Bagdad, of industrial justice and a God ifbo 
spake not in doggerel hymns. 

One seed. Which seed it was did not matter. All knowl- 
edge and freedom were one. But she had delayed so long in 
Sliding that seed. Could she do something wiUi this Thana- 
topsis Qub? Or should she make her house so charming that 
it would be an influence? She*d make Kennicott like poetry. 
That was it, for a beginning! Sbt conceived so dear a picture 
of their bending over large hit pages Iqr the fire (in a n(»- 
eostent fircpbce) that tibe q>ectna jMresenccs slipped away. 
DoocB no kmger moved; curtains were not creq>ing shadows 
but lovdy dark masses in the dusk; and when Bea came home 
Carol was singing at the piano which she had not touched for 
many days. 

Their supper was the feast of two girls. Carol was in the 
dining-^tmn, in a frock of black satin edged with gold, and 
Bea, in blue gingham and an apron, dined in the kitdien; but 
the door was open between, wnd Carol was inquiring, *' Dkl 
you see any ducks in Dahl'k window? ^ and Bea rhanting; 
''No, ma'am. Say, ve have a svdl time, dis afternoon. Tina 
she have coffee and knackebrod, and her fella vos dere, and 
ve yoost laughed and laughed, and her fella say he vos president 
and he going to make me queen of Finland, and Ay stick a 
f edder in may hair and say Ay bane going to go to var— oh. 
It vos so foolish and ve fat^A so! '' 

When Carol sat at the piano again she did not think of 
her husband but of the book-druffled hermit, Giqr PoUock. 
She wished that PoUodL would come calling. 

'^ If a gbl reaUy kissed him, he'd creep out of his den and 
be human. If Will were as litaate as Giqr, or Giqr were it 
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cuficntive as WiD, I tbink I coidd endure even Gopher Pndrie. 

'* It's so hard to mother Will. I could be maternal with 
Guy. Is that what I want, something to mother, a man or 
a baby or a town? I wOl have a bat^. Some day. But to 
have him isolated here all hb receptive years 

''And so to bed. 

** Have I found my real levd fai Bea and kitchen-gossip? 

'' Oh, I do miss you. Will. Put it will be [deasant to tmn 
over in bed as often as I want to. without worrying about 
waking srou up. 

''Am I really this settled thhig called a 'married woman 7 
I fed so unmarried tonight So free. To think that there 
was once a Mrs. Kennicott who let herself worry over a town 
Gilled Gopher Prairie when there was a yAnde world outside 
iti 

"Of course WDl is going to like poetry.'' 

m 

A Mack Februaiy day. Oouds hewn of ponderous timber 
wei^ng down on the earth; an irresolute dropping of snow 
tpccks upon the trampled wastes. Gloom but no veiling of 
angularity. The lines of roofs and sidewalks sharp and in- 
escapable. 

The second day of Kennicott's absence. 

She fled from the creepy house for a walk. It was thirty 
below zero; too cold to exhilarate her. In the spaces between 
houses the wind caught her. It stung, it gnawed at nose and 
ears and aching cheds, and she hastened from shelter to 
shelter, catching her breath in the lee of a bam, grateful for 
the protection of a billboard covered with ragged posters show- 
ing layer under hyet of paste-smeared green and streaky red. 

The grove of oaks at the end of the street suggested Imlians, 
hunting, snow-shoes, and she struggled past the earth-banked 
cottages to the open country, to a farm and a low hill 
corrugated with hard snow. In her loose xmtria coat, seal 
toque, virginal cheeks unmarked by lines of village jealousies, 
she was as out of place on this dreary hillside as a scarl^ 
tanager on an ice-floe. She looked down on Gopher Prairie. 
The snow, stretching without break from streets to devouring 
^irie beyond, wiped out the town's pretense of being a shelter. 
|Ihe houses were black specks on a irtiite sheet. Ha heart 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET itj 

Mvered willi that still loodinm as lier ho&y shivered with 
flie wind. 

She ran back into the huddle of streets, all the wiiile pro- 
testmg that she wanted a dty^ ydlow ^e of shop-windows 
and restaurants, or the primitive forest with hooded furs and 
a rifle, or a baroyard warm and stean^, noisy with hens and 
cattle, certaudy not these dun houses, these yards dioked with 
winter ash-pUes, these roads of dir^ snow and clotted frozen 
mud. The zest of winter was gone. Three months more, till 
May, the cold might drag on, with the snow ever filthier, tlie 
weeJiened body 1^ resistent She wondered why the good 
citizens insbted on adding the chill of prejudice, why thqr 
did not make the houses of their spirits more warm and frivo* 
lous, like the wise chatterers of Stockholm and Moscow. 

She drgled the outskirts of the town and viewed the slum 
(rf '* Swede HoQow.'' Wherever as many as three houses are 
gathered there will be a slum of at least one house. In 
Gopher Prairie, the Sam darks boasted, ^* you don't get any of 
this pover^ that you find in dties-nalways plenty of work — 
no need of charity— man got to be blame shiftless if he don't 
get ahead.'' But now that the summa mask of leaves and 
grass was gone, Card discovered misery and dead hope. In 
a shack of thin boards covered with tar-paper she saw the 
washerwoman, Mrs. Stdnhof, working in gray steam. Outsid^ 
her siz-year-old boy chopped wood. He had a torn jacket, 
mufkr of a blue like skimmed milk. His hands were covered 
jith red mittens throu^ whidi protruded his chs^)ped raw 
knuckles. He halted to blow on them, to cry disinterestedly. 

A family of recently arrived Finns were camped in an aban- 
doned stable. A man of ei^ty was picking up Iwnops of coal 
akmg the raiboad. 

She did not know what to do about it. She fdt that these 
bidependent citizens, who had been taught that they belonged 
to a democracy, would resent her trsring to play lidy 
Bountiful. 

She lost her loneUness in the activity of the village indus- 
tries—the railroad-3^ards with a frdght-tnun switching, the 
wheat-devator, dl-tanks, a slaughter-house with blood-marks 
on the snow, the creamery with the sleds of farmers and piles 
ol milk-cans, an unexplained stone hut labeled ''Danger^ 
Powder Stored Here." The jolly tombstone-yard, where a 
MSitarian scul^Hor in a red cal&kln overcoat ?diistled as he 
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hammered the shiniest of granite headstones. Jackson Elder^ 
small planing-mill, with the smell of fresh pine shavings and 
the burr of circular saws. Most important, the Gopher Prairie 
Flour and Milling Company, Lyman Cass president Its win- 
dows were blanketed with flour-dust, but it was the most 
stirring spot in town. Workmen were wheeling barrels of flour 
bito a box-car; a farmer sitting on sacks of ^eat in a bob- 
sled argued with the uriieat-buyer; machinery within the mill 
boomed and whined; water gur^ed in the ice-freed mill-race. 

The clatter was a relief to Carol after months of smug 
houses. She wished that she could work in the mill; that 
she did not belong to the caste of professional-man's-wife. 

She started for home, through the small slum. Before a 
tar-paper shack, at a gateless gate, a man in rough brown 
dogskin coat and black plush cap with lappets was watching 
her. His square face was confident, his foxy mustache was 
picaresque. He stood erect, his hands in his side-pockets, his 
pipe pijffing slowly. He was forty-five or -six, perhaps. 

'' How do, Mrs. Kennicott," he drawled. 

She recalled him— the town handyman, who had repaired 
their furnace at the beginning of winter. 

" Oh, how do you do," she fluttered. 

<' My name 's Bjomstam. ' The Red Swede ' thqr call me. 
Remember? Always thought I'd kind of like to say howdy 
to you again." 

" Ye— yes I've been exploring the outskirts of town." 

''Yump. Fine mess. No sewage, no street cleaning, and 
the Lutheran minister and the priest represent the arts and 
sciences. Well, thunder, we submerged tenth down here in 
Swede Hollow are no worse off than you folks. Thank God, 
we don't have to go and purr at Juanity Haydock at the 
Jolly Old Seventeen." 

The Carol who regarded herself as completely adaptable 
was uncomfortable at being chosen as comrade by a pipe- 
leeking odd-job man. Probably he was one of her husbaikl's 
patients. But she must keep her dignity. 

''Yes, even the Jolly Seventeen isn't always so exciting. 
It's very cold again today, isn't it. Well " 

Bjomstam was not respectfully valedictory. He showed no 
signs of pulling a forelock. His eyebrows moved as though 
they had a life of their own. With a subgrin he went on: 

'' Maybe I hadn't ou^t to talk about Mrs. Haydock and 
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her Solemcholy Seventeen in that fresh way. I sq^pose I'd 
be tickled to death if I was invited to sit in with diat gang. 
I'm what they call a pariah, I guess. I'm the town badman, 
Mrs. Kennicott: town atheist, and I suppose I must be an 
anarchist, too. Everybody who doesn't love the bankers and 
the (kand Old Republican Party is an anarchist." 

Carol had unconsciously slipped from her attitude of de- 
parture into an attitude of listening, her face full toward him, 
her muff lowered. She fumbled: 

" Yes, I siq>pose so." Her own grudges came in a flood. ^' I 
dont see why you shouldn't criticize the Jolty Seventeen if 
you want to. 'Diey aren't sacred." 

*^ Oh yes, they are! The dollar-sign has chased the crudfiz 
dean off the map. But then, I've got no kick. I do ^Hiat 
I please, and I suppose I oug^t to let them do the same." 

" What do you mean by saying you're a pariah? " 

'* I'm poor, and yet I don't decently envy the rich. I'm an 
old bach. I make enough money for a stake, and then I sit 
around by myself, and shake hands with myself, and have a 
smoke, and read history, and I don't contribute to the wealth 
of Brother Elder or Daddy Cass." 

« You I fancy you read a good deal." 

^ Yep. In a hit-or-a-miss way. Ill tdl you: I'm a lone 
wdf . I trade horses, and saw wood, and work in lumber-camps 
— ^I'm a first-rate swanq>er. Always wished I could go to 
cdlege. Though I slpose I'd find it pretty slow, and th^'d 
probably kick me out." 

" You really are a curious person, Mr. " 

'^Bjomstam. Miles Bjomstam. Half Yank and half Swede. 
Usually known as * that damn hzy big-mouthed calamity-howler 
that ain't satisfied with the way we run things.' No, I ain't 
curious — ^whatever you mean by that I I'm just a bookworm. 
Proribably too much reading for the amount of digestion I've 
got. Probably half-baked. I'm going to get in ' half-baked ' 
first, and beat you to it, because it's dead sure to be handed 
to a radical that wears jeansi " 

They grinned together. She demanded: 

** You say that the Jolly Seventeen is stiq;>id. What makes 
you think so? " 

"(^ trust us bor^s into the foundation to know about 
your leisure class. Fact, Mrs. Kennicott, 111 say that far as 
I can make out, the only people in this man's town that do 
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liave any brains— I dont mean ledger-keeping brains or dndfi* 
bunting brains or baby-spanking brains, but real imaginative 
brains---are yon and me and Guy PoUodL and the foreman at 
die flonr-miU. He's a socialist, the foreman. (Dra't tdl 
Lym Cass thatl Ljon would fire a socialist quiver than he 
wonldahorse-thiefl)" 

"^ Indeed no, I sha'n't tcD hhn.'' 

^This foreman and I have some great set^o^. He'd a 
regular old-line party-member. Too dogmatic Eipects to 
reform everything from deforestration to nosebleed by sajing 
phrases like 'surplus value.' Like reading the prayer-book. 
But same time, he's a Plato J. Aristotle compared with people 
Uke Ezry Stowbody or Pn>f essor Mott or Julius Flirkerhau^,^ 

** It's interesting to hear about him." 

He dug his toe into a drift, like a scbooUxyy. ''Rats. Yo8 
mean I talk too much. Wdl, I do, when I get hold of some- 
body like you. You probably want to run along and keq> 
your nose from freezing.'' 

" Yes, I must go, I suppose. But tell me: Wlgr dkl jfon 
leave Miss 9ierwin, of the hig^ school, out of your list of Ae 
town intelligentsia? " 

" I guess maybe she does bdmig in it. Ftom all I can hear 
she's in everjrthing and behind eversrthing that looks Hke a 
reform— 4ot more than most folks realize. She lets Mrs. 
Reverend Warren, the i»esident of this-here Thanatopsis Club, 
think she's running the works, but Miss Sherwin is the secret 
boss, and nags all the easy-going dames into doing som^htaig. 

But way I figure it out You see, I'm not interested in these 

dinky reforms. Miss Sherwin's trying to repair the holes in 
this bamade-covered ship of a town by keeping busy bailing 
out the water. And Pdlock tries to repair it by reading poetry 
to the crewl Me, I want to yank it up on the wajrs, and fiie 
the poor bum of a shoemaker that built it so it sails crooked, 
and have it rebuilt right, from the ked up." 

" Yes— that— that would be better. But I must run home. 
If y poor nose is nearly frozen." 

" Say, you better come in aid get warm, and see ^rtiat an 
old bach'^ shade is like." 

She looked doubtfully at him, at the low shanty, the ynxd 
that was littered with cord-wood, moldy planks, a hoopless 
wash-tub. She was disquieted, but B jomstam did not give hei 
the QDPortunity to be ddicate. He flung out his hand in % 
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: gesture wbkh aasmned that she was her own comi* 
r, that At was not a Respectable Married Woman bnt f aDy 
a hnman benig. With a shaky, ''Welly just a moment, lo 
warm my nose/' she (^anced down the street to make sure 
that she was not spied on, and bdted toward the shanty. 

She remained for one hour, and never had she known a more 
considerate host than the Red Swede. 

He had but one room: bare pine floor, small wock-bendi, 
wan bunk with amaaingly neat bed, fryinj^fMn and ash- 
stqipled coffeo^t on the shdf bdiind the pot-bdlied canmm- 
ball stove, backwoods chaks— one constructed from half a 
barrel, one from a tilted phmk— and a row of books incredibly 
assorted; Byron and Teni^son and Stevenscm, a manual of 
gas-engines, a book l^ Thorstein Vdbksi, and a spotty treatise 
on "* The Care, Feeding, Diseases, and Breeding of Poultry 
and Cattle." 

There was but one picture— a magsrine color-plate of a 
steep-roofed village in the Harz Mountain^ which suggested 
kobolds and maidens with gdden hair. 

Bjomstam did not fuss over her. He suggested, '' Mig^t 
throw open yovar coat and put your feet up on the box in front 
qI die stove.'' He tossed his dogskin coat into the bunk, 
lowered himself into the barrd chair, and droned on: 

^ Yeh, I'm probaUy a yahoo, but by gum I do keep my 
independence by doing odd jobs, and that's more 'n these polite 
GQSses like the clerks in the banks do. When I'm rude to some 
slob, it may be partly because I dcn't know better (and God 
knows I'm not no authority on trick forks and what pants you 
wear with a Prince Albert), but mostly it's because I mean 
something. I'm about the only man in Jcdmson County that 
cemeDobers the joker in the Declaration of Independence about 
Amerkans bemg supposed to have the rig^t to ' life, liberty, 
^od the pursuit of happiness.' 

'' I meet old Ezra Stowbmfy on the street. He looks at 
toe Eke he wants me to remember he's a hi^^uckamuck and 
worth two htmdred thousand dollars, and he says, ' Uh^ B jom- 
quist ' 

'' 'Bjomstam's my name, Esra,' I says. JJe knows my name, 
an ti^sttt. 

** ' Wdl, whatever your name is,' he says, ' I understand you 
have a gasoline saw. I want you to come around and saw 
^> foor oQids ot maple for me,' he says. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Ii8 MAIN STREET 

^* ' So you like my looks, eh? ' I says, kind of iimocciPt, 

« < What difference does that make? Want you to saw that 
wood before Saturday/ he says, real sharp. Common work- 
man going and getting fresh with a fifth of a million dollars 
an walking around in a hand-me-down fur coatl 

^* * Here's the difference it makes/ I says, just to devil hiuL 
' How do you know I like yowr looks? * Maybe he didn't look 
sorel ' Nope,' I says, ' thinking it all over, I don't like your 
^^lication for a loan. Take it to another bank, only tiiere 
ain't any,' I says, and I walks off on him. 

'' Sure. Ftcbably I was surly— and foolish. But I figured 
there had to be one man in town independent enough to sass 
the bankerl " 

He hitched out of his chair, made coffee, gave Carol a 
cq>, and talked on, half defiant and half apologetic, half wist- 
ful for friendliness and half amused by her surprise at tte 
discovery that there was a prdetarian philosophy. 

At the door, she hinted: 

*' Mr. Bjomstam, if you were I, would you worry when 
people thought you were affected? " 

'< Huh? Kick 'em in the facet Say, if I were a sea-gull, 
and all over silver, think I'd care ^rtiat a pack of dirty seals 
fhou^t about my fljring?^ 

It was not the wind at her back, it was the thrust of B jom- 
stam's scorn which carried her throu^ town. She faced 
Juanita Haydock, cocked her head at Maud Dyer's brief nod, 
and came home to Bea radiant. She telephoned Vida Sherwin 
to '' run over this evening." She lustily played Tschaikowsky-^ 
the virile chords an echo of the red lau^iing philosopher of 
the tar-paper shack. 

(When she hinted to Vida, '^ Isn't there a man here who 
amuses himself by being irreverent to the village gods— Bjom- 
stam, some such a name? " the reform-leader said " Bjomstam? 
Oh yes. Fixes things. He's awfully inq>ertinent.") 

XV 

Kennicott had retumed at midni[[^t. At breakfast he said 
four several times that he had missed her every moment 

On her way to market Sam Clark hailed her, '< The top o' the 
momin' to yezi Going to stop and pass the time of day mil 
^aml? Warmer* eh? What'd the doc's thermometer say it 
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was? Say, yoo folks better come round and vUt with us, 
one of tb^ evenings. Dtm't be so dog-gcme proud, staying by 
youredvcs." 

Champ Perry the pioneer, wheat-buyer at the elevator, 
stopped her in the post-office, held her hand in his withered 
paws, peered at her with faded eyes, and chuckled, ** You are 
80 fresh and blooming, my dear. Mother was saying t'other day 
that a sight of you was better 'n a dose of medicine." 

In the Bon Ton Store she found Guy Pollock tentativdy 
biQring a modest gray scarf. ''We haven't seen you for so 
hmg,** she said. '' Wouldn't jrou like to come in and play crib- 
bage, some evening? " As though he meant it, Pollodc bq^ied, 
"May I, really?'' 

While she was purchasing two 3rards of malines the vocal 
Raymie Wuther^xxm tq>toed up to her, his long sallow face 
bobbing, and he besought, '' You've just got to come back to 
my fkpartment and see a pair of patent leather tlSppen I set 
a^de for you." 

In a manner of more than sacerdotal reverence he un- 
laced her boots, tucked her skirt about her ankles, slid on the 
8lin>ers. She took them. 

''You're a good salesman," she said. 

" I'm not a salesman at alll I just like degant things. All 
this is so inartistic" He indicated with a forlorn^ waving 
hand the shelves of shoe-boxes, the seat of thin wood per- 
forated in rosettes, the display of shoe-trees and tin boxes of 
Marking, the lithopaiA of a smirking young woman with cherry 
cheeks who prodaiined in the exalted poetry of advertisiw, 
*^ My tootsies never got hep to iriiat pedal perfection was tm 
I got a pair of clever dasqr Qeopatra Shoes." 

" But sometimes," Raymie sij^ed, " there is a pair of dainty 
little shoes like these, and I set them aside for some one who 
win ai^redate. When I saw these I said ri[[^t away, ' Wouldn't 
it be nice if they fitted Birs. Kennicott,' and I meant to speak 
to you first chance I had. I haven't forgotten our jolly taOcs 
at Mrs. Gurrcy'sl " 

Tlmt evening Guy Pollock came in and, though Kennicott 
instantly impressed him into a cribbage game, Carol was 
happy agaiii* 
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She did not, in recovering something of her buoyancy, f oigel 
her determination to begin the liberalizing of Gopher Prairie 
1^ the easy and agreeable propaganda of teaching Kennicott to 
enjoy reading poetry in the Uunplight The campaign was 
ddayed. Twice he suggested that they call on nd^ibors; 
once he was in the country. The fourth evening he yawned 
pleasantly, stretdied, and inquired, ''Wdl, w&tll we do 
tonight? Shall we go to the movies? ^ 

^ I know exactly what we're going to do. Now don't ask 
questions! Come and sit down by the table. There, are 
you comfy? Lean back and forget you're a practical man, 
and listen to me." 

It may be that she had been influenced by the managerial 
Vida Sherwin; certainly she sounded as though she was sell- 
big culture. But she drofi^ped it when she sat on the couch, her 
{Mti in her hands, a volume of Yeats on her knees, and read 
aloud. 

Instantly she was rdeased from the homely comfort of a 
prairie town. She was in the world of lonely thhigs--the flutter 
of twili^t linnets, the aching call of gulls along a shore 
to which the netted foam crept out of darkness, the island 
of Aengus and the dder gods and the eternal j^ories that 
never were, tall kings and women girdled with crusted gold, 
the wof ul incessant chanting and the 

*' Heh-cha-cha I ''coughed Dr. KennicoU. She stopped. She 
remembered that he was the sort of person who chewed tobacco. 
She g^ed, while he uneasily petitioned, *^ Tliat's great stuff. 
Study it in college? I Hke poetry fine— James Whitcomb 
Riley and some of Longfellow— this ^ Hiawatha.' Gosh, I wish 
I could appreciate that highbrow art stuff. But I guess I'm 
too dd a dog to learn new tricks." 

With pity for his bewOderment, and a certain desire to 
giggle, she consoled him, ''Then let's try some Tennyson. 
You've read him? " 

''Tennyson? You bet. Read him in school. There's that: 

And let there be no (what is it?) of farewell 
When I put out to sea. 
But let the 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET Ut 

Wdl» I dcmt remonber all of it but Ob, sorel And 

tbere"^ tbat ' I met a little country boy who— — ' I dont 
wmgnhrr eacactly bow it goes, but tbe cbonis ends vp, ' We 
ire aeven*' '' 

''Yes. Wdl SbaBweuy^Tlields^of theEing?' 

Ilicy're so fun of color.'' 

'^ Go to it. Shoot" But He hastened to shelter himsdf 
behind a cigar. 

She was not transported to Camdot She read with an 
eyt cocked on him, and iriien she saw how much he was 
suffering she ran to him^ssed his forehead, cried, ** You poor 
forced tube-rose that ^4mnts to be a decent tumipl ^ 

" Look here now, that ain't " 

'' Anyway, I aha'nt torture you any kmger.'' 
She could not quite give upb She roui Kipling, with a great 
4kal of emphasis; 

There's a REGIMENT a-COMING down the 
GRAND Trunk ROAD. 

He tapped his foot to the rfa3^thm; he looked normal and 
lesssared. But idien he compUmented her, '^ That was fine. 
I don't know but ^Aat you can docute just as good as Ella 
Stowbody," die banged die book and sugi^sted tlmt th^ were 
sot too late for the nine o'clock show at the movies. 

That was her last effort to harvest the April wind, to teadi 
divnie imbappiness by a correspondence course, to buy the 
fiUes of Avalon and the simsets of Cockaiicne in tin cans at 
(Me Jenson's Grocery. 

But the fact is diat at the motion-pictures she discovered 
hosdf laun^iing as heartfly as Kennicott at the humor of an 
actcv who stuffed q)aghetd down a woman's evening frodL. 
For a second she loathed her laughter; mourned for the day 
when on her hill by the MississipfH she had walked the batde- 
ments with queens. But the cdebrated cinema jester's con- 
ceit of dropping toads into a soup-plate flung her into unwill- 
ing tittering, adod the afterglow faded, the dead queens fled 
flrroug)! darkness, 

VI 

She went to the Jolly Seventeen's afternoon bridge. She 
tad learned the elements of the game from tbe Sam C3aikf. 
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She played quietly and reasonably badly. She had no opinions 
on an3rdiing more polemic than woolen union-suits, a t^ic cm 
which Mrs. Rowland discoursed for five minutes. She smiled 
frequently, and was the complete canary-bird in her manner 
of th^nlrine the hostess, Mrs. Dave Dyer. 

Her only anxious period was during the conference on hus- 
bands. 

The young matrons discussed the intimacies of domesticity 
with a frankness and a minuteness which dismayed Carol. 
Juanita HaydodJL communicated Harry's method of shaving, 
and his interest in deer-shootinp;. Mrs. Gougerling report^ 
fully, and with some irritation, her husband's inappreciation 
of Uver and bacon. Maud Dyer chronicled Dave's digestive 
disorders; quoted a recent bedtime controversy with him in 
regard to Qiristian Science, socks and the sewing of buttons 
upon vests; announced that she " simply wasn't going to stand 
his always pawing girls when he went and got crazy-jealous if 
% man just danc^ with her "; and rather more than sketched 
Dave's varieties of kisses. 

So meekly did Carol give attention, so obviously was she at 
last desirous of being one of them, that they looked on her 
fondly, and encoura^ her to give such details of her honey- 
moon as mi^t be of interest. She was embarrassed rath^ 
than resentful, ^e deliberately nusunderstood. She talked oi 
Kennicott's overshoes and medical ideals till they were 
thoroughly bored. They regarded her as agreeable but green. 

Till the end she labored to satisfy the inquidtion. She 
bubbled at Juanita, the president of the dub, that she wanted 
to entertain them. " (My," she said, " I don't know that I 
can give you any refreshments as nice as Mrs. Dyer's salad, 
or that simply delicious angel's-food we had at your housCL 
dear" 

" Fine! We need a hostess for the seventeenth of March. 
Wouldn't it be awfully original if you made it a St. Patrick's 
Day bridge! Ill be tickled to death to help you with it 
I'm glad you've learned to play bridge. At first I didn't hardly 
know if you were going to like Gq;>her Prairie. Isn't it dancfy 
that you've settled down to being homey with usl Maybe 
we aren't as highbrow as the Cities, but we do have the daisiest 
times and— oh, we go swimming in summer, and dances and — 
oh, lots of good times. If folks will just take us as we are, 
/ think we're a pretty good bunchl " 
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^nn sure of it. Thank you so much for the idea about 
having a St. Patrick's Day bridge." 

''Oh, that's nothing. I always think the Jolly Seventeen 
are so good at original ideas. If you knew these other towns, 
Wakamin and Joral^non and all, you'd find out and realize 
Oat G. P. is the liveliest, smartest town in the state. Did 
you know that Percy Bresnahan, the famous auto manufoc- 

turar, came from here and Yes, I think that a St. PatridL's 

Day party would be awfully cunning and (Miginal, and yet not 
too queer or freaky or anything." 
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She had often been invited to the weekly meetings of th 
Thanat(^)siSy the women's study chib, but she had pot it offr 
The Thanatopsis was, Vida Sherwin promised, '^ such a cozy 
groiq>, and yet it puts you in touch with all the intdlectual 
thoughts that are going on everywhere.'' 

Early in March Mrs. Westlake, wife of the vetaran physician^ 
march^ into Carol's living-room like an amiable old pussy 
and suggested, '^My dear, you really must come to tte 
Thanatopsis this aftanoon. Mrs. Dawson is going to be leader 
and the poor soul is frightened to death. She wanted me to 
get you to come. She sa3rs she's sure you will brighten vp 
Uie meeting with s^our knowledge of books and ¥Fritin9L 
^English poetry is our topic today.) So shool Put on your 
w\it! " 

''English poetry? Really? I'd love to go. I didn't reaBsi 
you were reading poetry." 

" Oh, we're not so slow! ^ 

Mrs. Luke Dawson, wife of the richest man in town, ffped 
at them piteously when they i4^>eared. Her eiqpensive frock 
of beaver-colored satin with rows, plasters, and pendants of 
solemn brown beads was intended for a woman twice her size. 
She stood wringing her hands in front of nineteen folding 
chairs, in her front parlor with its faded photogrs^h of Minne- 
haha Falls in 1890, its '' colored enlargement " of Mr. Dawson, 
its bulbous lamp painted with sepia cows and mountains and 
standing on a mortuary marble column. 

She creaked, '' O Mrs. Kennicott, I'm in such a fix. I'm 
supposed to lead the discussion, and I wondered would jroa 
come and help? " 

'' What poet do you take up today? " demanded Card, in 
her library tone of '' What book do you wish to take out? " 

" Why, the Enj^ ones." 

"Not an of them?" 

" W-why yes. We're learning all of European Utontur* 

134 
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this year. The dob gets such a nice magaane, Cidiure HbiU, 
and we follow its programs. Last year our subject was Men 
and Women of the Bible, and next year well probably take 
up Furnishings and China. My^ it does make a body hustle 
to keep up with all these new culture subjects, but it is im- 
proving. So will jrou hdp us with the discussion today? " 

On her way over Carol had decided to use the Thanatop^ 
as the tool with yAudi to liberalise the town. She had im- 
mediatdy amcdved enormous enthusiasm; she 1^ chuited, 
*^ These are the real people. When the housewives, irtio bear 
die burdens, are interested in poetry, it means son^thing. IH 
woA with them — for them — uiything! '' 

Her enthusiasm had become watery even before thirteen 
women resdut^ removed their overshoes, sat down meat^, 
ate peppermints, dusted their fingers, folded their hands, com- 
posed tibeir lower though, and invited the naked muse of 
poetry to ddiver her most iraptomig message. They had 
greeted Cared afifectionatdy, and she tried to be a daughter 
to them. But she felt insecure. Her chair was out in the 
open, eiposed to their gaze, and it was a hard-slatted, quivery. 
fSppiay diurdii[>arIor diair, likdy to odlapse publidy and 
w^iout warning. It was impossSde to sit on it without folding 
the hands and listening piocely. 

9ie wanted to kick tfie duur and run. It woidd make a 
magnificent datter. 

Sut saw that Vida Sherwin was watching her. She pindied 
her wrist, as though she were a noisy child in diurdi, and 
when she was dec^ and cramped again, she listened. 

Mrs. Dawson opened the meeting by sinking, '^Fm sure 
Fm ^bA to see j^ou all here today, tmd I understand that the 
ladies have prepared a nundl>er oi very interesting papers, this 
is sudi an interesting subject, the poets, they have been an 
in^Mration for higher thought, in fact wasn't it Reverend Ben- 
lidk lAo said that some of the poets have been as much an 
inpiration as a good many of the ministers, and so we shall 
be iM to hear "" 

The pooi lady smfled neuralgically, panted with fright, 
scrabbled about the small oak table to find her eye-g^Uisses, 
and continued, ''We will first have the pleasure of hearing 
Mrs. Jenson on the sid>ject ' Shakespeare and Milton.' " 

Bfo. Ole Jenson said that Shakespeare was bom in 1564 
aiKldiedx6x6. He lived in London, England* and in Stratford- 



Digitized by 



Google 



126 MAIN STREET 

on-Avon, which many American tourists loved to visit, a lovely 
town with many curios and old houses well worth examination. 
Many people believed that Shakespeare was the greatest play- 
wright who ever lived, also a fine poet. Not mudi ¥ras known 
about his life, but after all that did not really make so much 
difference, because th^ loved to read his numerous pla3rs, 
several of the best known of which she would now criticize. 

Perhaps the best known of his plays was '^ The Merchant of 
Venice," having a beautiful love story and a fine ^preciation 
of a woman's brains, yfhich a woman's club, even those who 
did not care to conmiit themselves on the question of suffrage, 
ought to appreciate. (Laughter.) Mrs. Jenson was sure that 
she, for one, would love to be like Portia. The play was 
about a Jew named Shylock, and he didn't want his daughter 
to marry a Venice gentleman named Antonio^— 

Mrs. Leonard Warren, a slender, gray, nervous woman, 
president of the Thanatopsis and wife of the Congregational 
pastor, reported the birth and death dates of Byron, Scott, 
Moore, Bums; and wound iq>: 

" Burns was quite a poor boy and he did not enjoy the 
advantages we enjoy today, excq>t for the advantages of the 
fine old Scotch kirk where he heard the Word of God preached 
more fearlessly than even in the finest big brick churches in 
the big and so-called advanced cities of today, but he did not 
have our educational advantages and Latin and the other 
treasures of the mind so richly strewn before the, alas, too 
ofttimes inattentive feet of our youth who do not alwa3rs 
sufficiently appreciate the privileges freely granted to every 
American boy rich or poor. Bums had to work hard and was 
sometimes led by evil companionship into low habits. But 
it is morally instmctive to know that he was a good studait 
BJki educated himself, in striking contrast to die loose wa3rs 
and so-called aristocratic sodety-life of Lord B3rron, on which 
I have just spoken. And certainly though the lords and earls 
of his day may have looked down upon Bums as a humble 
person, many of us have greatly enjoyed his pieces about the 
mouse and other rustic subjects, with their message of humble 
beauty — I am so sorry I have not got the time to quote some 
of them." 

Mrs. <^rge Edwin Mott gave ten minutes to Tennyson 
and Browning. 

Mrs. Nat Hicks, a wry-faced, curiously sweet woman, so 
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awed by her betters that Carol wanted to Uss ber, completed 
the day's grim task by a paper on '^ Other Poets." The other 
poets worldly of consideration were Coleridge, Wordsworth, 
9[ieDey, Gray, Mrs. Hemans, and Kipling. 

Miss Ella Stowbody obliged with a recital of ^' The Reces- 
sional " and extracts from '* Lalla Rookh.^' By request, she 
gave " An Old Sweetheart of Mine '' as encore. 

Gopher Prairie had finished the poets. It was ready for 
the next week's labor: English Fiction and Essays. 

Mrs. Dawson besought, ^' Now we will have a discussion of 
the papers, and I am sure we shall all enjoy hearing from one 
who we hc^ to have as a new member, Mrs. Kennicott, who 
with her splendid literary training and all should be able to 
give us many pointers and — ^many helpful pointers." 

Carol had warned herself not to be so ^'beastly super- 
cilious.'' She had insisted that in the belated quest of these 
work-stained women was an aspiration whidi ou^t to stir her 
tears. ''But they're so self-satisfied. They think they're 
doing Bums a favor. They don't believe they have a ' bdated 
quest.' Th^'re sure that they have culture salted and hung 
up." It was out of this stupor of doubt that Mrs. Dawson's 
summons roused her. She was in a panic. How could she 
spesk without hurting them? 

Mrs. Champ Perry leaned over to stroke her hand and 
whisper, '' You look tved, dearie. Don't you talk unless you 
want to." 

Affection flooded Carol; she was on her feet, searching for 
wmrds and courtesies: 

" The only thing in the way of suggestion I know 

you are following a definite program, but I do wish that now 
you've had such a splendid introduction, instead of going on 
with some other subject next year you coidd return and take up 
the poets more in detail. Especially actual quotations — even 
though their lives are so interesting and, as Mrs. Warren said, 
so morally instructive. And perhaps there are several poets 
not mentioned today whom it might be worth while considering 
— ^Keats, for instance, and Mat&ew Arnold and Rossetti and 
Swinburne. Swinburne would be such a — ^well, that is, such 
a contrast to life as we all enjoy it in our beautiful Middle- 
west " 

She saw that Mrs. Leonard Warren was not with her. She 
captured her 1:^ innocently continuing: 
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^ Unless ptthaps Swinbtinie tends to be, idi| more oatspokc n 
than you, tl^ we really like. What do you think, Mn. 
Warren?'' 

The pastor's wife decided, ** Why, you've caught my very 
thou^ts, Mrs. Kennicott Of course I have never read Swin- 
burne, but years ago, when he was in vogue, I remember Mr. 
Warren sa3ring that Swinburne (or was it Oscar Wilde? but 
ai^rway:) he said that thou^ many so-called intellectual 
people posed and pretoided to find beauty in Swinburne, there 
can never be genuine beauQr without the message from the 
heart. But at the same time I do think you have an excellent 
idea, and though we have talked about Furnishings and China 
as the probable subject for next year, I believe that it wouM 
be nice if the program committee would try to work in another 
day entirely devoted to English poetryl In fact, Madame 
Chairman, I so move you." 

When Mrs. Dawson^ cofiee and angel Wood had helped them 
to recover from the depression caused by thoughts of Shake> 
q;>eare's death thqr all told Carol that it was a pleasure to 
hiave her with them. The membership committee retired to 
the sitting-room for three minutes and dected her a m^nber. 

And she stopped being patronizing. 

She wanted to be one of them. They were so hyti and 
kind. It was thqr who would carry out her a^>iration. Her 
campaign against village sloth was actually beguni On what 
4>ecific reform should she first loose her army? During die 
gossip after the meeting Mrs. George Edwin Mott remarked 
that the city hall seemed inadequate for the ^loidid modem 
Gopher Ftairie. Mrs. Nat Hicks timidly ^rished that the 
young people could have firee dances there — ^the lodge dances 
were so ezdusive. The dty hall. That was it! Carol hurried 
home. 

She had not realized that Gopher Prairie was a dty. From 
Kennicott she discovered that it was legally organized with a 
mayor and dty-councfl and wards. She was ddi^ted by the 
simplidty of voting one's sdf a metropdis. Why not? 

9tie was a proud and patriotic dtizen, all evening. 



She examined the dty hall, next mondng. She had re- 
membered it only as a Ueak inconspicuoosness. She found it 
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m Bvcr-ooloredfnuiie coop lialf a block from litin Street. The 
front W9S an unrdieved wall of dapboords and dirty windows. 
It had an unobstructed view of a vacant lot and Nat Hicks's 
tailor 8hop. It was larger than the carpenter shop beside it» 
bot not so well built 

No one was about She walked into the ootridor. On one 
side was the municipal court, like a country sdiool; on the 
other, the room of the volunteer fire company, with a Ford 
bose-cart and tibe omammtal hdmets lued in parades; at 
the end of the ball, a filthy two<dl jail, now empty but smdl- 
ing of amnxmia and andent sweat The whole second stoiy 
was a large unfinished room littered with piles of fokling 
chafas, a lime<ruBted mortar-mixing box, and the skdetons el 
Fourdi of Jidy fbats covered with deconoposing plaster shields 
and foded red, wiiite, and Uue bunting* At the end was an 
abortive stage. The room was large enough for the community 
dances which Mrs. Nat Hicks advocated. But Carol was after 
something bigger than danres. 

In tfie aftemocm she scampered to the public library. 

The library was open three afternoons and four evei&agB a 
wedL It was homtA in an dd dwdUng, suffid^it but un* 
attractive. Card caught hersdf incturing pleasanter readings 
rooms, chairs for dukben, an art collection, a librarian young 
enough to experiment 

She berated hersdf , ^' Stop this fever of reforming every* 
ddng! I wJB be satisfied with the library! The dty hall is 
eno^ for a beginnmg. And it's really an excdlent library. 
Ifs— it isn't so bad. . . . Is it po8sa)le that I am to 
find dishonesties and stupidity in every human activity I en- 
ooonter? In sdiools and business and J9>vemment and every* 
tUi^? Is there never any contentment, never any rest? '' 

She diodL her head as though she were shaking off water, 
and hastmfd into the library, a yoimg, lig^t, amiable presence, 
modest in ud>uttoned fur coat, Uue suit, fresh orgaiidy collar, 
and tan boots roug^iened from scufBing snow. Miss Villets 
stared at bar, mid Carol purred, '^ I was so sorry not to see 
fon at the Thanatopsis yesterday. Vida sakl you mig^t come." 

'' Ob. You went to the Thanatopsis. Did you enjoy it? " 

*^ So mnch. Such good papers on the poets." Oirol lied 
rcsdirtely. ^ But I did think th^ shodd have had you give 
one of the papers on poetryl " 

'^Wdl Of course I'm not one of the bunch that seem to 
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have the time to take and run the club, and if they prefer 
to have papers on literature by other ladies who have no 
fiterary training— after all, why should I conq>lain? What 
am I but a city employee! " 

'^ You're notl You're the one person that does — that does— 

oh, you do so much. Tell me, b there, uh Who are the 

people who control the dub? " 

Miss Villets emphatically stamped a date in the front of 
*^ Frank on the Lower Mississippi ^ f or a small flaxen boy, 
{powered at him as though she were stanq)ing a warning on 
his brain, and si^ed: 

*^ I wouldn't put myself forward or criticize any one for the 
world, and Vida is one of n^ best friends, and sikJi a splendid 
teacher, and there is no one in town more advanced and in- 
terested in all movements, but I must say that no matter 
who the president or the committees are, Vida Sherwin seems 
to be behind them all the time, and thou^ she is alwa3rs 
tdling me about what she is pleased to call my ' fine work 
in Ae library,' I notice that I'm not ottta called on for papers, 
though Mrs. Lyman Cass once volunteered and told me that 
she bought my paper on ' The Cathedrals of England ' was 
the most interesting paper we had, the year we took up Eng^lish 

amd French travel and architecture. But And of course 

Mrs. Mott and Mrs. Warren are very impcutant in^ the dub, 
as you mig^t expect of the wives of the siq>erintendent of 
schools and the Congregational pastor, and indeed they are 

both very cultured, but No, you may regard me as en» 

tirdy unimportant I'm sure what I say doesn't matter a bit! " 

'* You're much too modest, and I'm going to tdl Vida so, 
and, uh, I wonder if you can give me just a teeny bit of yonr 
time and show me where the magazine files are kept? " 

She had won. She was profusely escorted to a room like a 
grandmother's attic, wh^e she discovered periodicals devoted 
to house-decoration and town-planning, with a six-year file of 
the National Geographic. Miss Villets blessedly left her alone. 
Himiming, fluttering pages with delighted fingers, Carol sat 
cross-legged on the floor, the magazines in heaps about her. 

She found pictures of New England streets: the dignity of 
Falmouth, the charm of Concord, Stockbridge and Farmington 
and HiUhouse Avenue. The fairy-1x>ok suburb of Forest Hills 
on Long Island. Devonshire cottages and Essex manors and 
a Yorkshire Hig^ Street and Port Sunlijo^t* The Arab village 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 131 

of Djeddah — an intricately chased jewd-box. A town in Cali- 
fornia which had changed itself from the barren brick fronts 
and slatternly frame sheds of a Main Street to a way whidi 
led the ^e down a vista of arcades and gardens. 

Assured that she was not quite mad in her belief that a 
small American town mig^t be lovdy, as well as useful in 
buying wheat and sdling plows, she sat brooding, her thin 
fingers playing a tattoo on her cheeks. She saw in Gopher 
Prairie a Georgian dty hall: warm brick walb with white 
dmtters, a fanlight, a wide hall and curving stair. She saw it 
(he common home and inspiration not only of the town but 
of the coimtry about. It diould contain the court-room (she 
couldn't get hersdf to put in a jail), public library, a collection 
of ezceUent prints, rest-room and modd kitchen for farmwives, 
theater, lecUnre room, free community ballroom, farm-bureau, 
gymnasjum. Forming about it and influenced by it, as 
medisval villages gathered about the castle, she saw a new 
Georgian town as graceful and bdoved as Annapolis or that 
bowery Alexandria to which Washington rode. 

All this the Thanatopsis Qub was to accomplish with no 
difficulty whatever, since its several husbands were the con- 
trdlers of business and politics. She was proud of hersdf for 
this practiod view. 

She had taken only half an hour to change a wire-fenced 
potato-plot into a walled rose-garden. She hurried out to ap- 
prize Mrs. Leonard Warren, as president of the Thanatopds, 
of the mirade which had heea worked* 



m 

At a quarter to three Carol had left home; at half-past four 
she had created the Georgian town; at a quarter to five she 
was m the dignified poverty of the Congregational parsonage, 
her enthusiasm pattering upon Mrs. Leonard Warren like sum- 
mer rain upon an old gray roof; at two minutes to five a town 
of demure courtyards and wdcommg dormer windows had 
hem erected; and at two minutes past five the entire town 
was as flat as Babylon. 

&ect in a black William and Mary chau: against gray and 
V>eddy-brown volumes of sennons and Bibliod commaitaries 
ttid Palestine geographies upon long pine shdves, her neat 
UadL shoes firm on a rag-rug, herself as correct and low-Umed 
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as her background, Mrs. Warm listened withoat comment till 
Ca^l was quite throu^, then answo'ed delicately: 

^ Yes, I think you draw a very nice picture of what mig^t 
easily come to pass^-^ome day. I have no doubt that sudi 
villages will be found on the prairie — some day. But if I mig^t 
make just the least little criticism: it seems to me that yoa 
are wrong in supposing either that the dty hall would be the 
proper start, or that the Thanatopsis would be the right in- 
strument. After all, it's the churches, isnt it, that are the 
real heart of the community. As you may possibly know, my 
husband is prominoit in Cragregational circles all throu^ tl^ 
state for his advocacy of church-union. He hopes to see aB 
die evangdical denominatkms joined in one strong body, op- 
posing OiAolicism and Oiristiw Science, and properly guiding 
aU movements that make for morality and prohibition. Here, 
the combined churches could afiford a splendid club-house, 
maybe a stucco and half-timber buOding with gargoyles and 
all sorts of pleasing decorations on it, which, it seems to me, 
would be lots better to impress the ordinary dass of peofde 
than just a plain old-fa^oned colonial house, such as yoa 
describe. And tluit would be the proper center for all educa- 
timal and pleasurable activities, instead of letting them fall 
into the hands of the politicians." 

^'I don't su[H[)ose it will take more than thirty or for^ 
years for die diurches to get together? " Carol said inno- 
cently. 

'^ Hardly that long even; things are moving so n^idfy. So 
it would be a mistake to make any other plans." 

Carol did not recover her zeal till two days after, when she 
tricxl Mrs. George Edwin Mott, wife of the superintendait of 
schools. 

Mrs. Mott commented, ** Personally, I am terribly busy with 
dressmaking and having the seamstress in the house and aB, 
but it would be ^lendid to have the other members of the 
Thanatopsis take up the questicm. Except for one thing: First 
and foremost, we must have a new schoolbuOding. Mr. Mott 
8a3rs they are terribly cramped." 

Carol went to view the old building. The grades and the 
hig^ school were combined in a danq> yellow-brick structure 
with the narrow windows of an antiquated jail — a hulk whidi 
expressed hatred and compulsory training. She conceded Mrs. 
Mott's demand so violently that for two days she dropped her 
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own campaign. Then she built the school and dty haU to- 
gether, as the center of the reborn town. 

She ventured to the lead-colored dwdlinx of Mrs. Dave Dyer. 
Bdund the mask of winter-stripped vines and a wide pordi 
aoiy a foot above the ground, the cottage was so imperaona^ . 
that Card could never visualize it. Nor could she remember 
anything that was mside it But Mrs. Dyer was personal 
enou^^. With Carol, Mrs. Rowland, Mrs. McGanum, and 
Vida 9ierwin she was a link between the Jolly Seventeen and 
the serious Thanatopais (in contrast to Juanita Haydock, who 
umecessarily boasted of being a ^lowbrow" ami publicly 
stated that she would ^ see basdf in jail before she'd write 
any darned oki dub papers ")• ^^^ ^^^ ^''^ s uperf e mi n ine 
ki die kimono in mbidx she recdved Card. Her skin was fine, 
pale, soft, suggesting a weak vduptuousness. At afternoon- 
coffees she had been rude but now she addressed Card as 
''dear," and insbted on being called Maud Carol did not 
quite know why she was uncomfortable in this talcum^xiwder 
atmosphere, but she hastened to get into the fresh air of her 
plans. 

Maud Dyer granted Aat the dty hall waso^ ^ so very nice^'' 
yet, as Dave aiud, there was no use doing anything about it 
ton thqr received an appropriation from the state and com- 
Ubed a new dty hall with a national guard armory. Davt 
had given verdict, ^' What these mouthy yomigsters that hang 
around tibe pod-room need is universal military training. Make 
men of 'em." 

Mrs. Dyer removed the new schoolbuihling from the dty 
haU: 

^ Ohf so Mrs. Mott has got you going on her scbod erase! 
She^bem dinging at that tOl everybody's 8k± and tired. What 
she reaify wants b a big oEke for her dear bald-headed Gawge 
to sit around and look important in. Of course I admire 
Mis. Mott, and I'm very fond of her, she's so brainy, even 
if fllHe does try to butt in and run the Thanatopsis, but I must 
say we're sic^ of her nagging. The dd buflding was good 
CBou^ for us when we were kidsl I hate these wodd-bf 
pditirians, dont you? " 
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IV 

The first week of March had fpven promise of spring and 
stirred Carol with a thousand desires for lakes and fields and 
roads. The snow was gone except for filthy woolly patches 
under trees; the thermometer leaped in a day from wmd-bitten 
chUl to itchy warmth. As soon as Carol was convinced that 
even in Uiis imprisoned North, ^ring could exist again, the 
snow came down as abruptly as a paper storm in a theater; 
the northwest gale flung it up in a half-blizzard; and with 
her hope of a glorified town went hope of summer meadows. 

But a week later, though the snow was everywhere in slushy 
heaps, the promise was unmistakable. By the invisible hints 
in air and sky aiid earth which had aroused her every year 
through ten thousand generations she knew that spring was 
coming. It was not a scorching, hard, dusty day like the 
treacherous intruder of a week before, but soaked with languor, 
softened with a milky lig^t. Rivulets were hurrying in each 
alley; a calling robin appeared by magic on the crab-apple 
tree in the Rowlands' 3rard. Everybody chuckled, ^^ Looks 
like winter is going,^ and '^ This 11 bring the frost out of the 
rosuls — ^have the autos out pretty soon now — ^wonder what kind 
of bass-fishing well get this summa*— ou^t to be good crops 
this year." 

Each evening Kennicott rq)eated, ** We better not take off 
our Heavy Underwear or the storm windows too soon — untight 
be 'nother ^ell of cold— got to be careful l)Out catching cold- 
wonder if the coal will last throuj;^? '' 

The expanding forces of life within her choked the desire 
for reforming. She trotted through the house, planning the 
q>ring cleaning with Bea. When she attended her second 
meeting of the Thanatopsis she said nothing about remaking 
the town. She listened respectably to statistics on Dickens, 
Thackeray, Jane Austen, George Eliot, Scott, Hardy, Lamb, 
De Quincey, and Mrs. Humphry Ward, who, it seemed, con- 
stitute the writers of English Fiction and Essays. 

Not till she inspected the rest-room did she again become 
a fanatic. She had often glanced at the store-building whidi 
had been turned into a refuge in which f armwives could wait 
while their husbands transacted business. She had heard ^^da 
Sherwin and Mrs. Warren caress the virtue of the Thanatc^is 
in establishing the rest-room and in sharing with the d^ 
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councQ the expense of maintaining it. But she had never en- 
tered it till this March day. 

She went in inq>ulsively; nodded at the matron, a plwnp 
worthy widow named Noddquist, and at a couple of farm- 
women who were meekly rocking. The rest-room resembled 
a second-hand store. It was furnished with discarded patent 
rockers, lopdded reed chairs, a scratched pine table, a gritty 
straw mat, old steel engravings of milkmaids being morally 
amorous under willow-trees, faded chromos of roses and fish, 
and a kerosene stove for warming lunches. The front window 
was darkened by torn net curtains and by a mound of ga:an- 
iums and rubber-plants. 

While she was listening to Mrs. Nodelquist's account of how 
mai^ thousands of farmers' wives used the rest-room every 
year, and how much they '' appreciated the kindness of the 
ladies in providing them with this lovdy place, and all free," 
she thought, ** Kindness nothing! The kind-ladies' husbands 
get the farmers' trade. This is mete commercial accommoda- 
tion. And it's horrible. It ou^^t to be the most cJiarming 
room in town, to comfort women sick of prairie kitchens. 
Certainly it ou^t to have a clear wmdow, so that they can 
see the metropolitan life go by. Some day I'm gdng to make 
a better rest-room--a dub-room. Whyl I've already planned 
that as part of n^ Georgian town halll " 

So it chanced that she was plotting against the peace of the 
Thanatopsis at her third meeting (whidi covert Scandmavian, 
Russian, and Polish Literature, with ronarks by Mrs. Leonard 
Warren on the sinful paganism of the Russian so-called 
church). Even before the entrance of ihe coffee and hot rolls 
Carol seized on Mrs. Champ Perry, the kind and anq)le- 
bosomed pioneer woman who gave historic dignity to the 
nxxiem matrons of the Thanatopsis. She poured out her 
{dans. Mrs. Perry nodded and stroked Carol's hand, but at 
the end she si^ed: 

'* I wish I could agree with you, dearie. I'm sure you're 
one of the Lord's anointed (even if we don't see you at the 
Baptist Church as often as we'd like to)l But I'm afraid 
you're too tender-hearted. When Champ and I came here 
we teamed-it with an ox-cart from Sauk Centre to Gopher 
Ptairie, and there was nothing here then but a stockade and 
a few sddiers and some log cabins. When we wanted salt pork 
md gunpowder, we sent out a man on horseback, and probably 
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he was shot dead by the Injuns before he got back. We 
ladies— of course we were all farmers at first — ^we didn't expect 
any rest-room in those days. My, we'd have thou^t the one 
they have now was simply degantl My house was roofed 
with hay and it leaked sometli^Dg terriUe when it raiiMd-^ 
only dry place was under a shelf. 

''And when the town gtew up we thought the new dty 
hall was real fine. And I don't see any need for dance-halls. 
Dancing isn't what it was, anyway. We used to dance modest, 
and we had just as much fun as all these yoimg folks do 
now with thdr terrible Turkey Trots and hugging and alL 
But if they must neglect the Lord's injunction that young girls 
ought to be modest, then I guess they manage pretty wdi at 
the K. P. Hall and the Oddf dlows', even if some of the lodges 
don't alwa3rs welcome a lot of these foreigners and hired 
hdp to all their dances. And I certainly dont see any 
need of a fami>bureau or this domestic sdence demonstratioo 
you talk about. In my day the boys learned to farm by honest 
sweating, and every gal could cook, or her ma learned her 
how across her kneel Besides, aint there a county agent at 
Wakamin? He comes here once a fortnight, maybe. That's 
enough monkQdng wi& this scientific &jrming---Chan9 says 
there's nothing to it waywaj. 

'' And as for a lecture hall— haven't we not the churches? 
Good deal better to listen to a good old-fashioned sermon than 
a lot of geogrq>hy and books and tlungs that nobody needs 
to know — ^more 'n enough heathen learning rig^t here in the 
Thanatopsis. And as for trjring to make a whole town in thi; 

Colonial architecture you talk about I do love nice things; 

to this day I run ribbons into my petticoats, even if Champ 
Perry does lai^ at me, the old villainl But just the same 
I don't believe any of us old-tuners would like to see the town 
that we wcHrked so hard to build being tore down to make a 
place that wouldn't look like nothing but some Dutch story- 
book and not a bit like the (dace we loved. And don't you think 
it's sweet now? AD the trees and lawns? And sikJi comfy 
houses, and hot-water heat and dectric lights and telq)hoQes 
and cement walks and everything? Why, I thought every- 
body from the Twin Cities iJways said it was such a beautiful 
*ownI" 

Carol forswore herself; declared that Gofdier Prairie bad 
the oolor of Algiers and die 0uety of Mardi Gras. 
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Tet the neit aftemocm she was pouncing 00 Mrs. Lyman 
Giss, tbe hook-nosed consort of die owner of the flour-inill. 

Mrs. Cass's parlor belonged to the crammed- Victorian school, 
as Mrs. Luke Dawson's belonged to the bare- Victorian. It was 
furnished on two principles: First, everything must resemble 
aom^hing dse. A rocker had a back like a l3rre, a near-leather 
seat imitating tufted doth, and arms like Scotdi Presbyterian 
fioos; with knobs, scrolls, shields, and spear-points on woh 
apecttd portions of the chair. Tlie second principle of the 
crammed-V^ctorian school was that every indi of the interior 
must be filled with useless objects. 

The walls of Mrs. Cass's parlor were {Mastered with ^ hand- 
painted ^ pictures, ^' buckeye " pictures, of birdi-trees, news- 
boys, pi9)pies, and church-steeples on Christmas Eve; with a 
plaque dq>icting the Exposition Building in MinnffgnJis, burnt- 
wood p(N?traits of Indieui chiefs of no tribe in particular, a 
pansy-decked poetic motto, a Yard of Roses, and the banners of 
the educational imtitutions attended by the Casses' two sons^- 
Chicopee Falls Business Qdlege and McGillicuddy University. 
One small square table contidned a cardnrecdver of painted 
china with a rim of wrought and gilded lead, a Family Bible, 
Grant's Memoirs, the latest novel by Mrs. Gene Stratton 
Pnter, a wooden model of a Swiss dialet ^diich was also a bank 
for dime9» a polished abakine shdl hdding one black-headed 
pin and one empty q>ool, a velvet pin-cushion in a gilded 
metal slqiper with '^ Souvenir of Trpy, N. Y." stamped on the 
Ice, and an unexplained red g|aas didi which had warts. 

Mrs. Cass's first remark was, ^I must show you all n^ 
pretty things and art objects.'^ 

She piped, after Carol's appeal: 

''I see. You think the New EniiMd villages and Colonial 
houses are so much more cunninic than these Middlewestem 
towns. I'm g^ you fed that way. You'll be interested to 
know I was bom in Vermont." 

^' And don't you think we out^t to try to make Gopher 



"" My gracious no! We can't afford it Taxes are much too 
Ul^ as it is. We ought to retrench, and not let the dty councfl 

spod another cent Uh Don't you think that was a grand 

paper Mrs. Westlake read about Toktoy? I was so glad 
she pointed out how all his silly socialistic ideas failed." 

WbMt Ifo. Cass said waa what Kenaicott said, that eveningr 
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Not in twenty years would the coundl propose or Gopher 
Fnurie vote the funds for a new city hall. 



Carol had avoided exposing her plans to Vida Sherwin. She 
was shy of the big-sister manner; Vida would either laug^ 
at her or snatch the idea and chani^e it to suit herself. But 
there was no other hope. When Vida came in to tea Carol 
sketched her Utopia. 

Vida was soothing but decisive: 

" My dear, you're all off. I would like to see it: a real 
gardeny place to shut out the gales. But it can't be done. 
What could the clubwomen accomplish? " 

''Their husbands are the most important men in town. 
They are the townl *' 

'' But the town as a separate unit is not the husband of the 
Thanatopsis. If you knew the trouble we had in getting the 
city coundl to spend the mon^ and cover the pumping-station 
with vines! Whatever you may think of Gopher Prairie 
women, th^'re twice as progressive as the men." 

'' But can't the men see the ugliness? " 

" They don't think it's u^y. And how can you prove it? 
Matter of taste. Why should th^ like what a Boston architect 
likes?" 

" What they like is to sell prunesl ^ 

'' Well, why not? An3rway, the point is that you have to 
work from the inside, with what we have, rather than from 
the outside, with foreign ideas. The shell ought not to be 
forced on the spirit. It can't be! The bright shell has to 
grow out of the spirit, and express it. That means waiting. 
If we keep after the dty council for another ten years th^ may 
vote the bonds for a new school." 

'' I refuse to bdieve that if they saw it the big men would 
be too tight-fisted to spend a few dollars eadi for a building — 
think!— dancing and lectures and plays, all done co-opa:a- 
tivdy! " 

'' You mention the word ' co-operative ' to the merchants and 
they'll lynch you! The one thing they fear more than nuul- 
order houses is that farmers' co-operative movements may get 
started." 

*' The secret trails that lead to scared pocket-books! AiwasfBr 
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in eveiything! And I don't have any of the fine melodrama 
of fiction: the dictagraphs and ^>eedies by torchlight. Ite 
merely blocked by stiq>idity. Oh^ I know I'm a fool. I dream 
of Venice, and I live in Archangel and scold because the 
Northern seas aren't tender-colored. But at least they sha'n't 
keep me from loving Venice, and sometime 111 run away*— * 
Ail right. No more." 
She flung out her hands in a gesture of renunciation. 

vx 

Early May; wheat springing iq> in blades like grass; corn 
and potatoes being planted; the kuid humming. For two days 
there had been steady rain. Even in town the roads were a 
furrowed welter of mud, hideous to view and difficult to cross. 
Main Street was a black swamp from curb to curb; on residence 
streets the grass parking beside the walks oozed gray water. 
It was prickly hot, yet the town was barren under the bleak 
8^. Softened neither by snow nor by waving boughs the 
houses squatted and scowled, revealed in their u&empt harsb- 



As she dragged homeward Card looked with distaste at her 
day-loaded rubbers, the smeared hem of her skirt. She passed 
Lyman Cass's pinnacled, dark-red, hulking house. She waded 
a streaky yellow pool. This morass was not her home, she 
insisted. Her home, and her beautiful town, existed in her 
mind. They had already been created. The task was done. 
What she really had been questing was some one to share them 
with her. Vida wovvld not; Kennicott could not. 

Some one to share her refuge. 

Suddenly she was thinking of Guy Pollock. 

She dismissed him. He was too cautious. She needed a 
spirit as young and unreasonable as ho* own. And she would 
nevo- find it. Youth would never come smging. She was 
beaten. 

Yet that same evening she had an idea which solved the 
rebuilding of Gopher Prairie. 

l^thin ten minutes she was jerking the old-fashioned bdl- 
pun of Luke Dawson. Mrs. Dawson op^ed the door and 
peered doubtfully about the edge of it. Carol ki^ed her 
cheek, and frisked into the lugubrious sitting-room. 

^ Well, well, you're a si^t for sore eyesl " chuckled Mr. 
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Dawson, dropping his newspaper, pushing his spectades badL 
on his forehead. 

^' You seem so excited/' sighed Mrs. Dawson. 

^' I am! Mr. Dawson, aren't you a millionaire? " 

He cocked his head, and purred, " Wdl, I guess if I cashed 
in on all my securities and farm-holdings and my interests in 
iron on the Mesaba and in Northern tinker and cut-over lands, 
I could push two million dollars pretty close, and I've made 
every cent of it by hard work and having the sense to not go 
out and spend every " 

'^ I think I want most of it from youl " 

The DawscMis glanced at each ottier in appreciation of the 
jest; and he durped, '^ You're worse than Reverend BenlidLl 
He don't hardly ever strike me for more than ten dollars— 
at a timel " 

'' I'm not joking. Imeanitl Your children in the Cities are 
grown-up and wdl-to-do. You don't want to (fie and leave 
your name unknown. Why not do a big, original thing? Why 
not rebuild the whole town? Get a great aurchitect, and have 
him plan a town that would be suitable to the prairie. FahapB 
he'd create some enturdy new form of architecture. Then tear 
down all these shamUing buildingii ^" 

Mr. Dawson had decUed that die really did mean it He 
wailed, '^ Why, that would cost at least ^ree or four millkni 
doQarsl " 

^' But you alone, just one man, have two of those milHonsI ^ 

^^ Me? ^>end all my hard-earned cash on building houses 
for a lot of shiftless tn^gars that never had the sense to save 
their money? Not that I've evo* been mean. Mama could 
alwa3rs have a hired girl to do the work— "lAen we could find 
one. But h& and I have worked our fingers to the bone and — 
speod it on a lot of these rascals ? " 

*^ Pleasel Don't be angryl I just mean— I mean Oh, 

not speod all of it, of course, but if yon led off the list, and 
the others came in, and if tl^y heard you talk about a more 
attractive town ^" 

''Why now, child, youVe got a lot of notions. Beddes, 
what's the matter with the town? Looks good to me. IVe 
had people that have travded all over the world tell me time 
and again that Gopher Prairie is the prettiest place in die 
Middlewest. Good enough for anybody. Certainly good 
enoui^ f or Mama and me. Beddesl Mama and me are pbo- 
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amg to go out to F^jadena and boy a bungiJow and live 
tbere." 



vn 

She had met Mfles B jornstam on the street For the second 
of welcome encounter this woi^man with the bandit mustadie 
and the muddy overalls seemed nearo* than any one dse to 
the credulous youth which she was seddng to fij^t beside her^ 
and she told him, as a cheerful anecdote, a little of her story. 

He grunted, ** I never thought I'd be agreeing with Old Man 
Dawson, the penny-pinching old land-thief— aiMl a fine briber 
he 18, too. But you got the wrcmg slant. You arent one of 
die peofde— yet. You want to do something for the town. I 
donti I want the town to do something for itsdf . We dont 
want old Dawson's money— not if it's a ^h, with a strteg. 
Well take it away from him, because it bdongs to us. You 
got to get more' iron and cussedness into you. Come jdn Ui 
cheerful bums, and some day— when we educate oursdves and 
quit being bums — well take things and run 'em strai^t" 

He had changed from her friend to a cynical man in over- 
alls. She could not rdish the autocracy of "* cheerful bums." 

She forgot him as she tramped the outskirts of town. 

She luui ref^aced the dty hall project by an entirdy new 
and hi^ly exhilarating thought of how little was done for 
these impicturesque poor. 

vm 

The spring of the plains is not a reluctant virgin but brazen 
and soon away. The mud roads of a few days ago are powdery 
dust and the puddles beside them have hardened into lozenges 
of black sleek earth like cracked patent leather. 

Carol was panting as she crept to the meeting of the Thana- 
topsis program committee whidi was to decide the subject for 
next fiJl and winter. 

Madam Chairman (Ifiss Ella Stowbody in an oyster- 
colfred Mouse) asked if there was any new business. 

Carol rose. She suggested that the Thanatopsis oug^t to 
hdp the poor of the town. She was ever so correct and mDdem. 
She did not, she said, want diarity for them, but a chance of 
aetf-belD; an empkymest bureau, direction in wadiing babiea 
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and making pleasing stews, possibly a municipal fund for home- 
building. " What do you think of my plans, Mrs. Warren? '^ 
she concluded. 

Speaking judiciously, as one related to the church by mar* 
riage, Mrs. Warren gave verdict: 

" I'm sure we're all heartUy in accord with Mrs. Kennicott 
in feeling that wherever genuine poverty is encountered, it is 
not only noblesse oblige but a joy to fulfil our duty to the less 
fortunate ones. But I must say it seems to me we should 
lose the whole point of the thing by not regarding it as charity. 
T^y, that's the chief adornment of the true Christian and the 
church! The Bible has laid it down for our guidance. 'Faith, 
Hope, and Charity* it says, and, * The poor ye have with ye 
always,' which indicates that there never can be anything to 
these so-called scientific schemes for abolishing charity, never 1 
And isn't it better so? I should hate to thixdc of a world in 
which we were deprived of all the pleasure of giving. Besides, 
if these shiftless folks realize they're getting charity, and not 
something to which they have a right, they're so much more 
grateful." 

'' Besides," snorted Miss Ella Stowbody, " they've been fool- 
ing you, Mrs. Kennicott. There isn't any real poverty here. 
Take that Mrs. Steinhof you speak of: I send her our washing 
whenever there's too much for our hired girl — ^I must have 
sent her ten dollars' worth the past year alone t I'm sure Papa 
would never approve of a city home-building fund. Papa says 
these folks are fakers. Especially all these tenant farmers 
that pretend they have so much trouble getting seed and ma- 
chinery. Papa says they simply won't pay their debts. He 
says he's sure he hates to foreclose mortgages, but it's the only 
way to make them respect the law." 

" And then think of all the clothes we give these people! " 
said Mrs. Jackson Eldo*. 

Carol intruded again. '^ Oh yes. The clothes. I was going 
to speak of that. Don't you think that when we give clothes 
to the poor, if we do give them old ones, we ou^t to mend 
them first and make them as presentable as we can? Next 
Christmas when the Thanatopsis makes its distribution, 
wouldn't it be jolly if we got together and sewed on the dothes, 
and trimmed hats, and made them " 

" Heavens and earth, they have more time than we havel 
They ought to be mighty ^)od and grateful to get anything 
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DO matter wbtit shape it's in. I know I'm not going to sit 
and sew for that laz/ Mrs. Vopni, with all I've got to do! " 
8na{q>ed Ella Stowbody. 

They were glaring at Carol. She reflected that Mrs. Vc^ni, 
whose husband had been killed by a train, had ten childr^. 

But Mrs. Mary Ellen Wilks was smiling. Mrs. Wilks was 
the proprietor of Ye Art Shoppe and Magazine and Book Store, 
and the reader of the small Oiristian Science church. She . A 
made it all dear: L.^ ^ ^ 

^ If this dass of people had an understanding of Sdence and d ^ ^ . ^ 
that we are the children of God and nothing can harm US|^A v' 
they wouldn't be in error and poverty." M^ 

Mrs. Jackson Elder confirmed, '^ Besides, it strikes me the "^ 
dub is already doing enough, with tree-pLamting and the anti- 
fly campaign and the responsibility for the rest-room — ^to say 
nothing of the fact that we've talked of trying to get the 
railroad to put in a park at the stationl " 

'* I think so too! " said Madam Chairman. She glanced 
uneasily at Miss Sherwin. " But what do you think, Vida? " 
YidsL smiled tactfully at each of the committee, and an- 
nounced, '^Well, I don't bdieve we'd better start anything 
more rig^t now. But it's been a privilege to hear Carol's dear 
generous ideas, hasn't it! Oh! There is one thing we must 
dedde on at once. We must get together and (Yq[>ose any move 
on the part of the Minneapolis dubs to dect another State 
Federation president from the Twin Cities. And this Mrs. 
Edgar Potbury they're putting forward — I know there are 
people who think ^e's a bri^t interesting speaker, but I 
regard her as very shallow. What do you say to my writing 
to the LaJce Ojibawasha Qub, telling them that if their district 
wfll support Mrs. Warren for second vice-president, well sup- 
port tl^ Mrs. Hagdton (and such a dear, lovely, cultivated 
wmnan, too) for president." 

''Yes! We ought to show up those Minnes^lis folks! " 
Ella Stowbody said addly. " And oh, by the way, we must 
oppose this movement of Mrs. Potbury's to have the state clubs 
come out definitely in favor of woman suffrage. Women 
haven't any place in politics. They would lose all their dainti- 
ness and chsum if diey became involved in these horried plots 
and log-rolling and aJl this awful political stuff about scandal 
and personalities and so on." 
All— save one— nodded. Th^ interrupted the formal 
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bosiness-ineeting to discass Mrs. Edgar Potbiffy's Insbaiid, 
Mrs. Potbury's income^ Mrs. Potbury's sedan, Mrs. Potbinry^ 
residence, Mrs. Potbury's oratorical style, Mrs. Potbury's man- 
(burin evening coat, Mrs. Potbury's coiffure, ukI Mrs. Potbury's 
altogether reprehoisible influence on the State Federatkm of 
Women's Qubs. 

Before the program committee adjourned they took three 
minutes to decide which of the subjects suggested by the 
magazine Culture HkUs, Furnishings ajid China, or The Bible 
as Literature, would be better for the coming year. There 
was <Hie annoying incident. Mrs. Dr. Kennicott Interfax 
and showed off again. She commented, ^'Don% you think 
that we already get enough of the Bible in our diurches and 
Sunday Schoob? " 

Mrs. Leonard Warren, somendiat out of order but much 
more out of temper, cried, ^' Wdl upon my wordl I didn*t 
su[qx)se there was any one who f dt that we could get enough 
of the Biblel I guess if the Grand Old Book has withstood 
the attacks of infideb for these two thousand years it is wortk 
our slig/U condderationl ^ 

^ Oh, I didn't mean '' Carol begged. Tnasmudi as she 

did mean, it was hard to be eztremdy ludd. ^ But I wish, 
instead of limiting oursdves dther to the Bible, or to anecdotes 
about the Brothers Adam's wigs, which CuUure HpUs seems 
to regard as the significant point about furniture, we couM 
study some of the really stirring ideas that are springing vip 
today— whether it's chemistry or anthropology or labor prob* 
lems — ^the things that are going to mean so terribly much." 

Everybody deared h& pdite throat. 

Madam Chairman inquired, ^* Is there any other (fiscussion? 
Will some one make a motion to Bdopt the suggestion of Vids 
Sherwio— to take up Fumbhings and China? ^ 

It was adopted, unanimously. 

'' Chedunatel " murmured Carol, as she hdd up her hand. 

Had she actually believed that she could plant a seed of 
liberalism in the blank wall of mediocrity? How had she 
fallen into the folly of dying to plant anydiing whatever in a 
wall so smooth and sun-glazed, and so satisfying to the happy 
deq[>ers within? 
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One wedL of antbentic ^ring, one rare sweet week of May, 
one tranquil moment between the blast of winter and the charge 
of summer. Daily Carol walked from town into flashing 
country hysteric with new life. 

One enchanted hour when she returned to youth and « 
belief in the possibility of beauty. 

She had walked nordiward toward the iq^>er shore of Plover 
lake, taking to the railroad track, whose directness and dry- 
ness make it the natural hig^iway for pedestrians on the 
(dains. She stei^)ed from tie to tie, in loi^ strides. At each 
road-crossing she had to crawl over a cattle-guard of sharpened 
tinibers. She walked the rails, balancing with arms eztoidedy 
cautious heel before toe. As she lost balance her body bent 
over, her arms revolved wfldly, and when she tiq)pled she 
hugged aloud. 

The thick grass beside the track, coarse and prickly with 
many burnings, hid canary-yellow buttercups and the mauve 
petals and woolly sage-green coats of the pasque flowers. The 
brandies of the kinnikinic brush were red and smooth as 
lacquer on a saki bowl. 

S3ie ran down the gravelly embankment, smiled at children 
gathering flowers in a little basket, thrust a handful of the 
soft pasque flov^ers into the bosom of her white blouse. Fields 
of q[Minging wheat drew her from the straight propriety of the 
railroad and she crawled throu^ the rusty barbed-wire feoct. 
Sht followed a furrdw between low wheat blades and a fidd of 
rye which showed silver lights as it flowed before the wind. 
9ie found a pasture by the lake. So sprinkled was the pasture 
with rag-baby blossoms and the cottcmy herb of Indian tobacco 
that it spread out like a rare dd Persian carpet of cream 
and rose and ddicate green. Under her feet the rou^ grass 
made a pleasant crundiing. Sweet winds blew from the sunny 
lake beside her, and smtdl waves sputtered oa the meadowy 
ahore. She leaped a tiny creek bowered in pus^-willow budi. 

us 
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She was nearing a frivolous grove of birch and poplar and 
wOd plum trees. 

The poplar foliage had the downiness of a Corot arbor; 
the green and silver trunks were as candid as the birches, as 
slender and lustrous as the limbs of a Pierrot. The cloudy 
ipdiite blossoms of the plum trees filled the grove with a 
springtime mistiness widch gave an illusion of distance. 

She ran into the wood, crying out for joy of freedom regained 
after winter. Choke-cherry blossoms lur^ her from the outer 
sun-warmed spaces to depths of green stillness, where a sid>- 
marine light came through the young leaves. She walked 
pensively along an abandoned road. She found a moccasin- 
flower beside a lichen-covered log. At the end of the road 
she saw the open acres— dq)ping rolling fidds bright with 
wheat. 

" I bdievel The woodland gods still live! And out tho-e, 
the great land. It's beautiful as the mountains. What do 
I care for Thanatq)sises? " 

She came out on the prairie, spacious under an arch of boldly 
cut clouds. Small poob glittered. Above a marsh red-wing^ 
blackbirds chased a crow in a swift melodrama of the air. 
On a hill was silhouetted a man following a drag. His horse 
bent its neck and plodded, content 

A path took her to the Corinth road, leading back to town. 
Danddions glowed in patches amidst the wild grass by the 
way. A stream golloped through a concrete culvert b^ieath 
the road. She trudged in healthy weariness. 

A man in a bumping Ford rattled up beside her, hailed, 
« Give you a lift, Mrs. Kennicott? '* 

<< Thank you. It's awfully good of you, but I'm enjoying the 
walk." 

'' Great day, by golly. I seen some wheat that must of 
been five inches high. Wdl, so long." 

She hadn't the dimmest notion who he was, but his greeting 
warmed her. This countryman gave her a companionship 
whidi she had never (whether by her fault or theirs or ndther) 
been able to find in the matrons and commercial lords of the 
town. 

Half a mile from town, in a hollow between hazdnut bushes 
and a brook, she discovered a gipsy encampment: a covered 
wagon, a tent, a bunch of pegged-out horses. A broad- 
shouldered man was squatted on his heeb, holding a frying- 
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pan over a can p-fire. He looked toward her. He was Mfles 
BjcMDstam. 

" Well, well, what you doing out here? '* he roared. " Come 
have a hunk o' bacon. Pete I Hey, Petel " 

A tousled person came from behind the covered wagon. 

'* Pete, here's the one honest-to-God lady in my bum town. 
Come on, crawl in and set a coiq>le minutes, Mrs. Kennicott 
I'm hiking off for all summer.'' 

The Red Swede staggered up, rubbed his cranq>ed knees, 
lumbered to the wire fence, held the strands apart for her. 
She unconsciously smfled at him as she went throtigh. Her 
skirt caught on a barb; he carefully freed it 

Beside this man in blue flannel shirt, baocy khaki trousers, 
uneven su^>enders, and vile felt hat, she was small and 
exquisite. 

Tlie surly Pete set out an upturned bucket for her. She 
lounged on it, her elbows on her knees. ''Where are you 
going? " she asked. 

^ Just starting off for the summo*, horse-trading." B jom- 
stam chuckled. His red mustache caught the sun. '' Regular 
hoboes and public benefactors we are. Take a hike like this 
every once in a while. Sharks on horses. Buy 'em from 
farmers and seU 'em to others. We're honest — frequently. 
&eat time. Camp along the road. I was wishing I had a 

chance to say good-by to you before I ducked out but 

Say, you better come along with us." 

"I'd like to." 

** WhOe you're playing mumblety-peg with Mrs. Lym Cass, 
Pete and me will be rambling across Dakota, throu^^ the 
Bad Lands, into the butte country, and when fall comes, 
well be crossing over a pass of tiie Big Horn Mountains, 
maybe, and canq> in a snow-storm, quarter of a mile right 
straight up above a lake. Then in the morning well lie snug 
in our blankets and look up throu^^ the pines at an eagle. 
How'd it strike you? Heh? Eagle soaring and soaring all 
day — big wide sky " 

" Don't I Or I will go with you, and I'm afraid there mi^t 
be some slight scandal. Perhaps some day 111 do it. Good-by." 

Her hand disappeared in his blackened leather glove. From 
the turn in the road she waved at hun. She walked on more 
soberly now, and she was lonely. 

But the wiieat and grass were sleek velvet under the sun- 
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set; the prairie doiids were tawny gold; and she swimg happily 
into Main Street. 



Through the first days of June she drove with Kennicott oo 
Us calls. She identified him with the virile land; she admired 
him as she saw with what tespect the farmers ob^ed him. 
She was out in the early chill, after a hasty ciq> of coffee, 
reaching open country as the fresh sun came up in that 
unspoilt world Meadow larks called from the tops of thin 
q>lit faice-posts. The wild roses smdled dean. 

As they returned in late afternoon the low sun was a 
solemnity of radial bands, like a heavenly fan of beaten gold; 
the limidess circle of the grain was a green sea rimmed with 
fog, and the willow wind-breaks were palngr isles. 

Before July the close heat blanketed them. The tortured 
earth cradked. Farmers panted throu^ com-fidds bdiind 
cultivators and the sweating flanks of horses. While she waited 
for Kennicott in the car, before a farmhouse, the seat burned 
bar fingers and her head adied with the glare on fenders and 
hood. 

A black thunder-shower was followed by a dust storm wfaii^ 
turned the sky yellow with the hint of a coming tornado. 
Impalpable black dust far-borne frmn Dakota covered the 
inner sills of the dosed windows. 

The July heat was ever more stifling. They crawled al<mg 
Main Street by day; they found it hard to 8leq> at nig^t. They 
brought mattresses down to the living-room, and thrashed ai^ 
turned by the open window. Ten times a night they talked of 
gohig out to soak themsdves with the hose and wade throu^ 
the dew, but they were too listless to take the trouble. Ost 
cool evenings, when they tried to go walking, die gnats ap- 
peared in swarms ^diich peppered thdr faces and caught in 
their throats. 

She wanted the NcMlhem pines, the Eastern sea, but Kenni- 
cott declared that it would be *^ kind of hard to get away, just 
naw/^ The Health and Improvement Gmmiittee of the 
Thanatopsis asked her to take part in the anti-fly can^aign, 
and she toiled about town persuading housdiolders to use the 
fly-traps furnished by the dub, or giving out money prises to 
fly-tfwattuig children. She was loyal emm^ but not ardeo^ 
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■nd without ever quite intenc&ig to^ she htgui to neglect tbc 
task as heat sucked at her strenxth. 

Kennicott and she motored North ukI spent a week with 
Us mother — that is, Carol spent it with his mother^ wUie he 
fished for bass. 

The great event was their purchase of a summer cottage, 
down on Lake Minniemashie. 

Perhaps the most amiable feature of life in Gopher Prairie 
was the sununer cottages. Tt^ were merely twonroom 
shanties, with a seepage of broken-down chairs, peding veneered 
laUes, duxMnos pasted on wooden walls, and inefiKdent kerosene 
stoves. They were so thin-walled and so dose together that 
you could— and did— hear a baby being spanked in the fifth 
cottage off. But they were set among ehns and lindens on a 
bhiff Yihich locked across the lake to fields of ripened irbeeit 
doping up to green woods. 

Here the matrons forgot social jealousies, and sat goss^ing 
in gingham; w, in old bathuig-suits, surrounded by hysterical 
chfldren, they paddled for hours. Carol joined than; she 
docked shriddng small boys, and hdped baSies construct sand- 
basins for unfortunate minnows. She liked Juanita Haydock 
and Maud Dyer ^en die hdped than make picnic-supper 
for the men, who came motoring out from town each evening. 
9ie was easier and more natural with them. In the debate 
as to whether there diould be veal loaf or poached ^g on hash, 
she had no chance to be her^cal and oversensitive. 

They danced sometimes, in the evening; they had a minstrd 
dow, with Kennicott surprisin^y good as oid-man; always 
they were endrded by children wise in the lore of woodchuda 
and gophers and rafts and willow whistles. 

If they could have continued this normal barbaric life Carol 
wmdd have been the most enthusiastic dtizen of Gaphet 
Prairie. She was rdieved to be assured that she did not want 
bookish conversation alone; that she did not expect the town 
to become a Bohemia. She was content now. She did not 
critidze. 

But in September, when the year was at its richest, custom 
dictated that it was time to return to town; to remove the 
children from the waste occupation of learning the earth, and 
send them back to lessons about the number of potatoes whidi 
(hi a ddi^tful worid untroubled by commission-houses or 
diortages in frdght-cars) William sold to Jdm. The 



Digitized by 



Google 



150 MAIN STREET 

who had che^fully gone bathing all summar looked doubtful 
when Carol begged, " Let's keep up an outdoor life this winter, 
let's slide and skate." Their hearts shut again till spring, and 
the nine months of cliques and radiators and dainty refresh- 
ments began all over. 



m 

Carol had started a salon. 

Since Kennicott, Vida Sherwin, and Guy Pollock were her 
only lions, and since Kennicott would have preferred Sam 
Qark to all the poets and radicals in the entire world, her 
private and self-defensive clique did not get beyond one 
evening dinner for Vida and Guy, on her first wedding an- 
niversary; and that dinner did not get beyond a controversy 
regarding Raymie Wutherspoon's yearnings. 

Guy PoIIodc was the gentlest person ^ had found here. 
He spoke of her new jade and cream frock naturally, not 
jocosely; he held her chair for h& as they sat down to dinno*; 
and he did not, like Kennicott, internet her to shout, ** Oh 
say, spesddng of that, I heard a good story today." But Giqr 
was incurably hermit. He sat late and talked hard, and did 
not come again. 

Then she met Champ Perry in the post-office— and decided 
that in the history of the pioneers was the panacea for Gq)her 
Prairie, for all of America. We have lost their sturdiness, ^e 
told hersdf . We must restore the last of the veterans to power 
and follow them on the backward path to the integrity of 
Lincoln, to the gaiety of settlers dancing in a saw-mill. 

She read in the records of the Minnesota Territorial Pio- 
neers that only sixty years ago, not so far back as the birth 
of her own father, four cabins had composed Gopher Prairie. 
The log stockade which Mrs. Champ Perry was to find when 
she trekked in was built afterward by the soldiers as a defense 
against the Sioux. The four cabins were inhabited by Maine 
Yankees who had come up the Mississippi to St. Paul and 
driven north over virgin prairie into virgin woods. They 
groimd their own com; the men-folks shot ducks and pigeons 
and prairie chickens; the new breakings yielded the turnip- 
like rutabagas, which they ate raw and boiled and baked and 
raw again. For treat they had wild plums and crab-apples and 
tiny wild strawberries. 
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Grasshoppa^ came darkening the sky, and in an hour att 
the farmiprife's garden and the farmer's coat. Precious horses, 
painfully brought from Illinob, were drowned in bogs or 
stampeded by the fear of blizzards. Snow blew throu^ the 
chinks of new-made cabins, and Eastern children, with flowery 
muslin dresses, shivered all winter and in summer were red 
and black with mosquito bites. Indians were every^ere; thqr 
camped in dooryards, stalked into kitchens to danand dough- 
nuts, came with rifles across their backs into schoolhouses and 
begged to see the pictures in the geogn^>liies. Packs of timber^' 
wdves treed the children; and the settlers found dens of rattle- 
snakes, killed fifty, a hundred^ in a day. 

Yet it was a buoyant life. Carol read enviously in the 
admirable Minnesota chronicles called ^^ Old Rail Fence Cor* 
ners ^ the reminiscence of Mrs. Mahlon Black, who setded in 
Stilhnter in 1848: 

*^ There was nothing to parade over in those days. We todi 
it as it came ^nd had happy lives. . . . We would all 
gather together and in about two minutes would be having 
a good time— playing cards or dancing. ... We used to 
waltz and dance contra dances. None of these new jigs and 
not wear any clothes to speak of. We covered our hides in 
those dajrs; no ti^^t skirts like now. You could take three or 
four steps inside our skirts and then not reach the edge. One 
of the boys would fiddle a while and then some one would 
^dl him and he could get a dance. Sometimes they would 
dance and fiddle too." 

She reflected that if she could not have ballrooms of gray 
and rose and crystal, she wanted to be swinging across a 
puncheon-floor with a dancing fiddler. This smug in-between 
town, which had exchanged '* Money Musk " for phonographs 
grincUng out ragtime, it was neither the heroic old nor the 
sophisticated new. Couldn't she somehow, some yet un- 
iniagined how, turn it back i ) simplicity? 

She herself knew two of the pioneers: the Penys. Chan^ 
Teny was the buyer at the grain-elevator. He weighed wagons 
of wheat on a raixgfi platform-scale, in the cracks of which the 
kernels sprouted every spring. Between times he napped in 
the dusty peace of his office. 

She caJled on the Perrys at their rooms above Rowland & 
Gould's grocery. 

When they were ahready dd they had lost the money, 
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wiudi they bad invested in an elevator. Th^ had given vp 
their beloved yellow brick house and moved into thee rooms 
ov^ a store, which were the Gopher Prairie equivalent of a 
flat. A broad stairway led from the street to the vppa loll, 
along ^(iiich were the do(M^ of a lawyer's office, a dentist's, 
a pl^tographer's ''studio/' the lodge-rooms of the Affiliated 
Otdex of ^)artans and, at the back, the Penys' apartment. 

They received her (their first caller in a month) with aged 
fluttering tenderness. Mrs. Perry confided, '' My, it^ a shame 
we got to entertain you in such a cramped place. And there 
ain't any water ezcq>t that ok iron sink outside m the haU, 
but stUl, as I say to Champ, beggars can't be choosers. 'Sides, 
die brick house was too big for me to sweep, and it was way 
out, and it's nice to be living down here among folks. Yes, 

we're ^ad to be here. But Some day, maybe we can 

have a house of our own again. We're saving up Oh, 

dear, if we could have our own homel But ttoe rooms are 
real nice, ain't thQrl " 

As old people will, the worid over, thQr had moved as nmdi 
as possible of their familiar furniture into this small space. 
Carol had none of the superiority she felt toward Mrs. Ljrman 
Cass's plutocratic parlor. She was at home hae. She noted 
with tenderness all the makeshifts: the darned chair-arms, the 
patent rocker covered with sleazy cretonne, the pasted strips 
of paper mending the birch-bark napkin-rings labeled " Papa ^ 
and ''Mama." 

She hinted of her new enthusiasm. To find one oi the 
^]roung folks " who took them seriously, heartened the Perrys, 
and she easily drew from them the principles by ^liiich Gopher 
Prairie should be bom again— shouki again become anwiring 
to live in. 

This was their philosophy complete • • . in the era of 
aeroplanes and syndicalism: 

The Baptist Church (and, somewhat less, the Methodist, 
Congregational, and Presbyterian Churches) is the perfect, tb^ 
di>n£ely ordained standard in music, oratory, philanthropy, and 
ethics. " We don't need all this new-fanned science, <Mr this 
terrible High^ Criticism that's ruining our young men in 
colleges. What we need is to get back to the true Word of 
God, and a good sound belief in hdl, like we used to have 
it preached to us." 

The Rqmblican Party, the Grand Old Tnity of Blaine and 
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JfcKinlqr, is the agent of the lord and of the Bi^tist Cliiirch 
in tonporal affairs. 

All socialists ought to be hanged. 

" Hardd Bell Wright is a lovdy writer, and he teaches such 
good morals in his novels, and folks say he's made prett' near 
a mOlicm dollars out of 'em." 

People who make more than ten thousand a year or leas 
than ei^t hundred are wicked. 

Europeans are still wickeder. 

It di]«6n't hurt any to drink a glass of beer on a warm day, 
bat anybody who touches wine is headed strai^t for hdL 

Virgins are not so virginal as they used to be. 

Nobody needs drug-store ice cream; fie is good enouj^ for 
uxybody. 

The farmers want too much for thdr wheat 

The owners of the devator-compaiqr expect too much for the 
salaries they pay. 

There would be no more troid)le or discontent in the world 
if everybody worked as hard as Pa did when he cleared our 
first fann* 



CamTs hero-worship dwindled to pdite nodding, and the 
nodding dwindled to a desire to escape, and she went home 
with a headache. 
Next day she saw MOes B jomstam on the street 
'^ Just hack from Montana. Great summer. Pumped my 
lungs chuck-fun of Rocky Mountain air. Now for another 
whirl at sassing the bosses of Gopher Prairie." She smiled at 
him, and the Perrys faded, the pioneers faded, till they were 
bat daguerreotypes in a Uack walnut cupboard. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

She tried, more from loyalty than from desire, to call iqxxi 
the Perrys on a November evening when Kennicott was away. 
They were not at home. 

IJke a diild who has no one to play with she loitered through 
the dark hall. She saw a light under an office door. Sue 
knocked. To the person who (^>ened she murmured, " Do yoa 
hiq^n to know where the Perrys are? '' She realized thai 
it was Guy Pollock. 

''I'm awfully s(»Ty, Mrs. Kennicott, but I don't know. 
Won't you come in and wait for them? " 

" W-why " she obsaved, as she reflected that in Gopher 

Prairie it is not decent to call on a man; as she decided that 
no, really, she wouldn't go in; and as she went in. 

'' I didn't know your office was up here." 

'' Yes, office, town-house, and ch&teau in Picardy. But yoa 
can't see the ch&teau and town-house (next to the Duke of 
Sutherluid's). They're beyond that inner door. They are a 
cot and a wash-stand and my other suit and the blue crept tie 
you said you liked." 

'' You remanber my saying that? " 

** Of course. I always shall. Please try this chair." 

She glanced about the rusty (ffice--gaunt stove, shdvfs 
of tan law-books, desk-chair filled with newspapers so long 
sat i9>on that they were in holes and smudged to grasrness. 
Tliere were only two things which suggested Guy Pollock. On 
the green felt of the table-desk, between legal blanks and a 
dotted inkwell, was a cloisson^ vase. On a swing shdf was a 
row of books unfamiliar to Gopher Prairie: Mosher editions 
of the poets, black and red German novels, a Charles Lamb in 
crushed levant. 

Guy did not sit down. He quartered the office, a grayhound 
on the scent; a grayhound with glasses tilted forward on his 
thin nose, and a silky indecisive brown mustache. He had a 
golf jacket of jersey, worn through at the creases in the sleeves. 
She noted that he did not apologize for it, as Kennicott wouU 
have done. 
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He made convarsation: ** I didn't know 3^00 were a bosom 
friend of the Perrys. Champ is the salt of the earth but some- 
how I can't imagine him joining you in embolic dancing, or 
making improvements on the Diesel engine.'' 

" No. He's a dear soul» bless him, but he belongs in the 
NatiCHial Museum, along with General Grant's sword, and 

I*m Oh, I suppose I'm seeking for a gospd that wiD 

evangelize Gopher Prairie." 

"Really? Evsmgdize it to what? '' 

^ To anything that's definite. Seriousness (Mr f rivolousness or 
both. I wouldn't care nhether it was a laboratory or a cami- 
vaL But it's merely safe. Tell me, Mr. Pollock, what is the 
matter with Gophor Prairie? " 

*< Is anything the matter with it? Isn't there perhaps some- 
thing the matter with you and me? (May I jdn you hi the 
honpr of havuig someUiing the matter?) '' 

*" (Yes, thanks.) No, I thmk it's the town." 

^ Because they enjoy skating more than biology? " 

" But I'm not only more interested in bidogy than the Jolly 
Seventeen, but also in skating! Ill skate with them, or 
dide, or throw snowballs, just as gladly as talk with you." 

("Cai not") 

C^Yes!) But they want to stay home and embrdder." 

^ Perhaps. Vm not defending the town. It's merely 

Vm a confirmed doubter of myself. (Probably I'm oniceited 
about my lack of conceiti) Anjrway, Ciopher Pnurie isn't 
particularly bad. It's like all villages in all countries. Most 
{daces that have lost the smell of earth but not yet acqmred 
the smell of patchouli-— or of factory-smoke — are just as sus- 
{ridous and righteous. I wonder if the small town isnt, with 
some lovely ezcq;>tions, a social appendix? Some day these 
dun market-towns may be as obsolete as monasteries. I can 
imagine the farmer and his local store-manager going by 
monorail, at the end of the day, into a dty more charming 
than any William Morris Utopia — music, a university, dubs 
for loafers Vke me. (Lord, how I'd like to have a real dub! ) " 

She asked impulsivdy, '* You, idiy do you stay here? " 

" I have the Village Virus." 

^It smmds dangerous." 

** It is. More dangerous than the cancer that will certainly 

ft me at fifty unless I stop this smoking. The Village Vutis 
the germ which— it's extraordinarily like the hook-worm— it 
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infects ambitioiB people who stay too long in the provinoes. 
Youll find it eindanic among lawyers and doctors and ministea 
and cdlcge^bred merchants — all these peofde who have had a 
glimpse of the world that thinks and laug^, but have retoraed 
to their swan^. I'm a perfect eomple. But I sha'n't pester 
you with n^ doliMrs.'' 

'^ You won't And do sit down, so I can see you.'' 

He dropped into the shrining desk-chair. He looked 
squarely at ho:; she was conscious of the pupils of his eyes; of 
the fact that he was a man, and lonely. Tl^y were embarrassed. 
Thqr daborately g^bmced away, and were relieved as he weal 
on: 

'' The diagnosis of my Village X^rus is simple enou^ I 
was bom in an CHiio town about the same size as Gopher 
Prairie, and much less friendly. It'd had more generations in 
which to form an oligarchy of respectability. Here, a stranger 
is taken in if he is correct, if he likes hunting and motoring and 
God and our Senator. Tliere, we didn't take in even our own 
till we had conten](>tuousIy got used to them. It was a red- 
brick Ohio to?m, and the trees made it damp, and it smdkd of 
rotten apples. The country wasn't like our lakes and prairie. 
There were small stufi^^ corn-fields and brick-yards and greaqr 
oil-wells. 

^* I went to a denominational coUege and learned that since 
dictating the Bible, and hiring a perfect race of ministers to 
eqdain it, God has ne/er done much but creep around and try 
to catch us disobesring it From college I went to New York, 
to the Columbia Law Schod. And for four years I lived* 
CA, I won't rhapsodiase about New York. It was diity and 
noi^ and breathless and g^tly eipensive. But compared with 

ibe moldy aoulemy in which I had been smothered 1 I 

went to qrmphonies twice a wedL. I saw Irving and Teriy 
and Duse and Bernhardt, from the top gallery. I walked kk 
Grama-QT Park. And I read, oh, everything. 

« Through a coushi I learned that Julius Flickerbaug^ wn 
sick and needed a partner. I came here. Julius got wcfl. He 
didn't like my way of l(»fing five hours and then ddng my 
work (really not so badly) in one. We parted. 

'' When I first came here I sw(H:e I'd ' keep up my int^ests.' 
Very loftyl I read Browning, and went to Minnesqx>lis for the 
dieaters. I thou^t I was 'keeping up.' But I guess the 
VBlage ViruB had me afready. I was reading four copies ol 
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dmtp ficdoii-magaxioes to me poem. I'd put off the Mia- 
neapolis ti^ till I simply bsd to go there oo a lot of kgal 
matters. 

^ A few years ago I was taDuiig to a patent lawyer from 

Ouaigo, aiid I rea^Uzed that I'd always felt so siq>erior 

to people like Julius Flickerbaugh, but I saw that I was as 
pfOTindal aad bdund-the-times as Julius. (Worse! Julius 
plows through the LUersry Digest and the Outlook faithfully, 
while I'm turning over pages of a book bf CSiarles Flandrao, 
tiiat I alreatd^ know by heart) 

''I (kdded to leave here. Stent resolution. Grasp the 
workL Then I found that the Village Virus had me, absdutei 
I didn't want to face new streets and younger men— ireal com- 
petitioo. It was too easy to go on making out conveyances 
and arguing ditching cases. So—— That's afi of the biography 
of a living dead man, excq>t the diverting last chapter, the lies 
aboot my having been ' a tower of stren^ and 1^ wisdom ' 
wlndi some day a preacher will spin over my lean dry body." 

He looked down at his taUe-desk, fingering the starry 
cnamded vase. 

She could not comment. She pictured hersdf runnhig across 
the room to pat his hair. She saw that his lq)s were firm, 
midcr his soft faded mustache. She sat still, and maundered, 
''I know. The Village Virus. Perhaps it will get me. Some 

day 11m going Oh, no matter. At least, I am making you 

taSkX Usually you have to be pdite to my gamdousness, but 
now Vm sitting at your feet" 

^ It would be rather nice to have you literally utting at vosy 
feet, by a fire." 

''Would yovL have a fireplace for me?" 

'' Naturallyl Hease don't snub me nowl Let the oU man 
nve. How old are 3rou, Carol? " 

"Twenty-six, Giqr." 

*^ Twenty-six I I was just leaving New Yod;, at twoQty-siz. 
I hesurd F^tti shig, at twenty-sa. /^ now I'm forty-seven. I 
fed like a chikl, yet I'm old enough to be your father. So it's 
decently paternal to imagine you curled at my feet ... Of 
coarse I hope it isn't, but well reflect the morals of Gopher 
Biurie by ofiBdaUy announcing that it isl • . . These stand- 
ards that you and I live up tol There's one thing that's the 
matter wkh Gopher Prairie, at least with the ruling-dasa 
(them is a raUi^-cIaas, despite all our professions of demoo- 
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racy). And the penalty we tribal rulers pay is that our sub- 
jects watdi us every mhiute. We can't get wfaolesom^ drunk 
and relax. We have to be so correct about sex morals, and 
incon^icuous clothes, and doing our amunerdal trickery only 
in the traditional ways, that none of us can live up to it, and we 
become horribly hypocritical. Unavoidably. The widow-rcb- 
bing deacon of fiction can't hdp being hypocritical. The 
widows themselves demand iti They adirdre his unctuousnesa* 
And look at me. Suppose I did dare to make love to— some 
exquisite married woman. I wouldn't admit it to mysdf. I 
gig^e with the most revolting saladousness over La Vie PariP' 
ienne, when I get hold of one in C3iicago, yet I shouldn't even 
try to hold your hand. I'm broken. It's the historical Ang^ 
Suon way of making life miserable. . . . Oh, my dear, I 
haven't talked to asxyhoiy about myself and all our sdves for 
years." 

""Gi^l Can't we do something with the town? Really?" 

** No, we can'tl " He disposed of it like a judge ruling out 
an improper objection; returned to matters less uncomfortably 
energetic: ^'Curious. Most troubles are unnecessary. We 
have Nature beaten; we can make her grow wheat; we can keep 
warm when she sends blizzards. So we raise the devil jusi 
for pleasure— wars, politics, race-hatreds, labor-disputes. Here 
in Gopher Prairie we've cleared the fields, and become soft, 
so we make ourselves unhi4)py artificially, at great expense and 
exertion: Methodists disliking Episcopalians, the man with 
the Hudson laug^g at the man witfi the flivver. The worst 
is the commercial hatred — the grocer f eding that any man wIm> 
doesnt deal with him is robbing him. Whiat hurts me is that 
it applies to lawyers and doctors (and decidedly to their wives I ) 
as much as to grocers. The doctors— you know about that — 
how your husband and Westlake and Gould dislike one 
another." 

"Nol I won't admit itI »» 

He grinned. 

*' Oh, maybe once or twice, mdien Will has positively known 
of a case where Doctor — ^where one of the oAers has con- 
tinued to call on patients longer than necessary, he has 
laughed about it, but ^" 

He still grinned. 

" No, really/ And when you say the wives of the doctors 
thare these jealousies Mrs. McGanum and I havent any 
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particular crush on each other; she's so stolid But her 
mother, Mrs. Westlake— nobody could be sweeter." 

" YeSy I'm sure she's very blaml. But I wouldn't tell her ray 
heart's secrets if I were you, my dear. I insist that there's 
only one professional-man's wife in this town who doesn't 
plot, and tfiat is you, you blessed, credulous outsider! " 

*'I won't be cajoled I I won't believe that medicine, the 
priesthood of healing, can be turned into a penny-picking 
business." 

" See here: Hasn't Kennicott ever hinted to you that 3rou'd 
better be nice to some old woman because she tells her friends 
which doct(^ to call ui? But I oughtn't to " 

She remanbered certain remarks which Kennicott had of- 
fered regarding the Widow Bogart. She flinched, looked at 
Guy beseechingly. 

He sprang up, strode to her with a nervous step, smoothed 
her hand. She wondered if she oug^t to be offended by his 
caress. Then she wondered if he liked her hat, the new 
Oriental turban of rose and silver brocade. 

He dropped her hand. His elbow brushed her shoulder. He 
flitted over to the desk-chair, his thin back stooped. He 
picked up the cloisonn6 vase. Across it he peered at her 
with such loneliness that she was startled. But his eyes faded 
into in^ersonality as he talked of the jealousies of Gopher 
Prairie. He stopped himself with a sharp, ''Good Lord, 
Carol, you're not a jury. You are within your legal rights 
in refusing to be subjected to this summing-up. I'm a tedious 
old fool analyzmg the obvious, while you're the spirit of re- 
bellion. Tell me your side. What is Gopher Prairie to you? " 

"Aborel" 

"Canlhelp?*' 

** How could you? ^ 

'' I don't know. Perhaps by listening. I haven't done that 

tonight. But normally Can't I be the confidant of 

the old French plays, ttie tiring-maid with the mirror and the 
loyal ears? " 

'' Oh, what is there to confide? The people are savorless 
and proud of it. And even if I liked you tremendously, I 
couldn't talk to you without twenty old hexes watching, whis- 
pering.'* 

** But you win come talk to me, once in a whQe? " 

^ I'm not sure that I shall. I'm trying to develop my own 
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large capacity for duQness and contentment I've fidted at 
every positive thing I've tried. I'd better ^settle down,' as 
they call it, and be satisfied to be— nothing," 

** Don't be cynical. It hurts me, in jou. It's Uke blood oo 
the wing of a humming-bird." 

^'I'm not a hunmiing-bird. I'm a hawk; a tiny leashed 
hawk, pecked to death by these large, white, flabby, wonny 
hens. But I am grateful to ]rou for confirming me in tfie &ith. 
And I'm gdng ^mel" 

^ Please stay and have sraie orftee with me." 

<< I'd like to. But thgrVe succeeded in terrorizing me. I'm 
afraid of what people mig^t say." 

** Vm not afraid of that I'm only afraid of yAat jrou mig^t 
sayl " He stalked to her; took her unresponsive hand. 
^ Caroll You have been lu^py here tonij^? (Yes. I'm 
beggingi)" 

She squeezed his hand quictiy, then snatched hers away. 
She had but little of the curiosity of the flirt, and none of the 
intrigante's joy in furtiveness. If she was the naive girl, Guy 
Pollock was the clumsy boy. He raced about the ofifice; he 
rammed his fists into his pockets. He stammered, ^' I— I-— I 

Oh, the devil! Why do I awaken from smooth dustiness 

to this jagged rawness? Ill make I'm gdng to trot 

down the hall and bring in the Dflkms, and well all have coffee 
or something." 

"TheDiUons?" 

''Yes. Really quite a decent young pair— Harvey Dillon 
and his wife. He's a dentist, just come to town. They live in a 
rocHu behind his office, same as I do here. They don't know 
much of anybody " 

'^ I've heard of them. And I've never thoufi^t to calL I'm 
horribly ashamed. Do bring them " 

She stopped, for no very clear reason, but his expression 
said, her faltenng admitted, that they wished they had never 
mentioned the Dillons. With spurious enthusiasm 1^ said, 
'' Splendid! I will." From the door he glanced at her, curled 
in the peeled leather chair. He slipped out, came back with 
Dr. and Mrs. Dillon. 

The four of them drank rather bad o^ee which Pollock 
made on a kerosene buma*. They laughed, and spoke erf 
Minneapdis, and were tremendously tactful; and Carol 
Started for home, throu|^ the Novend>er wind. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

SsB WB8 marchiof home. 

""No. I couldn't faU in love with him. I like him, veiy 
much. But he's too much of a recluse. Could I kias him? 

Nol Nol Guy Pollock at twenty-six I could have kissed 

ban then, maybe, even if I were married to some one dse, and 
jvobably I'd have been glib in persuading myself that ' it wasn't 
really wrong.' 

^ The amazing thing is that I'm not wort amased at n^- 
sdf. ly the virtuous }roung matron. Am I to be trusted? 
If the Prince Charming came 

^ A GofAer Prairie housewife, married a year, and yearning 
for a ' Prince Charmhig ' like a bachfisdi of sizteeni They 
my that marriage is a magic change. But I'm not dianged. 
But 

"" No I I wouldn't want to fall in love, even if the Prince did 
oome. I wmddn't want to hurt Will. I am fond of Will. I 
ami He doesn't stir me, not any looger. But I depend on 
Um. He is home and cfaikken. 

''I wonder when we will begin to have children? I do 
want them. 

''I wcmder mdiether I remembered to tdl Bea to have 
hominy tomo r row, instead of oatmeal? 9ie will have gone to 
bed fay now. Perhaps 111 be up early enous^b- — 

'' Ever so f<md of Win. I wouldn't hurt him, even if I had 
to kse the mad love. If the Prince came I'd look once at him, 
and run. Dam fasti <%, Carol, you are not heroic nor 
fine. You are the immutable vulgar young female. 

^ But I'm not the faithless wife who enjoys confiding that 
she's ^ misunderstood.' Oh, I'm not, I'm notl 

"Ami? 

''At least I didn't whisper to Guy about Will's faults and 
his blindness to my remarkable soul. I didnti Matter of 
iKt, Will probably understands me perfectly! If only— if 
he woukl just baidk me up in rousfaig the town. 

^ How many, how incredibly many wives there mnst be who 
tiB|^ over the first Oiqr PoUodL who smika at them. Nol I 

i6x 
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will not be one of that herd of yearnersl The coy virgio 
brides. Yet probably if the Prince were young and dared to 
face Ufe 

*'I'm not half as well oriented as that Mrs. Dillon. So 
obviously adoring her dentisti And seeing Guy only as an 
eccentric fogy. 

''They weren't silk, Mrs. Dillon's stockings. They were 
lisle. Her legs are nice and slim.- But no nicer than mine. I 
hate cotton tops on silk stockings. . . . Are my ankles get- 
ting fat? I win not have fat anklesl 

'' No. I am fond of Will. His wcHrk— <me farmer he pulls 
through diphtheria is worth all my yammering for a castle in 
^)ain. A castle with baths. 

" This hat is so tig^t. I must stretch it. Gi^ liked it. 

'' There's the house. I'm awfully chilly. Thne to get out the 
fur coat. I wonder if 111 ever have a beaver coat? Nutria is 
fk>t the same thingi Beaver — ^g^ossy. Like to run my fingers 
over it. Guy's mustache like beaver. How utterly absurd I 

" I am, I am fond of Will, and Can't I ever find another 

word than * fond '? 

''He's home. Hell think I was out late. 

" Why can't he ever remember to pull down the shades? Cy 
Bogart and idl the beastly boys peq>ing in. But the poor 
deeur, he's absent-minded about minute — ^minush— whatever the 
word is. He has so much worry and work, while I do nothing 
but jabber to Bea. 

" I mustf^t f CMTget the homiiqr "" 

She was flying into the hall. Kennicott looked up from the 
Journal of the American Medical Association. 

" Hellol What time did you get back? " she cried. 

" About nine. You been gadding. Here it is past deveni " 
Good-natured yet not quite an>roving. 

"Did it fed neglected?" 

" Well, you didn't remember to dose the lower draft in the 
furnace." 

" Oh, I'm so sorry. But I don't often f(H:get thbigs like 
that, do I? " 

She dropped into his U^ and (after he had jerked back his 
head to save his eye-glasses, and removed the glasses, and 
settled her in a position less cranking to his legs, and ca^ially 
deared his throat) he kissed her amiably, and remarked: 

" Nope, I must say you're fairly good about things like tba^ 
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I wasn't kicking. I just meant I wouldn't want the fire to go 
oat on us. Leave tbat draft open and the fire might bum up 
and go out on us. And the nights are beginning to get pret^ 
cold again. Pretty cold on my drive. I put the side-curtains 
up, it was so chUly. But the generator is working all ri{^ 
now." 

'' Yes. It is chiDy. But I fed fine after my walk." 

" Go walking? " 

^ I went iq> to see the Perrys." By a definite act of will she 
added the truth: '' They weren't in. And I saw Guy PoUock. 
Dropped into his office." 

^^Wby, you haven't been sitting and chinning with him 
tin eleven o'clock? " 

^'Of course there were some other people there and— ^ 
Will! What do you think of Dr. Westlake? " 

"Westlake? Why?" 

^ I noticed him on the street today." 

''Was he limping? If the poor &h would have his teeth 
X-rayed, 111 bet nine and a half cents he'd find an abscess 
there. ^ Rheumatism ' he calls it. Rheumatism, hell! He's 
bdiind the times. Wonder he doesn't bleed himself I Wellllim 

" A prof ound and serious 3rawn. '^ I hate to break up the 

party, but it's getting late, and a doctor never knows when 
hell get routed out before morning." (She remembered that 
lie had given this e]q[>lanation, in these words, not less than 
thirty times in the year.) '^ I guess we better be trotting up 
to bal. I've wound the dock and looked at the furnace. Did 
you lock the front door when you came in? " 

They trailed tq[>-stairs, after he had turned out the lights and 
twice tested the front door to make sure it was fast. 
While they talked they were prq[>aring for bed. Carol still 
sought to maintain privacy by undressing behind the screen 
of £he closet door. Kennicott was not so reticent. Toni^t, as 
every nig^t, she was irritated by having to push the old plush 
chair out of the way before she could op^ the closet door. 
Every time she opened the door she shoved the chair. Ten 
times an hour. But Kennicott liked to have the chair in the 
room, and there was no place for it except in front of the 
doset. 

She pushed it, fdt angry, hid her anger. Kennicott was 
yawning, more portentously. The room smelled stale. She 
ahrugsed and became diat^: 
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'^You^Wtfe apeakiiig of Dr. Westlake. Tdl m e—y c mVc 
never smmned him up: Is he really a good doctor? '' 

^ Oh yes, he's a wise old coot." 

(" Therel You see there is no medical rivaby. Not in my 
housel " she said triunidiantly to Guy Pollock.) 

She hung her silk petticoat on a closet hook, and went oo, 
^ Dr. Westlake is so gentle and scholarly " 

^' Well, I don't know as I'd say he was such a whale of a 
scholar. I've always had a su^idcA he did a good deal of 
four-flushing about that. He likes to have people think he 
keeps up his French and Greek and Lord knows what all; and 
he's always got an old Dago book lying around the sitting-room, 
but I've got a hunch he reads detective stories Ixnit like the 
test of us. And I don't know ndiere he'd ever learn so dog- 

Sne many languages anyway! He kind of lets people assume 
went to Hs^rd or Berlin or Oxford or somewhere, but I 
looked him up in the medical directory, and he graduated from 
ahick college in Pennsylvania, %ay back in 1861I " 
<< But this is the important thing: Is he an honest doctor? " 
^'How do you mean 'hmiest'? Depends on what you 



^' Siq)pose you were sick. Would you call him in? Would 
you let me odl him in? ^ 

^^ Not if I were well enou^ to cuss and bite, I wouldnti 
No, ski I wouldn't have the old fake in the house. Makes 
me tired, his everlastmg palavering and soft-soaping. He'k 
all rig^t for an ordinary bdlj^ache or holding some fool woman's 
hand, but I wouldn't call him in for an honest-to-God illness^ 
not much I wouldn't, no-sirl You know I don't do much back- 
biting, but same time 111 tell you, Carrrie: I've never 

got over being sore at Westlake for the way he treated Mrs. 
Jbnderquist. Nothing the matter with hor, what she really 
needed was a rest, but Westlake kept calling on her and calling 
on her for weeks, almost every day, and he sait her a good 
big fat bill, too, you can bet! I never did forgive him for that. 
Nice decent hard-working people like the Jonderquists! " 

In her batiste nightgown she was standing at the bureau en- 
gaged in the invariable rites of wishing that she had a real 
dressing-table with a triple mirror, of bending toward the 
streaky glass and raising her chin to inspect a pin-head mole 
on her throat, and finally of brushing her hair. In rl^ythm to 
the strokes she went on: 
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^ But, Win, there isn't any of what ym wif^ call financial 
rivalry between yon and the partners— Westlake and Mo 
Ganum— is there?'' 

He flipped into bed with a solemn back-somersault and a 
hidicroiis kick of his heels as he tucked his legs under. dM 
blankets. He snorted, '^ Lord not I never begrudge any man 
a nickel he can get away from me — ^fairly." 

''ButisWestlakefair? Isn't be sly?" 

^Sly is the word. He's a fox, that boy! ^ 

She saw Guy Pollock's grin in the mirror. 9ie flushed. 

Kennicott, with his arms bdiind his head, was jrawning: 

^ Yump. He's smooth, too smooth. But I bet I make prett' 
near as mudi as Westlake and McGanum both togedier, though 
Fve never wanted to grab more than my just share. If any- 
body wants to go to the partners instead of to me, that's hb 
buriness. Thou^ I must say it makes me tired vriien West- 
lake gets hold of the Dawsons. Here Luke Dawson had been 
coming to me for every toeache and headache and a lot of 
Ettle tfamgs that just wasted my time, and then when his 
gmxldiild was here last summer and had summer-complaint, I 
suppose, or something like that, probably— you know, the time 
yovL and I drove up to Lac-qui-Meurt— why, Westlake got hold 
of Ma Dawson, and scared her to deadi, and made her think 
^ kid had appendicitis, and, by golly, if he and McGanum 
didn't operate, and hollo: their heads off about the terrible 
adhesuHis Aey found, and what a regular Charley and Will 
Mayo Uiey were for classy surgery. They let on that if they'd 
waited two hours more the kid would have devdoped peritonitis, 
and God knows what all; and then they cdlected a nice fat 
hundred and fifty dollars. And probably they'd have charged 
three hundred, if they hadnt beoi afraid of mel I'm no hog, 
but I certainly do hate to give old Luke ten dollars' worth of 
advice for a dollar and a half, and then see a hundred and 
fifty go glimmering. And if I can't do a better '^dectomy 
Ihui either Westlake or McGanum, 111 eat my hati " 

As she crq>t into bed she was dazzled by Guy's bla^ 
grin. She eq)erimented: 

'^But Westlake is cleverer than his son-in-law, don't you 
tUnk?" 

""Yes, Westlake may be old-fashioned and all that, but 
he's got a certain amount of intuition, while McGanum goes 
into everything bull-headed, and butts his way tiutni^ like 
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a damn 3rahoOy and tries to argue his patients into having 
whatever he diagnoses them as having! About the best thing 
Mac can do is to stick to baby-snatching. He's just about 
on a par with this bone-pounding chirc^ractor female, Mrs. 
Mattie Gooch." 

" Mrs. Westlake and Mrs. McGanum, thouj^i — they're nice. 
ThcyVe been awfully cordial to me.^ 

''Welly no reason why they shouldn't be, is there? Oh, 
they're nice enou^i — ^thoug^ you can bet your bottom dollar 
they're both plugging for thdr husbands all the time, trying 
to get the business. And I don't know as I call it so daimn 
cordial in Mrs. McGanum when I holler at her on the street 
and she nods back like she had a sore neck. Still, she's idl 
ri^t. It's Ma Westlake that makes the mischief, piB^ooting 
around all the time. But I wouldn't trust any Westlake out 
of the whole lot, and while Mrs. McGanum seems square 
enough, you don't never want to forget that she's Westlake's 
daughter. You betl " 

'< What about Dr. Gould? Don't you think he's worse than 
either Westlake or McGanum? He's so cheiQ>— drinking, and 
playing pool, and always smoking dgars in such a cocky 
way " 

" That's all rig^t nowl Terry Gould is a good deal of a tin- 
horn sport, but he knows a lot about medicine, and don't you 
forget it for one secondl " 

She stared down Guy's grin, and asked more cheerfully, " Is 
he honest, too? " 

'' Oooooooooool Gosh Tm sleepyl " He burrowed beneath 
the bedclothes in a luxurious stretch, and came up like a diver, 
shaking his head, as he conq>lained, ''How's that? Who? 
Terry Gould honest? Don't start me laughing — ^I'm too nice 
and sleq;>y! I didn't say he was honest. I said he had savvy 
enough to find the index in ' Gray's Anatomy,' which is more 
than McGanum can dot But I (Udn't say an3rthing about his 
being honest He isn't. Terry is crooked as a dog's hind leg. 
He's done me more than one dirty trick. He told Mrs. 
Glorbach, sevaiteen miles out, that I wasn't up-to-date in 
obstetrics. Fat lot of good it did himl She came ri^t in 
and told me I And Terry's lazy. He'd let a pneumonia patient 
choke rather than interrupt a poker g^une." 

" Oh no. I can't believe " 

« Wdl now, I'm telling youl " 
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'' Does he play much pdier? Dr. Dfllon tdd me that Dr. 
Gould wanted hun to play " 

'' Dillon told you what? Where'd you meet Dillon? He's 
just come to town.'' 

"^ He and his wife were at Mr. Pollock's tonip^t" 

" Say, uh, what'd you think of them? Didn't Dillon strike 
3rou as pretty light-waisted? " 

" Why no. He seemed intelligent. I'm sure he's much more 
wide-awake than our dentbt." 

** Well now, the old man is a good dentist He knows his 

business. AndDilkm I wouldn't cuddle up to the Dillons 

too dose, if I were you. All ri^t for Pollock, and that's none 

of our business, but we I think I'd just give the Dillons 

the glad hand and pass 'em iq)." 

" But why? He isn't a rival.'* 

*" That's— all— rig^tl " Kennicott was aggressively awake 
now. ^^Hell work right in with Westlake and McGanum. 
Matter of fact, I suspect thqr were largely responsible for his 
locating here. Theyll be sending him patients, and hell send 
all that he can get hold of to them. I don't trust anybody 
that's too much hand-in-g^ove with Westlake. You give Dillon 
a shot at some fellow that's just bought a farm here and drifts 
into town to get his teeth looked at, and after Dillon gets 
through with him, you'O see him edging around to Westlake 
and McGanum, every time! " 

Carol reachai for her blouse, which hung on a chair by 
the bed. She draped it about her shoulders, and sat up study- 
ing Kennicott, her chin in her hands. In Uie gray li^t from 
the small electric bulb down the hall she could see that he was 
frowning. 

« Will, this is— I must get this strai^t. Some one said to 
me the other day that in towns like this, even more than in 
dties, all the doctors hate each other, because of the 
mcmey " 

''Who said that?" 

" It doesn't matter." 

'^ 111 bet a hat it was your Vida Sherwin. She's a brainy 
wmnan, but she'd be a damn si^t brainier if she kept her 
mouth shut and didn't let so much of her brains ooze out 
that way." 

''Wmi O Wmi That's horriblel Aside from the vul- 
guriQr Some ways, Vida is n^ best friend. Even if 
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she ANirf said h. Which, as a matter of fact, she ifidn^t" 

He reared up his thick shoulders, in absurd pink and green 
flannelette pajamas. He sat straight, and irritatingly sDaff)ed 
his fingers, and growled: 

'< WeU, if she didnt say it, let's forget her. Doesnt make 
any difference who said it, an3rway. The point is that you 
believe it. GodI To think you don't uniderstand me any 
better than thati Moneyl '' 

(" This is the first retd quarrel we've ever had,'' she was 
agonizing.) 

He thrust out his long arm and snatched his wrinkly vest 
from a chair. He took out a dgar, a matdi. He tossed the 
vest on the floor. He lighted the dgar and puffed savagdy. 
He broke up the match aoKl snapped the fragments at the foot- 
board. 

She suddody saw the foot-board of the bed as the foot- 
stone of the grave of love. 

The room was drab-colored and ill-ventilated— Kemdoott 
did not '* believe in opening the windows so dam wide that yon 
heat all outdkwrs." The stale air seemed never to change. In 
the light from the hall they were two lumps of bedclothes 
with Moulders and touded heads attached. 

She begged, ^^ I didn't mean to wake you up, dear. And 
please don't smoke. You've been smcddng so much. Please 
go back to sleep. I'm sorry." 

'* Behig Sony 's all right, but I'm going to tdl you one or 
two things, lliis falling for anybody's say-so about medical 
jeadousy and conq)etition is 8in9>ly part and pared of your 
usual willingness to think the worst you possibly can <rf di 
poor dubs in G^her Prairie. Trouble with women like you 
fe, you always want to argue. Cant take things the way they 
are. Got to argue. Well, I'm not going to argue about this 
in any way, duipe, manner, or form. Trouble with you iL 
you don't make any effort to appreciate us. You're so damned 
supaior, and think the dty is such a hell of a lot finer plaoe^ 
and you want us to do what you want, all the time *^ 

^ That's not truel It's I indio make the effort It's they-* 
Ws you— who stand back and criticize. I have to come over 
to the town's opinion; I have to devote myself to their in- 
terests. They can't even see my interests, to say nothing of 
adopting them. I get ever so ezdted about their old Lake 
Mimiiemanhie and the cottages^ but tb^ simpfy guffaw (jn 
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that k>vdy friendly way 3^011 advertise ao much) if I speak 
of wantmg to see Taormiiia also.'' 

^Swe, Tormina, whatever that is— aome nice expensive 
milltonaire colopy, I suppose. Sure; that's the idea; rhampagiwi 
taste and beer income; and make sure tint we never wiD have 
more than a beer income, tool " 

^Are yoa by any chance baapiyiDg that I am not econom- 
ical?" 

''Wen, I hadn't mtended to, but since you bring it up 
yoorsdf , I dra't nund saying the grocery bills are about twice 
wbai they ous^t to be." 

^ Yes, they probably are. 11m not economical. I can't be. 
Thanks to youl " 

** Where d' you get that 'thanks to you7" 

" Please don't be quite so colloquial— or shall I say vtUgarf^ 

'' in be as damn colloquial as I want to. How do you get 
that ' thanks to you '? Here about a jrear ago yoa jump me 
for not rememboing to give you monqr. Wdl, I'm reasraable. 
I didnt blame you, and I said I was to blame. But have 
I ever forgotten it since— practically? " 

''No. You haven't— practically! But that isn't it I 
om^ to have an allowance. I will, tool I must have an 
agreement for a regular stated amount, every month." 

''Fine ideal Of course a doctor gets a regular stated 
amount! Sure! A thousand one month— and faidgr if he 
makes a himdred the next." 

"Very well then, a percentage. Or something else. No 
matter how much joa vary, 3rou can make a roug^ average 

" But what's the idea? What are you trying to get at? 
Mean to say Tm unreasonable? Think I'm so unrdiable and 
ti^itwad that youVe got to tie me do?m with a contract? 
By God, that hurts! I thouj^t I'd been pretty generous and 
decent, and I took a tot of (deasure— thmks I, ' she'll be tickled 
niien I hand her over this twenty '—or fif^, or whatever it 
was; and now seems you been wanting to make it a kind of 
aHnxMiy. Me, like a poor fool, thinking I was liberal all the 
frinle, and yxm ^" 

" Please stop {ritying yourself! You're having a beautiful 
time feding injured. I admit all 3rou say. Certainly. YouVe 
given me money both freely and amiabl^. Quite as if I 
yov ndslresBl " 
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'^Carrie!" 

'' I mean it! What was a magnificent spectacle of generosiQr 
to you was humiliation to me. You gave me money — gave it 
to your mistress, if she was complaisant, and then you " 

"Carriel" 

'' (Don't interrupt mel) — ^then you felt you'd discharged 
all obligation. WeU, hereafter 111 refuse your money, as a ^L 
Either Fm your partner, in charge of the household dq>artment 
of our business, with a regular budget for it, or dse I'm 
nothing. If I'm to be a mistress, I shall choose my lovers. Oh, 
I hate it — ^I hate it — ^this smirking and hoping for mon^ — and 
then not even spending it on jewels as a mistress has a rig^t 
to, but q>ending it on double-boilers and sodks for youl 
Yes indeedl You're generous! You give me a dollar, ri^t 
out — ^the cmly proviso is that I must spend it on a tie for yout 
And you give it when and as you wish. How can I be any-, 
thing but uneconomical? " 

"Oh wdl, of course, looking at it that way " 

" I can't shop around, can't buy in large quantities, have 
to stick to stores where I have a charge account, good deal 
of the time, can't plan because I don't know how miKli money 
I can depend on. That's what I pay for your charming sen- 
timentalities about giving so generoi^sly. You make me " 

" Wait! Wait! You know you're exaggerating. You never 
thought about that mistress stuff till just this minute! Matter 
of fact, you never have * smirked and hoped for money.' But 
all the same, you may be right. You ought to nm the house- 
hold as a bu^ness. Ill figure out a definite plan tomorrow, 
and hereafter youll be on a regular amount or percentage, with 
your own checking account." 

" Oh, that is decent of youl ^' She turned toward him, 
trying to be affectionate. But his eyes were pink and unlovely 
in the flard of the match with which he lighted his dead and 
malodorous dgar. His head dro(^>ed, and a ridge of flesh 
scattered with pale small bristles bulged out under his chin. 

She sat in abeyance till he croaked: 

" No. Tisn't eq>ecially decent. It's just fair. And God 
knows I want to be fair. But I expect others to be fair, too. 
And you're so hi^ and mighty about people. Take Sam 
Clark; best soul that ever liv^, honest and loyal and a damn 
good fellow " 

V* Yes, and a good shot at ducks, don't forget thati ") 
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(^ Wen, and he is a good shot, tool ) Sam drops around in 
the evening to sit and visit, and by golly just because he 
fakes a dry smoke and roUs his cigar aromid in his mouth, and 
maybe spits a few times, you look at him as if he was a hog. 
Oh, j^ou didn't know I was onto you, and I certainly hoj^ 
Sam hasn't noticed it, but I never miss it" 

** I have felt that way. Spitting— ug^I But I'm sorry you 
caiq^t my thoughts. I tried to be nice; I tried to hide than." 

^ Maybe I catch a whole lot more than you think I do! " 

" Yes, perhaps you do." 

** And d' you know why Sam doesn't lic^t his dgar when 
he^ here? " 

"Why?" 

^' He's so dam afraid youll be offended if he smdLes. You 
scare him. Every time he speaks of the weather you jiunp 
him because he ain't talking about poetry or Gertie — Goethe? 
— <v some other hig^row jimk. You've got him so leery he 
acarcdy dares to come here." 

" OI^ I am sOTry. (Thous^ 11m sure it's you who are exag- 
gerating now.") 

" WeQ now, I don't know as I ami And I can tell you one 
thing: if you keep on youll manage to drive away every friend 
Tve got." 

" That would be horrible of me. You know I don't mean 

to WOl, what is it about me that frightens Sam— if I 

do frighten him." 

" Oh, you do, all rig^tl 'Stead of putting his legs up on 
another chair, and unbuttoning his vest, and telling a good 
story or maybe kidding me about something, he sits on the 
edge of his chair and tries to make conversation about politics, 
and he doesn't even cuss, and Sam's never real comfortable 
unless he can cuss a little! " 

" In other words, he isn't comfortable unless he can bdiave 
like a peasant in a mud hut! " 

" Now that'll be about enou^ of that! You want to know 
how you scare him? First you deliberately fire some question 
at him that you know dam well he can't answer— any fool 
could see you were experimenting with him — and then you 
shock hhn by talking of mbtresses or something, like you were 
doing just now " 

"Of course the pure Samuel never speaks of such erring 
ladies in his private conversations! " 
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^ Not wbm there's bdiei aroondl Yoa can bet yoor lite 
on that! " 

^ So the iiiq)urity lies in failing to pretend that *^ 

^ Now we won't go into all that — eugenics or iriiatever damn 
fad you choose to call it As I say, first you shodL him, and 
then you become so dam flig^bty that nobody can follow j^oo. 
Either you want to dance, or you bang the piano, or dse you 
get moody as the devil and dont want to talk or anytUng 
else. If you must be temperamental, why can't you be tha*^ 
way by yourself? " 

'' My dear man, there^ noAhig Fd Hka better than to be 
by myself occasionally! To have a room of my own! I 
suppose you expect me to sit here and dream delicatdy and 
satisfy my ' temperamentality ' while you wander in from the 
hathrorai with ladier all over your face, and shout, ' Seen mgr 
brown pants? ' '' 

" Huh! '^ He did not sound impressed. He made no an- 
swer. He turned out of bed, his feet making one solid thai 
on the floor. He marched fiom the room, a grotesque figure 
in baggy union-pajamas. She heard him drawing a drink of 
water at the bathroom tap* ^e was furfous at the con- 
tenq>tuousnes8 of his exit. 9)e snugged down in bed, and 
lodged away from him as he returned. He ignored her. As 
he flumped into bed he yawned, and casually stated: 

^ Wdl, youll have ploity of privacy when we build a new 
house.'' 

"Whcnl'' 

''Oh, 111 build it all rig^t, dont yoa fretl But of ooinse 
I don't expect any credit for it." 

Now it was she who giunted '' Huh! ^ and ignored faira, 
and felt independent and masterful as she shot up out of bed, 
turned her back on him, fished a loot and petrified choodate 
out of her g^ove-box in the top ri^t-hand drawer cd the 
bureau, gnawed at it, found that it had cocoanut filling, sdU 
*" Damn! " wished that she had not said it, so that she mig^t 
be superior to his colloquialism, and hurled the chocolate into 
the wastd>asket, wliere it made an evil and mocking dattcr 
among the d3>ris of torn linen cdlars and toothpaste hoau 
Then, in great dignity and sdf-dramatixation, die returned to 
bed. 

An this time he had been talking on, embroidering his as- 
aertion that he '^ didn't expect aiqr credit" She was reflectin« 
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Aat he was a rastk, that she hated him, that she had been 
fmant to many him, that she had married him only because 
she was tired of work, that she must get her long gloves 
doEmcd, that she would never do anytUng more for him, and 
that dbe mustn't fcnrget his hoodny for breakfast. She was 
roused to attention by hb storming: 

** Fm a fool to think about a new house. ^ the time I 
get it bi^ youll probably have succeeded in your [dan to get 
me omipletely in Dutch with every friend and every patient 
IVagot'* 

She sat up with a bounce. She said coldly, ^ Thank yfm 
yftry much for revealing your real opinion of me. If that's the 
way you fed, if I'm such a hindrance to you, I cant stay 
wider this roof another minute. And I am pa^ectly weU able 
to earn my own living. I will go at once, and you may get a 
divorce at your pleasure! What you want is a nice sweet cow 
of a woman who will enjoy having your dear friends talk about 
Ae weather and spit on the floorl " 

"TutI Dont be a fooll »* 

** You will very soon find out whether Tm a fool or noti 
I mean iti Do you think I'd stay here one second after I 
found out that I was injuring you? At least I have enouf^ 
sense of justice not to do that." 

** Please stop flynig off at tangents, Carrie. This *^ 

" Tangents? Tangents t Let me tell you ^" 

** isn't a theater-play; it's a serious effort to have us 

get together on fundamentals. We've both been cranly, and 
said a lot of things we didn't mean. I wish we were a couple o' 
bloomin' poets and just talked about roses and moonshine, but 
we^ human. All rig^t Lef^ cut out jabbing at each other. 
Lef^ admit we both do fool things. See here: You know you 
fed siqierior to folks. You're not as bad as I say, but you're 
not as good as jrou say— not by a long shotl What's the reason 
you're so supericM*? Why can't you take fdks as th^ are? " 

Her preparations for stalking out of the Doll's House were 
not yet visible. She mused: 

^ I think perhaps it's my ddldhood.'' She halted. When 

she went on her voice had an artificial sound, her words the 

bodmh quality of emotional meditation. ^ My father was the 

^ traderest man in the world, but he did feel superior to ordinary 

people. Wdl, hewas! Ami the Minnesota Valley I used 

to sit thoe on the clifEs above Mankato for hours at a time, 
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my chin in my hand, looking way down the valley, wanting to 
write poems. The shiny tilted roofs bdow me, and the river, 
and beyond it the level fidds in the mist, and die rim of 

palisades across It held my thoughts in. I lived, in the 

valley. But the prairie— all my thoughts go fljring off into the 
big space. Do you think it mij^t be that? " 

"Um, well, maybe, but Carrie, you always talk so 

much about getting all you can out of life, and not letting 
the years slip by, and here you deliberately go and deprive 
youradf of a lot of real good home pleasure l^ not enjoying 
people unless they wear frock coats and trot out ^ 

C' Morning dothes. Ok. Sorry. Didn't mean t' interrupt 
you.") 

'' ^to a lot of tea-parties. Take Jack Elder. You think 

Jack hasn't got any ideas about ai^thing but manufocturing 
and the tariff on lumber. But do you know that Jack is 
nutty about music? Hell put a grand-opera record on the 

phonograph and sit and listen to it and dose his eyes Or 

you take Lym Cass. Ever realize what a wdl-ixiormed man 
he is? '' 

'^ But is he? Gopher Prairie calls anybody ' wdl-informed * 
who's been through the State Capitol and heard about (Had- 
stone." 

^' Now Vm tdling you! Lym reads a lot— solid stuff— his- 
tory. Or take Mart Mahoney, the garageman. He's got a lot 
of Perry prints of famous pictures in his office. Or old Bing- 
ham Playf air, that died here 'bout a year ago — lived seven miles 
out He was a captain in the Civil War, and knew General 
Sherman, and they say he was a miner in Nevada right along- 
side of Mark Twain. You'll find these characters in all these 
small towns, and a pfle of savvy in every single one of than, 
if you just dig for it." 

''I know. And I do love them. Especially people like 
Champ Peiry. But I can't be so very enthusiastic over the 
smug cits like Jade Elder." 

" Then I'm a smug dt, too, whatever that is." 

** No, you're a sdentist. Oh, I will try and get the music 
out of Mr. Elder. Only, why can't he let it come out, uistead 
of being ashamed of it, and always talking about hunting dogs? 
But I will try. Is it all rig^t now? " 

'' Sure. But there's one other thing. You mig^t give me 
iome attention, tool " 
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^ Tliat^ unjustl You have evaything I ami '' 

" NOy I haven't. You think you re^)ect me— jron always 
hand out some aind about my bemg so ' useful.' But you 
never think of me as having ambitions^ just as much as you 
havel" 

** Perhaps not I thmk of you as being perfectly satisfied.'' 

** Wdl, I'm not, not by a long shotl I don't want to be 
a i^g general practiticmer all my life, like Westlake, and die 
in harness because I can't get out of it, and have 'em say^ 
* He was a good fellow, but A couldn't save a cent' Not thatl 
I care a whoop what they say, after I've lucked in and can't 
hear 'em, but I want to put enough money away so you and 
I can be independent some day, ud not have to work unless 
I fed like it, and I want to have a good house— by golly, 111 
have as good a house as anybody in this townl — and if we 
want to travd and see your Tormina or whatever it is, why 
we can do it, with enough money in our jeans so we wont 
have to take anything off anybody, or fret about our old age. 
You never worry about what mig^t happen if we got sick and 
didn't have a good fat wad salt^ away, do jroul " 

** I don't suppose I do." 

'* WeD then, I have to do it for yon. And if you think for 
one moment I want to be stuck in this burg all my life, and 
not have a chance to travel and see the different points of 
interest and all that, then you simply don't get me. I want 
to have a squint at the world, mudi's you do. Only, I'm prac- 
tical about it. First place, I'm going to make the money— 
Vm investing in good safe famdjsnds. Do you understand 
why now? " 

"Yes." 

" Will you try and see if you can't thfaik of me as something 
more than just a doUar-chasing rou{^medL? " 

'' Oh, my dear, I haven't been just! I am difficfle. And 
I won't call on the DOlonsI And if Dr. Dillon is working 
for Westlake and McGanum, I hate himi " 
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Tk4T December she was in love with her husband. 

She romanticized herself not as a xreat reformer but as tbe 
wife of a country pl^idan* The realities of the doctor's libouse- 
bold were col<Nred by her pride. 

Late at nig^t, a step on the wooden porch, heard throuj^ 
her confusicm of sleep; the storm-door opened; fumbling over 
tibe inner door-panels; the buzz of the dectric belL Kennicott 
muttering *' Gd dam it,'' but patiently creeping out of bed, 
remembering to draw the covers up to keep her warm, f eding 
for sli(f>ers and bathrobe, dumping down-stairs. 

From bdow, half-heard in her drowsiness, a colloquy in the 
pidgin-German of the farmers who have forgotten the Old 
Country language without learning the new: 

^ Hdlo, Barney, wass wUlst dut " 

'^ if 0f;€fi, doctor. DJe Fmti 111 /a awful sick. Allids^she 
been having an awful pain in de bdly." 

'' How long she been this way? Wie long, di? ^ 

^* I dmmo, maybe two da}^." 

*' Why dkln't you come for me sresterday, instead of waking 
me up out of a sound sleep? Here it is two o'dockl So spot — 
warum, eh? " 

*^ Nun aber, I know it, but die got sodi a lot vorse last eve- 
ning. I t'ouf^t maybe all de time it go avay, but it got a lot 
vorse." 

" Any fever? " 

"^ VeU >a, I t'ink die got fever." 

'^ Which side is the pain on? " 

"Huh?" 

"/>fl5 5cAm€»tf— rffelFe*— whichrideisiton? Here?* 

"So. Right here it is." 

" Any rigidity there? " 

"Huh?" 

" Is it rigid— stiff— I mean, does the belly fed hard to the 
fingers?" 

176 
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"Idmno. She ain't said yet" 

** Wbat she been eating? " 

** Veil, I t'ink about vot ve alwis eat^ maybe com beef and 
cabbage and sausage, umi so wtUer. Doc, sie wekU immer, all 
iSbe time she holler like hdl. I vish yoa come." 

^ Well, all right, bat you call me earlier, next time. Look 
here, Barney, jrou better install a 'phone— telephone lMJ>en. 
Some of you Dutchmen will be dying one of these days before 
yoa can fetch the doctor." 

The door closing. Bamqr'^ wagon— the wheels silent in the 
snow, but the wagm-body rattling. Kennicott clicking the 
receiver^xwk to rouse the nifi^t tdqdione-operator, giving a 
nomber, waiting, cursing mildly, waiting a^un, and at last 
growling, ^* Hdlo, Gus, this is the doctcnr. Say, vih, send me 
fip a team. Guess snow's too thick for a machine. Going 
e^^t mOes south. Midgut. Huh? The hdl I willl Don't 
yom go back to sleep. Huh? Wdl, that's all ri{^ now, you 
didn't wait so very dam long. AD ri^ Gus; shoot her 
along. By! " 

His step on the stairs; his quiet moving about the frigid 
room wMe he dressed; his abstracted and meaningless coi^ 
She was supposed to be asleep; she was too ezquisitdy drowiqr 
to break the charm by speaking. On a slip of pi4>er laid 00 
the bureau— she could hear the pencQ grinding against iht 
marble slab — ^he wrote his destinaticm. He went out, hungry, 
chilly, unprotesting; and she, before she fell asleep again, loved 
Um for his sturdiness, and saw the drama of his riding by 
ni{^t to the fri^tened household on the distant farm; pictured 
cUlcfren standing at a window, waiting for him. He suddenly 
had in her eyes the heroism of a wirdess operator on a sh^ 
in a odlision; of an eqdorer, fever-dawed, deserted by fab 
bearers, but going on— jungle— going 

At six, when the Ug^t f^tered in as through ground g^ass 
and bleakly identified the chairs as gray rectangles, she heard 
hb step on the pordi; heard him at ihe furnace: the rattle 
of shaking the grate, the slow grinding removal of ashes, the 
shovd thrust into the coal-bin, the abrupt datter of the coal 
as it flew into the fire-box, the fussy regulation of drafts— the 
daily sounds of a Gopher Prairie Ufe, now first appealing to 
her as something brave and enduring, many-colored and free. 
She visicmed the fire-box: flames turned to lemon aid metallic 
gold as the coal-dust sifted over them; thin twisty flutters of 
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purple, £^06t flames which gave no lig^t, slq^ing up between 
the dark banked coak. 

It was luxurious in bed, and the house would be wann for 
her when she rose, she rejected. What a worthless cat abe 
was I What were her aspirations beside his capability? 

She awoke again as he dropped into bed. 

^' Seems just a few minutes ago that you started outi " 

'^ I've been away four hours. IVe operated a woman for 
appendicitis, in a Dutch kitchen. Came awful close to losing 
her, too, but I pulled her through all right. Close squeak. 
Barney says he shot ten rabbits last Sunday.** 

He was instantly asleep — one hour of rest before he had to 
be up and ready for the formers who came in early. She 
marveled that in what was to her but a ni)^t-blurred moment, 
he should have been in a distant place, have taken charge of a 
strange Ixnise, have slashed a woman, ^ved a life. 

What wonder he detested the kuy WesUake and McGanum! 
How could the easy Guy Pollock understand this skill and 
endurance? 

Then Kennicott was grumbling, ^ Seven-fifteenI Aren't you 
ever going to get up for breakfast? " and he was not a hero- 
scientist but a rather irritable and commonplace man who 
needed a shave. They had coffee, griddle-cakes, and sausages, 
and talked about Mrs. McGanum's atrocious alligator-hide 
belt. Night witchery and morning disillusion were alike 
forgotten in the march of realities and days. 



Familiar to the doctor's wife was the man with an injured 
leg, driven in from the country on a Sunday afternoon and 
brou^t to the house. He sat in a rocker in the back of a 
lumber-wagon, his face pale from the anguish of the jolting. 
His leg was thrust out before him, resting on a starch-box and 
covered with a leather-bound borse-bla^et His drab cou- 
rageous wife drove the wagon, and she helped Kennicott siq)- 
port him as he hobbled up the steps, into the house. 

" Fellow cut his leg with an az--pretty bad gash— Halvdr 
Nelson, nine miles out," Kennicott observed. 

Carol flutta-ed at the back of the room, childishly ezdted 
when she was sent to fetch towels and a basin of water. 
Kennicott lifted the farmer into a chair and chudded, ^ There 
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we are, Halvorl Well have jrou out fixing fences and drinkiDg 
oqmavU in a montlL" The farmwife sat on the couch, expires- 
surnkss, butty m a man's dogskin coat and unplumbed layers 
<rf jackets. The flowery silk handkerchief which she had worn 
over her head now hung about her seamed neck« Her white 
wool gloves lay in her lap. 

Kennicott drew from the injured leg the thick red ^^ German 
sock/' the innumerous other so^ of gray and white wool, then 
the spiral bandage. The leg was of an unwholesome dead 
white, with the black hairs f^ide and thin and flattened, and 
the scar a puckered line of crimson. Surdy, Carol shuddered, 
this was not human flesh, the rosy shining tissue of die amorous 
poets. 

Komicott examined the scar, snuled at Halvor and hb wife, 
chanted, '* Fine, b' go^l Couldn't be better! " 

The Ndsons look^ deprecating. The farmer nodded a cue 
to his wife and she mourned: 

" Veil, how much ve going to owe you, doctor? " 

** I guess it'll be Let's see: one drive out and two calls. 

I guess ifU be about eleven dollars in all, Lena." 

** I dunno ve can pay you yoost a little wile, doctor." 

Sleonicott lumbered ova- to her, patted her shoulder, roared, 
•* Wly, Lord love you, sister, I won't worry if I never get iti 
You pay me next fall, when you get your crop. . . . 
Carrie! Siqjpose you or Bea could shake up a cup of coffee 
and some cdd lamb for the Nelsons? They got a long cdd 
drive ahead." 



m 

He had been gone since morning; her eyes ached with read- 
ing; \^da Sherwin could not come to tea. She wandered 
through the house, empty as the bleary street without. The 
problem of " Will the doctor be home in time for supper, or 
shall I sit down without him? " was important in the house- 
hdd. Six was the rigid, the canonical supper-hour, but at 
kalf-past six he had not come. Much specidation with Bea: 
md the obstetrical case taken longer than he had expected? 
Had he been called somewhere else? Was the snow much 
heavier out in the country, so that he should have taken a 
buggy, or even a cutter, instead of the car? Hare in town it 
tad mdted a lot, but still 
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A honkingi a shout, the motor cngiiie raced before it was 
ihut off. 

She hurried to the window. The car was a monster at rest 
after furious adventures. The headlights blazed on the dots 
of ice in the road so that the tiniest lumps gave mountainous 
shadows, and the taillig^t cast a drde of ruby on the snow 
bdiind. Kennicott was opening the dooTy crying, '' Here we 
are, old girll Got stuck ccni[de times, but we made it, by gol^, 
we made it, and here we bel Come ool FoodI Eatin'sl '^ 

She rushed to him, patted his fur coat, the long hairs smootfi 
but chilly to her fio^gers. She joyously summoned Bea, ^ All 
rightl He'sherel Well sit riglit down! '' 

IV 

There were, to inform the doctor's wife of his successes, no 
dapping audiences nor book-reviews nor honorary degrees. 
But there was a letter written by a German farmer rewitly 
moved from Minnesota to Saskatchewan; 

Dear sor, as you haf bin treading mee for a fue Weaks dis 
Somer and seen wat it rong wit mee so in Regarding to dat i wont 
to tank you. the Doctor heir say wat shot bee rong wit mee and 
diy give mee som Madsin but it diten halp mee like wat you dit 
Now day glaim dat i Woten Neet aney Madsin ad all wat yov 
ttnk? 

Well i haven ben tacking aney ting for about one &^ Mont but 
i dont get better so i like to heir Wat you tink about it i fed like 
dis Dbconfebil feeling around the Stomac after eating and dat 
Pain around Heard and down the arm and about 3 to 33^ Hour 
after Eating ^ ^eel weeak like and dissy and a dull Hadig. Now 
you gust lett mee know Wat you tink about mee, i do Wat yon say. 



She encountered Guy Pollock at the drug store. He looked 
at her as though he had a rig^t to; he spdke softly. ''I 
haven't see you, the last few days.^ 

'^ No. I've been out in the country with Will several times. 

He's so Do you know that people like you and me can 

never understand people like him? We're a pair of hyper- 
critical loafers, you and I, while he quietly goes and does 
tiungs." 

She nodded and smiled and was very busy about purdiasiiv 
boric add. He stared after her, and 8l4)ped away. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET iSi 

When she foond that he wis flooe she vas sBj^Uy dis> 

OOllCCfiOQ* 



VI 

She could— at time»— agree with Kcmiicott that the shaving- 
aiid-€Oisets familiarity of married life was not dreary vulgarity 
but a ^Aioicsome frankacas; that artificial reticences mi|^t 
merdy be irritating. She was not mudi disturbed when for 
hrars he sat about the living-room in his honest socks. But 
she would not listen to his theory that ** all this romance stuff 
is simply moonshine— elegant when you're courting, but no 
nse busting yoursdf keq>ing it up all your life.'' 

She thouj^t of surprises, games, to vary the dxys. Sbt 
knitted an astounding purple scarf, ^Aich she hid under his 
sapper plate. (When he discovered it he looked embarrassed^ 
aal gaqped, '^ Is toAuy an anniversary or something? Gosh, 
rd forgotten it! '') 

Once she filled a thermos bottle with hot coffee, a com-fiakes 
box with ooddes just baked l^ Bea, and bustled to his office 
at three in the aftonoon. She hid her bundles in the hall and 
peeped in. 

The office was shabby. Eemdcott had inherited it from a 
medical predecessor, aiul changed it only by adding a white 
cnamded operating-taUe, a sterilizer, a Roentgen-ray ap- 
paratos, and a small portable typewriter. It was a suite of 
two rooms: a waiting-nxnn with straight chairs, shaky pine 
table, and those coverless and unknown magazines which are 
found only in the offices of dentists and doctors. The room 
beyond, looking on Main Street, was business-office, consulting- 
room, operating-nxHn, and, in an alcove, bacteriological and 
chrmintl laboratcny. The wooden floors of both rooms were 
bare; the furniture was brown and scaly. 

Waiting for the doctor were two women, as still as though 
Ihey were paralyzed, and a man in a railroad brakeman's 
miform, healing his bandaged ri^t hand with his tanned left. 
They stared at Card. She sat nKKlestly in a stiff chair, feeling 
frivolous and out oS [dace. 

Kennicott appeared at the inner door, ushering out 
a bleached man with a tridde of wan beard, and consoling him, 
^An right, Dad. Be careful about the sugar, and miml the 
diet I gave jrou. Gel the prescription filled, and come in and 
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tee me next wedL. Say, uh, better, ub, bettar not driidc too 
much beer. All right, Dad/' 

His voice was artificially hearty. He looked absently at 
Carol. He was a medical machine now, not a domestic macUse. 
'< What is it, Carrie? " he droned. 

*' No hurry. Just wanted to say hdlo.'' 

««Wcn '' 

Self-pity because he did not divine that this was a surprise 
party renda-ed her sad and interesting to herself, and she had 
the pleasure of the martyrs in sasring bravdy to him, ^It% 
nothing special. If you're bu^ long IH trot home." 

While she waited she ceased to pity and began to mock her- 
self. For the first time she obstfved the waiting-room. Oh 
yes, the doctor's family had to have obi pands and a wide 
coikJi and an electric percdator, but any hole was good enough 
for sick tired common people who were nothing but the one 
means and excuse fcM* the doctor's existingi No. She couldn't 
blame Kennicott He was satisfied by the shabby chairs. He 
put up with them as his patients did. It was her neglected 
province— she who had been gdng about talking of rdl)uilding 
the whole town! 

When the patients were gone she brought in her bundles* 

<' What's those? " wondered Kennicott. 

'' Turn your backl Look out of the window! " 

He obeyed— not very much bored. When she cried " Now! *• 
a feast of cookies and small hard candies and hot coffee was 
q>read on the roU-top desk in the inner room. 

His broad face lightened. ^' That's a new one on me! Never 
was more surprised in my life! And, by golly, I bdieve I am 
hungry. Say, this is fine." 

When the first exhilaration of the surprise had declined 
she demanded, ''Will! I'm gdng to refurnish your waiting- 
room! " 

" What's the matter with it? It's all rigjit." 

''It is not! It's hideous. We can afford to give yoar 
patients a better place. And it would be good business." She 
felt tremendously politic. 

" Rats! I don't worry about the business. You look here 

now: As I told you Just because I like to tuck a few 

dollars away, 111 be switched if 111 stand for your thinking 
Vm nothing but a dollar-chasing " 

"Stop it! Quick! I'm not hurting your fedings! Itenet 
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critidiiiigl Vm tbe adoring kast one of tfay harent I jtnt 



Two da3^ latar, with pictiffes^ wicker cbairs, a rug, she had 
made the waiting-room habitable; and Kennicott admitted, 
'^ Does look a lot better. Never thought much about it Guess 
I need being buUied." 

She was omvinced that she was {^oriously content in her 
as doctcv's-wife. 



vn 

She tried to free hersdf from the speculation and disillusioii- 
ment ^diich had been twitching at her; sought to dismiss all the 
opinionation of an insurgent era. She wanted to shine upon 
the veal-faced bristly-bewied Lyman Cass as much as upon 
MOes Bj(vnstam or Guy Pollock. She gave a recepticm for the 
Thanatopsis Qub. But her real acquiring of merit was in call- 
ing iipon that Mrs. Bogart whose gossipy good opinion was so 

^uable to a doctor. 

Though the Bogart house was next door she had entered 
it but three times. Now she put on her new moleskin cap, 
irtkh made her face small and innocent, she rubbed off the 
traces of a lip-stick— and fled across the all^ bdort her ad- 
mirable resolution should sneak away. 

The age of houses, like the age of men, has small rdatkm 
to their years. The dull-green cottage of the good Widow 
Bogart was twenty years d^ but it had the antkjuity of CSieops, 
and the smdl of mummy-dust. Its neatness rebuked die 
street Hie two stooes by die path were painted ydlow; the 
outhouse was so overmodestly masked with vines and lattice 
that it was not concealed at all; the last iron dog remainhig 
in Gopher Prairie stood anumg whitewashed conch-shdis upon 
the lawn. ThehaDway was dismayinj^ scrubbed; the kitdien 
was an exercise in mathematics, with problems worthed out in 
equidistant chairs. 

The parlor was kept for vbitrars. Card suggested, ^' Lefb 
sit in the kitchen. Please don't trouble to light the parlor 
atovc." 

** No trouble at alll My gracious, and you coming so sddom 
and all, and the kitchen is a perfect sig^t, I try to keep it 
dean, but Qy will track mud all over it, I've spoken to 
Um about it a hundred times if I've spoken once, no, you 
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ait ri|^t there, dearie, and 111 make a fir^ no tfoiide at aB, 
practically no trouble at all.^ 

Mrs. Bogart groaned, nd>bed her |(MOts, and repeatedly 
dusted ho* hands while she made the fire, and when Carol tried 
to hdp she lamented, ^ CKi, it doesn't matter; guess I abi*f 
good for much but toil and wcddn' anyway; seems as though 
that's what a lot of folks thinf 

The parlor was distinguished liy an espanse of rag caipel 
from which, as they entoed, Mrs. Bogart hastily pidked one 
sad dead fly. In the center of the carpet was a rug depicting 
a red Newfoundland dog, reclining in^ green and ydlow dai^ 
fieki and labeled '^ Our Friend/' The parlor organ, tall and 
thin, was a(k>med with a mirnM* partly drodar, prtly square^ 
and partly diamond-shaped, and with brackets nddhig a pot 
of geraniums, a mouth-organ, aad a copy of '* The Oldtime 
HymnaL" On the c^ter table was a Sears-Rod>uck mail-order 
drogue, a sflver frame with photographs of the Bd/^tk^^ 
Omrdi and of an elderly clergyman, and an aluminum In^ 
containing a rattlesnake's rattle and a broken 4>ectade4ens. 

Mrs. Bogart spoke of the doquenoe of the Revo-end Mr. 
Zitterd, the coUness of cold days, the price of poplar wood, 
Dave Dyer's new hair<ttty and Cy Bogart^ essential pie^. 
^ As I said to his Sunday School teacher, Cy may be a little 
wild, but that's because he's got so much better brains than a 
lot of these boys, and this farmer that daims he caiig^ Cy 
stealing l^es, is a liar, and I oug^t to have the law oq 
him." 

Mrs. Boput went diofoug^ Into the rumor that the gid 
waiter at Billy's Lunch was not all she mig^t be— or, rather, 
was quite all she mij^t be. 

^ My lands, what can you expect when evorybo^ knows 
wbat htf mother was? And if tlMse traveling salesmen wouU 
let her alone she woidd be all right, thoufi^ I certamly ckmt 
bdieve she ought to be allowed to think she can pull the wool 
over our qres. The sooner she's sent to the school for incorrig- 
ible girls down at Sauk Centre, the better for all and 

Won't you just have a cup of coffee, Card dearie, I'm sure 
you won't mind old Aunty Bogart calling you by your first 
name when you think how kmg I've known Will, and I was 
snch a frioid of his dear lovdy mother when she lived here 

and— was that fur cap eipensive? But Don't you thin|L 

it's awful, the way fdks talk in this town? ** 
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Mrs. Bogart hitdied her chair nearer. Her large foce, with 
its disturbing collection of moles and lone bla^ hairs, wrinkled 
connm^. She showed her decasred teeth in a reproving smOe, 
and in the confidential voice of one who scents stale bedroom 
scandal she breathed: 

" I just don't see how fcdks can talk and act like they do. 
Yon don't know the things that go on under cover. This 
town— why it's only the regions training I've given Cy that*^ 

kq>t him so innocent of— thmgs. Jnst the other &y 

I never pay no attention to stmes, but I heard it mi^ty good 
and stndg^ that Harry Haydoc^ is carr]ing on with a girl 
that clerks in a store down in Minneapolis, and poOT Juanita 
Bot knowing aiqrthing about it— though maybe it's the judg- 
ment of God, because before she married Harry she acted up 

with more than one boy Well, I don't like to say it, and 

maybe I ain't iqp-to-date, like Cy says, but I always bdieved 
a hdj shouldn't even give names to aJl sorts of dreadful thmgi, 
but just the same I know there was at least one case wh^ 
Juanita and a Ixyy— wdl, they were just dreadful. And — 

and Then ttore^ that Ole Jenson the grocer, that thinks 

he^ so plaguey smart, and I know he made iq> to a farmer'k 

wife and And thb awftd man Bjomstam that does chores, 

and Nat Hicks and *' 

There was, it seemed, do person in town who was not liviiq; a 
Hfe of shame except Mrs. Bogart, and naturally she resented 
it 

She knew. She had always hai^>ened to be there. Once, 
ahe whiq>ered, she was going by when an indiscreet window- 
shade had been left up a couple of inches. Once she had 
noticed a man and woman holding hands, and ri^t at a 
Methodist sodablel 

** Another thing- — Heaven knows I never want to start 
trouble, but I can't hdp what I see from n^ back steps, 
and I notice your hired girl Bea carrying on with the grocery 
boys and all ^" 

" Mrs. BogartI I'd trust Bea as I would myself 1 " 

*' Oh, dearie, you don't understand mel I'm sure she's a 
good girl. I mean she's green, and I hope that none of these 
horrid young men that there are around town will get her into 
trouble! It's theur parents' fault, letting them run wild and 
hear evil things. If I had my way there wouldn't be none of 
them, not boys nor girls neither, allowed to know anything 
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about^-about things till they was married. It's terrible the 
bald way that some folks talk. It just shows and gives away 
what awiful thoughts they got inside than, and there's nothing 
can cure them except coming ri^t to God and kneeling down 
like I do at prayer-meeting every Wednesday evening, and 
saying, ' O God, X would be a miserable sinner except for thy 
grace.' 

^ I'd make every last one of these brats go to Sunday School 
and learn to think about nice things 'stead of about cigarettes 
and goings-on— and these dances they have at the lodges are 
the worst thing that ever happened to this town, lot of young 

men squeezing girls and finding out Oh, it's dreadfuL 

I've told the mayor he ought to put a stop to them and 

There was one boy in this town, I don't want to be suspicious 
or uncharitable but ^ 

It was half an hour before Csxol escaped. 

She stepped on her own porch and thought viciously: 

^' If that woman is on the side of the angels, then I have 
no choice; I must be on the side of the devil. But— -isn't she 
like me? She too wants to ' reform the town ' ! She too 
criticizes everybodyl She too thinks the men are vulgar and 
limited! Am I like her? This is ghastfyl " 

That evenmg she did not merely consent to play (Tibbage 
with Kennicott; she urged him to play; and she worked up 
a hectic interest in land-deals and Sam Clark. 



vin 

In courtship days Kennicott had shown her a photograjdi of 
Nets Erdstrom's baby and log cabin, but she had never seen 
the Erdstroms. They had become merdy ^'patients of the 
doctor." Kennicott tdei^oned her on a mid-December after- 
noon, '^ Want to throw your coat on and drive out to Erd- 
strom's with me? Fairly warm. Nds got the jaundice." 

" Oh yes! " She hastened to put on wooloi stockings, hig^ 
boots, sweater, muffler, cap, mittens. 

The snow was too thick and the ruts frozen too hard for 
the motor. They drove out in a dumsy hi^ carriage. Tud^ed 
over them was a blue woolen cover, prickly to her wrists, and 
outside of it a buffalo robe, humble and moth-eaten now, used 
ever since the bison herds had streaked the prairie a few mikt 
to the west. 
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Tbe scattered houses between which they passed in town 
were small and desolate in ccmtrast to the expanse of huge 
snowy yards and wide street. They crossed the railroad tracks, 
and instantly were in the farm country. The big pid>ald 
horses snorted clouds of steam, and started to trot. The 
carriage squeaked in rhythm. Kennicott drove with ducks 
of '' lliere boy, take it easyl " He was thinking. He paid no 
attention to Carol. Yet it was he who commented, '' Pretty 
nice, over there," as th^ approached an oak-grove where 
shifty winttf sunU^t quivered in the hollow between two 
snow-drifts. 

They drove from the natural prairie to a deared district 
which twenty years ago had been forest The country seemed 
to stretch unchanging to the North Pole: low hill, brush- 
scragg^y bottom, reedy creek, muskrat mound, fields with 
frozen brown dods tlmist up throu^ the snow. 

Her ears and nose were pinched; her breath frosted her 
ccdiar; her fingo^ ached. 

"^ Getting odder," she said. 

**Yup." 

That was all their conversation for three mfles. Yet she 
was bai^y. 

They reached Nets Erdstrom's at four, and with a throb 
she recognized the courageous venture wiiich had lured her 
to Gcpher Prairie: the deared fidds, furrows among stumps, 
a log cabin diinked with mud and roofed with dry hay. But 
Nds had prospered. He used the log cabin as a bam; and 
a new house reared up, a [Hxrad, unwise, Gopher Prairie house, 
Uie more naked and ungraceful in its glos^ white paint and 
pink trimming^. Every tree had been cut down. The house 
was so unshdtered, so battered by the wind, so bleakly thrust 
out into the harsh dearing, that Carol shivered. But they 
were wdcomed warmly enough in the kitchen, with its crisp 
new plaster, its black and nickd range, its cream sq)arator 
in a comer. 

Mrs. Erdstrom begged har to sit in the parlor, where there 
was a phonograph and an oak and leather davenport, the 
prairie farmer's proofs of social progress, but she dropped down 
hy the kitchen stove and insisted, '^ Please don't mind me." 
When Mrs. Erdstrom had followed the doctor out of the room 
Carol glanced in a friendly way at the grained pine cupboard, 
the fhaned Lutheran Kanfirmations Attest, the traces of fried 
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tgg^ and sausages on the dining table against the wall, and a 
jewd among calendars, proenting not OBiy a lithographic 
young woman with dimy lips, and a Swedish advertisement 
of Azd Egge's grocery, but aho a thermometer and a matdk 
holder. 

She saw that a boy of four or five was staring at her horn 
the hall; a hofy in gingham shirt and faded corduroy trousers, 
but large-^ed, fimohmouthed, wide-browed. He vanished, then 
peq>ed in agsdn, biting his knuckles, turning his shoulder toward 
her in shyness. 

Didn't she remember— what was it? — Kennicott sitting be- 
side her at Fort Snelling, urguig, '^ See how scared that bal^ 
is. Needs some woman like you.'' 

Magic had fluttered about her then— magic of sunset and 
cool air and the curiosity of k)vers. She hdd out ha hands as 
much to that sanctity as to the boy. 

He edged into the room, doubtfully sucking his thumb. 

" Hdlo," she said. " What's your name? " 

"'Hce, hce, heel'' 

'^ You're quite rig^t. I agree with you. Silly people like 
me always ask chUdren thdr names." 

** Hee, hee, heel " 

'* Come here and 111 teD you the story of— well, I don't 
know what it will be about, but it will have a slim heroiDe 
and a Prince Charming." 

He stood stoically while she epvat nonsense. His gigging 
ceased. She was winning him. Then the telephone bdl— two 
long rings, one short. 

Mrs. Erdstrom galloped into the room, shridLed into the 
transmitter, ^ Vdl? Yes, yes, dis is Erdstrom's placet Hdi? 
Oh, you vant de doctor? " 

Kennicott appeared, growled into the telq)hone: 

^ Wdl, what do you want? Oh, hello Dave; what do 3^a 
want? Which Morgenroth's? Adolph's? All ri^t Am- 
putation? Yuh, I see. Say, Dave, get Gus to harness vp and 
take my surgical kit down there— and have him take some 
chloroform. I'll go straight down from luxe. May not g^ 
hometoni^t You can get me at Adolph's. Huh? No, Carrie 
can give the anesthetic, I guess. G'-by. Huh? No; teD me 
about that tomorrow — too damn many people always listmng 
in on this farmers' line." 

He turned to Card. '' Adolph Morg^uroth, brmer ten milea 
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sewl h west of town, got his aim cnBbed--fixiiig his cow-shed 
and a po8t caved in on him— -smashed him up pretty bad— 
waaj have to amputate, Dare Dj^er says. Afraid well have 
to go rig^t from here. Dam sorry to drag you dear down 
there with me " 

^ Hease do. Dont mind me a bit" 

«< Think you could give the anesthetic? Usually have my 

do it" 
' If you'll teD me how." 

' All right Say, did jrou hear me putting one over on these 
goats that are almys nd)bering in on party-wires? I hope 
Aey heard mel Wdl. . • . Now, Besae, don't you worry 
about Nds. He's getting along all ri^t. Tcmiorrow you or 
cae of the neighbois drive in and get this prescription filled 
1^ Dyer*^. Give him a teaspoonful every four hours. Good- 
fay. Hd-lol Ho-e^ the little fellowl My Lord, Bessie, it 
ani% possible this is the fellow that used to be so tickly? Why, 
ssQT, he's a great big strapping Svenska now— going to be bigger 
In his daddy!" 

Kennicott's bhiffnesB made the child squirm with a ddig^t 
which Cared could not evtAe. It was a humble wife who 
fcUowed the busy doctor out to the carriage, and her ambition 
was not to play Rarhmaninoff better, not to bufld town halls, 
but to chuckle at babies. 

The sunset was merdy a flush of rose on a dome of silver, 
with oak twigs and thin poplar brandies against it, but a silo 
on the hmzon changed from a red tank to a tower of violet 
misted over with gray. The purple road vanished, and without 
Bf^ts, in the darkness of a world destroyed, they swayed on— 
toward nothii^. 

It was a bumpy cold way to the Morgenroth farm, and 
she was asleep wtoi they arrived. 

Here was no faring new house with a proud phonograph, 
but a low whitewadied kitchen smdling of cream and cabbage. 
Adolph Morgenroth was lying on a coudi in the rarely used 
fining-room. His heavy work-scarred wife was shaking her 
hands in amdety. 

Card f dt that Eennicott would do something magnificent 
and startling. But he was casual. He greeted the man, '' Wdl, 
wdl, Adolph, have to fix you iq>, di? " Quietly, to the wife, 
* Hat die drug store my sckwartze bag kier gesckickt? So — 
MchSn. Wit vid Uhr ist 'st Skbenf Nun, lassen uns ein 
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wenig supper zuer$t haben. Got any of that good beer left-* 
giebt 's noch Bier? " 

He had supped in four mmutes. His coat off, his sleeves 
rolled up, he was scrubbing his hands in a tin basin in the 
sink, using the bar of yellow kitchen sos^. 

Carol had not dared to look into the farther room while 
she labored over the supper of beer, rye bread, moist corn- 
beef and cabbage, set on die kitchen table. The man in there 
was groaning. In her one ^ance she had seen that his blue 
flannel shirt was open at a corded tobacco-brown neck, the 
hollows of which were sprinkled with thin black and gray hairs. 
He was covered with a sheet, like a corpse, and outside the 
sheet was his ri^t arm, wrai^^ in towels stained with blood. 

But Kennicott strode into the other room gaily, and ste 
followed him. With surprising delicacy in his large fingers 
he unwrapped the towels and revealed an arm which, below 
the elbow, was a mass of blood and raw flesh. The man bd- 
lowed. The room grew thick about her; she was very seasick; 
she fled to a chair in the kitchen. Through the haze of nausea 
she heard Kennicott grumbling, '^ Afraid it will have to come 
off, Adolph. What did you do? Fall on a reaper blade? 
Well fix it right up. Carriel Carol!'' 

She couldn't— she couldn't get up. Then she was iq>, her 
knees like wato*, her stomach revolving a thousand times a 
second, her eyes filmed, her ears full of roaring. She couldn't 
reach the dining-room. She was going to faint. Then she 
was in the dining-room, leaning against the wall, tiymg to 
smile, flushing hot and cold along her chest and sides, 'SbUe 
Kennicott mumbled, ^'Say, help Mrs. Morgenroth and me 
cany him in on the kitchen table. No, first go out and shove 
those two tables together, and put a blanket on th^n and a 
dean sheet." 

It was salvation to push the heavy tables, to scrub them, 
to be exact in placing the sheet. Her head deared; she was 
able to look calmly in at her husband and the farmwife whOe 
they undressed the wailing man, got him into a dean nightgown, 
and washed his arm. Kennicott came to lay out his instru- 
ments. She realized that, with no ho^ital facilities, yet with 
no worry about it, ho* husband — ker husband^ivzs going to 
perform a surgical opo^tion, that miraculous boldness of which 
one read in stories about famous surgeons. 

She helped them to move Adolph into the kitchen. The 
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man was in such a funk that he would not use his legs. He 
was heavy, and smelled of sweat and the stable. But she put 
her arm about his waist, her sled head by his chest; she 
tugged at him; she clicked her tongue in imitation of Kenni- 
cott's cheerful noises. 

When Adolph was on the table Eennicott laid a hemispheric 
steel and cotton frame on his face; suggested to Carol, '' Now 
you sit here at his head and keep the ether dripping— about 
this fast, see? Ill watch his breathing. Look who's herel 
Real anesthetistl Ochsner hasn't got a better one! Class, 
di? • . . Now, now, Ado^ take it easy. This won't hurt 
]^u a bit Put you all nice and asleep and it won't hurt a 
bit. Sckwdf mall Bald schlaft man grot wie em Kind. Sot 
Sol Baldgehesbesserl*' 

As she let the ether drq>, nervously trying to keep the 
rhythm that Eemiicott had indicated, Qurol stared at her hus- 
band with the abandon of hero-worship. 

He shook his head. '' Bad li^^t— bad li|^t. Here, Mrs. 
Morgoiroth, you stand rig^t here and hold this lan^. Hier, 
wad dieses-^-dieses laixq> hallen — sol '' 

By that streaky glimmer he worked, swiftly, at ease. The 
nxmi was still. Carol tried to look at him, yet not look at the 
8eq>ing blood, the crimson slash, the vicious scalpel. The 
ether fumes were sweet, choking. Ho* head seemed to be 
floating away from her body. Her arm was feeble. 

It was not the blood but the grating of the surgical saw on 
the living bone that broke her, and she knew that she had 
been fitting off nausea, that ^ was beaten. She was lost 
in dizziness. She heard Eennicott's voice: 

"^ Sick? Trot outdoors couple minutes. Adolph will stay 
mider now." 

She was fumbling at a door-knob which whirled in insulting 
circles; she was on the stoop, gasping, forcing air into ho* 
chest, her head clearing. As die returned she caught the scene 
as a whole: the cavernous kitchen, two milk-cans a leaden 
patdi by the wall, hams dang^g from a beam, bars of light 
at the stove door, and in the center, illuminated by a small 
g^ass lamp held by a fri^tened stout woman, Dr. Kennicott 
bending over a body which was humped undo- a sheet— the 
surgeon, his bare arms daubed with blood, his hands, in pale- 
yellow rubber gloves, loosening the tourniquet, his face widiout 
emotion save when he threw up his head and clucked at the 
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farmwife, '' Hold that Hgbt steac^r just a aeoond more— nodi 
bios dn wenig!* 

"He speaks a vulgar, oxmiMHi, incorrect German of life 
and death and birth and the soil. I read the French and 
German of sentimental lovers and Christmas garlands. And 
I thought that it was I who had the culture! '' she wocsluped 
as she returned to her place. 

After a time he snapped, " That's oiough. Dcm't give him 
any more ether." He was concentrated on tying an artery. 
His gruffness seemed heroic to her. 

As he sh£4>ed the flap of flesh she murmured, *^ Oh, you are 
wonderful! " 

He was suiprised. *^ Why, thb is a cinch. Now if it had 

been like last week Get me some nuMre water. Now last 

week I had a case with an ooze in the peritoneal cavity, and 
by golly if it wasn't a stomach ulcer that I hadn't su^>ected 

and There. Say, I certainly am sleepy. Let's turn in 

here. Too late to drive home. And tastes to me like a storm 
coming." 



They slept on a feather bed with their fur coats over them; 
in the morning they broke ice in the pitcher — ^the vast flowered 
and gilt pitcher. 

Eennicott's storm had not come. When they set out it was 
hazy and growing warmer. After a mile she saw that he was 
8tud3ring a dark cloud in the north. He urged the horses to 
the run. But she forgot his unusual haste in wonder at the 
tragic landscape. The pale snow, the prickles of old stubble, 
and the clumps of ragj^ brush faded into a gray obscurity. 
Under the hillocks were cold shadows. The willows about a 
farmhouse were agitated by the rising wind, and the patches of 
bare wood where the bark had peeled away were white as the 
flesh of a lq>er. The snowy dews were of a harsh flatness. 
The whole land was cruel, and a climbing cloud of slate-edged 
blackness dominated the ^. 

^' Guess we're about in for a blizzard,^ speculated Kennicott 
^ We can make Ben McGonegal's, anyway." 

'' Blizzard? Really? Why But stiU we used to thlflk 

th^ were fun when I was a girl. Daddy had to stay home 
from court, and we'd stand at the window and watch the 
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''Not modi fun on the prairie. Get lost Freese to death. 
Take no diances.^ He durraped at the horses. Tbgr were 
flying now, the carriage rocking on the hard ruts. 

The whole au* suddenly crystdlized into large dan^ flakes. 
The horses and the bufiblo robe were covered with snow; her 
face was wet; the thin butt of the wh^ hdd a white ridge. 
The air became colder. The snowflakes were harder; tiiey 
shot in levd lines, clawing at her face. 

She coidd not see a hundred feet ahead. 

Kennicott was stem. He bent forward, the reins firm in his 
coonskin gauntlets. She was cortain that he would get throng^ 
He always got through thingi. 

Save for his presence, the world and all normal living disap- 
peared. They were lost in the boiling snow. He leaned dose 
to bawl, ** Letting the horses have thdr heads. Thqril get us 
home.'' 

With a terrifying bump they were off the road, slanting with 
two wheels in the ditch, but instantljr thqr were jeiked back 
as the hcHrses fled <m. She ga^>ed. She tried to, and did not, 
fed brave as she pulled the woolen robe up about her chin. 

Th^ were passing something like a dark wall on the ri|^t 
** I know that barn! " he y^)ed. He pulled at the rdns. 
Peeping from the covers she saw his teeth pinch his lower Ito, 
saw him scowl as he slackened and sawed and jeiked sharply 
again at the racing horses. 

They stoi^)ed. 

^ Farmhouse there. Put robe around you and come on,'' he 
cried. 

It was like diving into icy water to dinib out of the carriage, 
but on the ground she smiled at him, her face little and childish 
and pink above the bufialo robe over ha shoulders. In a 
swirl of flakes which scratched at their eyes like a maniac 
darkufgw, he unbuckled the harness. He turned and plodded 
hack, a ponderous furry figure, holding the hoaes* bridles, 
Gvol's hand dragging at his sleeve. 

They came to the doudy bulk of a bam whose outer wall was 
directly iqx>n the road. Feeling along it, he found a gate, led 
them into a jmrd, into the bam. The interior was warm. It 
stunned them with its languid quiet. 

He carefully drove the horses into stalls. 

Her toes were coals of pain. ^^ Let's run for the house/' she 
lai^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



194 MAIN STREET 

''Can't Not yet. Might never find it Mig^t get lost ten 
feet away from it. Sit over in this stall, near the horses. 
Well rush for the house when the blizzard lifts." 

"I'm so stiff 1 Ican'twalkl" 

He carried her into the stall, stripped off her overshoes and 
boots, stof^ing to blow on his purple fingers as he fmnbled 
at ho- laces. He rubbed ho* feet, and covered her with the 
buffalo robe and horse-blankets from the pile on the feed-box. 
She was drowsy, hemmed in by the storm. She si^ed: 

"You're so strong and yet so skilful and not afraid of 
blood or storm or " 

" Used to it. Only thing that's bothered me was the chance 
the ether fumes might explode, last night" 

" I don't understand." 

" Why, Dave, the dam fool, sent me ether, instead of chloro- 
form like I told him, and you know ether fumes are mighty 
inflammable, especially with that lamp right by the table. But 
I had to q>erate, of course— wound chuck-full of tKBimyanl 
filth that way." 

" You knew all the time that Both you and I migjit 

have been blown up? You knew it while you were operating? " 

" Sure. Didn't you? Why, what's the matter? " 
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Kennicott was heavOy pleased by her Qiristmas presets, 
and he gave her a diamond bar-pin. But she could not persuade 
herself that he was much interested in the rites of the morn- 
ing, in the tree she had decorated, the three stockings she had 
hungy the ribbons and gilt seals and hidd^ messages. He 
said only: 

^ Nice way to fix things, all ri^t What do you say we 
gD down to Jack Elder's and have a game of five hundred this 
afternoon? " 

She remembered her father's Christmas fantasies: the sacred 
old rag doll at the tcfp of the tree, the score of cheap presents, 
the punch and carols, the roast chestnuts by the fire, and the 
gravity with which the judge opened the children's scrawly 
notes and took cognizance of demands for sled-rides, for opin- 
ions iqx>n the existence of Santa Claus. She remembered him 
reading out a long indictment of himsdf for being a sentimental- 
ist, agaiost the peace and dignity of the State of Minnesota. 
She remembered his thin legs twinkling before their sled 

She muttered unsteadily, " Must run up and put on my shoes 
—slippers so cold." In the not v^ romantic solitude of the 
locked bathroom she sat on the slippery edge of the tub and 
wq>t. 



Kennicott had five hobbies: medicine, land-investment, Carol, 
motoring, and hunting. It is not certain in what order he 
preferred them. Solid though his enthusiasns were in the mat- 
ter of medicine— his adoption of this city surgeon, his 
condemnation of that for tricky ways of persuading country 
practitioners to bring in surgical patients, his indignation about 
fee-splitting, his pride in a new X-ray apparatus — none of 
these beatified him as did motoring. 

He nursed his two-year-old Buick even in winter, when it 
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was stored in tbe stable-^iantge behind the house. He fiDed 
ihe grease-cupSy varnished a fender, removed from beneath the 
back seat the debris of gloves, copper washers, crumpled maps, 
dost, and greasy rags. Winter noons he mndered out iod 
stared owlishly at the car. He became ezdted over a fabulous 
^' trip we mi^t take next summer.'' He galloped to the star 
tion, brought home railway maps, and traced motor-routes from 
Gopher Prairie to Winnq>eg or Des Moines or Grand Marais, 
thinking aloud and expecting her to be effusive about such 
academic questions as ''Now I wonder if we coidd stc^ at 
Baraboo and break the jump from La Crosse to Chicago? ^■ 

To him motoring was a faith not to be questioned, a higih- 
diurch cult, with dectric spsAs for candles, and piston-ringi 
possessing the sanctity of altar-vessds. His liturgy was com- 
posed of intoned and metrical road-commoits: ''They say 
there's a pretty good hike from Duluth to International FaDs." 

Hunting was equally a devotion, full of metaidiysical con- 
cepts vefled from CaroL All winter he read.spcMrting-cata- 
logues, and thought about remarkable past shots: " 'Member 
tluit time when I got two ducks on a long chance. Just at 
sunset? " At least once a month he drew his favorite repeat- 
ing shotgun, his "punq> gun," from its wrapper of greased 
canton flannel; he oiled the trigger, and spent sSlent ecstatic 
moments aiming at the ceiUi^. Sunday mornings Card heard 
him trudging up to the attic and there, an lK)ur later, she 
found him turnmg over boots, wooden duck-decoys, luncb- 
boxes, or reflectivdy squinting at old shells, rubbing thdr 
brass caps with his deeve and shaking his head as he ttiou^t 
about their usdessness. 

He kq)t the loading-tools he had used as a boy: a capper 
for shot-gun shells, a mold for lead bullets. When once, in a 
housewifdy frenzy for getting rid of things, she raged, " Why 
don't you give these away?" he solenmly defoided them, 
^ Well, yon can't tdl; they mig^t come in handy some day." 

She flushed. She wondered if he was thinking of the duld 
they would have when, as he put it, ibey were " sure they 
could afford one." 

Mysteriously aching, ndMously sad, she slipped away, half- 
convinced but only half -convinced diat it was horriUe and un- 
natural, this postpcmonent of release of mother-affection, thit 
sacrifice to her opinionation and to his cautious desire for 
prosperi^. 
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'^ But it ivmdd be worse if he were like Sam Clark— in- 
risted on having chOdren," she considered; then, ^<If Will 
were the Prince, wouldn't I demand his child? ** 

Kennicotf^ land-deab were both financial advancement and 
favorite game. Driving through the country, he noticed which 
farms had good crops; he heard the news about the restless 
farmer who was ^ thinJking about selling out here and pulling 
Us frd^t for Albata/' He asked the veterinarian about the 
value of different breeds of stock; he inquired of Lyman Cass 
whether or not Einar Gysddson really had had a yidd of forty 
bushels of wheat to the acre. He was always coiBulting Julius 
Flickerbaus^y yrbo handled more real estate than law, and more 
law than justice. He studied townsh^ ^oaapSy and read notices 
of auctions. 

Thus he was able to buy a quarter-section of land for one 
Inmdred and fifty dollars an acre, and to sdl it in a year or 
two, after installing a cement floor in the bam and running 
water in the house, for one hundred and d^ty or even two 
kmidred. 

He sp€ke of these detaib to Sam Clark. . . . rather 
often* 

In an his games, cars and guns and land, he expected CbioI 
to take an interest But he did not give her the facts which 
m^t have created hiterest. He talked only of the obvious and 
tedkras ai^>ects; never of his a^irations in finance, nor of the 
mechanical princq>les of motors. 

This month of romance she was eager to understand his 
hobbies. She shivered in the garage wfafle he spent half an hour 
in deciding whether to put aloohol or patent non-freezing liquid 
into the radiator, or to drain out the water entu-ely. ^ Or no, 
Aen I wouldn't want to ti^e her out if it turned warmr- 
still, of course, I coidd fill the radiator again— wouldn't take 
so awful long— just take a few pails of water— still, if it turned 

cold on me again before I drained it Course there's some 

people that put in kerosene, but they say it rots the hose-con- 
nections and Where did I put that lug-wrench? " 

It was at this pdnt that she gave up being a motorist and 
retired to the hcnise. 

In their new intimacy he was more communicative about his 
practise; he informed her, with the invariable warning not to 
l»l, tlmt Mrs. Sunderquist had another baby coming, that the 
^ hired girl at Howland's was hi trouble." But when she asked 
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technical questions he did not know how to answer; when she 
inquired, '' Exactly what is the method of takmg out the ton- 
sils? " he yawned, " Tonsilectomy? Why you just If 

there's pus, you operate. Just tskt 'em out. S<«n the news- 
paper? What the devil did Bea do with it? " 
She did not try again. 



m 

They had gone to the '' movies." The movies were almost 
as vital to Kennicott and the other solid citizens of Gopher 
Prairie as land-speculation and guns and automobiles. 

The feature film portrayed a brave young Yankee who con- 
quered a South American republic. He turned the natives from 
dieir barbarous habits of singing and laughing to the vigorous 
sanity, the Pep and Punch and Go, of tibe North; he taug^it 
them to work in factories, to wear EJassy Kollege Klothes, imd 
to shout, '^ Oh, you baby doll, watch me gitther in the mazuma.^ 
He changed nature itself. A mountain which had borne noth* 
ing but Ulies and cedars and loafing clouds was by his Hustle 
so inspirited that it broke out in long wooden sheds, and pfles 
of iron ore to be converted into steamers to carry iron ore 
to be conv^ed into steamers to carry iron ore. 

Tlie intellectual tension induced by the master film was re> 
lieved by a livelier, more 13^10 and less philosq>hical drama: 
Mack Schnarken and the Bathing Suit Babes in a comedy of 
manners entitled ^' Ri^t on the Coco." Mr. Schnarken was at 
various high moments a cook, a life-guard, a burlesque actor, 
and a sculptor. There was a hotel hallway up which policemen 
charged, only to be stunned by plaster busts hurled iqx>n them 
from the innumerous doors. If the plot lacked lucidity, the 
dual motif of legs imd pie was dear and sure. Bathing and 
modeling were equally sound occasions for legs; the wedding- 
Bcene was but an a{^roach to the thunderous dimax when Mr. 
Sduuurken slq)ped a piece of custard pie into the dergyman's 
rear pocket. 

The audience in the Rosebud Movie P^ce squealed and 
mped their eyes; they scrambled under the seats for over- 
shoes, mittens, and mu£Bers, while the screen announced that 
next week Mr. Schnarken might be seen in a new, riproaring, 
eztra-spedal superfeature of the Qean Comedy Corporatioo 
cntitted, " Under MoUie's Bed." 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET X99 

^ rm f^ad,'* said Carol to Kennicott as thgr 8t0(f)ed before 
the northwest gale which was torturing the barren street, " that 
this is a moral country. We don't dlow any of these beastly 
frank novds." 

'' YwDop. Vice Society and Postal Department won't stand 
frar them. The American people don't like filth." 

** Yes. It's fine. I'm glad we have such dainty romancdi as 
'Ri^t on the Coco ' instead." 

'' Say what in heck do you think you're trying to do? Eid 
me?" 

He was silent She awaited his anger. She meditated upon 
his gutter patois, the Bceotian dialect characteristic of Gopher 
Fkairie. He laughed puzzlingly. When they came into the 
g^ow of the house he laughed again. He condescended: 

" I've got to hand it to you. You're consistent, all right. 
Fd of thought that after getting this look-in at a lot of good 
deceskt far^rs, you'd get over this high-art stuff, but you 
hang ri^t on." 

" Well " To harself: ''He takes advantage of my try- 
ing to be good." 

^Tell you, Carrie: There's just three classes of people: 
folks that haven't got any ideas at all; and cranks that kick 
about everything; and Regular Guys, the fellows with stick- 
tuitiveness, that boost and get the world's work done." 

'^ Then I'm probably a crank." She smfled negligently. 

''No. I won't admit it. You do like to talk, but at a 
show-down you'd prefar Sam Clark to any damn long-haired 
artist." 

"Oh— wdl " 

" Oh well! " mockingly. '^ My, we're just going to change 
everything, aren't wel Going to tell fellows that have been 
making movies for ten years how to direct 'em; and tell archi- 
tects how to buOd towns; and make the magazines publish 
nothing but a lot of hi^brow stories about old maids, and 
about wives that don't know what they want. Oh, we're 
a terrorl . . . Come on now, Carrie; come out of it; 
wake upl You've got a fine nerve, kicking about a movie be- 
cause it shows a few legs! Why, you're always touting these 
Gred dancers, or whatever they are, that don't even wear a 
shimmy! " 

'' But, dear, the trouble with that film— it wasn't that it 
got in so many legs, but that it giggled coyly and promised 
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to show more of them, and then didn't keep the promise. It 
was Peeping Tom's idea of humor.'' 

" I don't get you. Loc* here now ^ 

She lay awake, while he rumbled with sleep. 

" I must go on. My * crank ideas/ he calls them. I thought 
that adoring him, watching him oparate, would be enou^ It 
isn't. Not sitier the first thrill. 

^' I don't want to hurt him. But I must go on. 

'' It isn't enouj^, to stand by idiile he fills an automobile 
radiator and chucks me bits of information. 

'' If I stood by and admired him long enough I would be 
content. I would become a ' nice little woman.' The ^^Ilage 

Vkus. Abeady I'm not reading anything. I havent 

touched the piano for a week. I'm letting the days drown in 
worshq;> of ' a good deal, ten plunks more per aae.' I won'tl 
I won't succumb 1 

'' How? I've failed at eversrthing: the Thanatopsis, par- 
ties, pioneers, city hall, Giqr smd "S^da. But It doesnt 

nuUterl I'm not trying to ' reform the town ' now. I'm not 
trying to organize Browning Qubs, and sit in dean white 
kids yearning up at lecturers with ribbony eyeglasses. I am 
trying to save my soul. 

'' Win Kennicott, asleep th^e, trusting me, thinking he holds 
me. And I'm leavmg him. All of me left htei when he laughed 
at me. It wasn't enoi^ for him that I admired him; I must 
change myself and grow like him. He takes advantage. No 
more. Itls finished. I will go on.'' 



IV 

Ha: violin lay on top of the upright i»ano. She picked it 
iq>. Since she IumI last touched it ttie dried strings had snapped, 
and upon it lay a gold and crimson dgar-buuL 



She longed to see Guy Pdlock, for the confirming of the 
brethren in the faith. But Kennicott's dominance was Imavy 
upon her. She could not determine whether ^e was checked 
by fear or him, or by inertia— by dislike of the emotional labor 
of the " scenes " which would be involved in asserting inde- 
pendence. She was like the revolutionist at fifty: not afrud 
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of death, but bored by the probability of bad steaks and bad 
breaths and sitting tq;> aU ni^t on windy barricades. 

The seomd evening after the movies she imptdsivdy sum- 
moned VidBL Sherwin and Gvy to the house f (mt pop-corn and 
Oder. In the livii^room Vida and Kennicott d^ted ^ the 
value of mamial training in grades below the eighth," whfle 
Carol sat beside Giqt at the dining table, buttering pop-corn. 
She was quickened by the specoiaJdoa in his qres. She 
murmured: 

^ GvYy do you want to hd^ me? ^ 

"Mydearl How?'' 

^'Idon'tknowl*' 

He waited. 

•* I think I want you to help me find out what has made the 
darkness of the women. &ay darkness and shadowy trees. 
We're all in it, ten million women, young married women wiA 
good pr osp ex om husbands, and business women in linen collars, 
and grandmothers that gad out to teas, and wives of unda:- 
paid miners, and farmwives wiio really like to make butter and 
gotochivch. What is it we want— and need? Will Kennicott 
diere would say that we need lots of children and hard work. 
But it isn't that There's the same discontent in women with 
a^ diihlren and one more coming— always one more comingi 
And you find it in stenogn^hers and wives who scrub, just 
as much as in girl college-graduates wiio wonder how they can 
escape their kbd parents. What do we want? " 

^Essentially, I think, you are like myself. Card; you want 
to go back to an age of tranquillity and charming manners. 
You want to enthrone good taste again." 

^Just good taste? Fastidious people? Oh— 410I I be- 
lieve an of us want the same things— we're all together,' 
the industrial workers and the women imd the farmers and the 
negro race and the Asiatic colonies, and even a few of the 
Req>ectables. It's all the same revolt, in all the classes that 
have waited and taken advice. I think perhaps we want a 
more conscious life. We^ tired of drudging and sleeping and 
dtying. Wete tired of seeing just a few people able to be in- 
; diviihialists. We^ tured of always deferring hope till the next 
i generation. We're th^ of hearing the politicians and priests 
i : and cautious reformers (and the husbandsl) coax us, 'Be 
; cahni Be patienti WaitI We have the plans for a Utopiaj 
[ %bte9tiiy made; just give us a bit more time and well produce 
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it; trust us; we're wiser than you.' For ten thousand years 
they've said that. We want our Utopia now — and we're going 
to try our hands at it. All we want is — everything for dl of 
us I For every housewife and every longshoreman and every 
Hindu nationalist and every teacher. We want everything. 
We sha'n't get it. So we sha'n't ever be content " 

Sh« wondered why he was wincing. He broke in: 

*^ See here, my dear, I certainly hope you don't class your* 
self with a lot of trouble-making labor-leaders I Democracy 
is all right theoretically, and 111 admit there are industrial in- 
justices, but I'd rather have them than see the world reduced 
to a dead level of mediocrity. I refuse to believe that you 
have anything in common with a lot of laboring men rowing 
for bigger wages so that they can buy wretched flivvers and 
hideous player-pianos and — — " 

At this second, in Buenos Ayres, a wwsp^pec editor broke 
hb routine of bdng bored by exchanges to assert, ^* Any in- 
justice is better than seeing the world reduced to a gray levd 
of scientific dullness." At this second a d»k standing at 
die bar of a New York saloon stoiq)ed milling his secret fear 
of his nagging office-manager long enough to growl at the 
chauffeur beside him, *^ Aw, you socialists make me sickl I'm 
an individualist. I ain't going to be nagged by no bureaifi 
and take orders off labor-leaders. And mean to say a hobo^ 
as good as you and me? " 

At this second Carol realized that for alTGuy's love of dead 
elegances his timidity was as depressing to ha: as the bulkiness 
of Sam Clark. She realized that he was not a mystery, as ste 
had excitedly believed; not a romantic messaiger from the 
World Outside on whom she could count for escape. He be- 
longed to Gq>her Prairie, absolutely. .2he was.^natchfid,£@dL 

Street. ■ ' ^ 

He was completing his protest, ''You don't want to be 
mixed up in all this orgy of meaningless discontent? " 

She soothed him. ''No, I d<m't. I'm not heroic Fm 
scared by all the fitting that's going on in the world. I 
want nobility and adventure, but perhai» I want still more to 
curl on the hearth with s(Hne one I love." 

"Would you " 

He did not finish it. He picked up a handful of pop-oom^ 
let it run through his fingers, looked at her wistfully. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET ao3 

With the loneliness of one who has put away a possible love 
Carol saw that he was a stranger. She saw. that he had never 
been anything but a frame on which she had hung shining gar- 
ments. If she had let him diffidently make love to her, it was 
not because she cared, but because she did not care, because 
it did not matta:. 

She smOed at him with the exa^>a^ting tactfulness of a 
wmnan checking a flirtatkm; a smfle like an airy pat on the 
arm. She sighed, '' You're a dear to let me tell you my imagi- 
nary troubles." She bounced up, and trilled, ^' Shall we take 
the pq>-com in to them now? " 

Guy looked afta: her desolately. 

While she teased Vida and Kennicott she was repeatingp,",! >- 
must go on." 

^"^^ "^ VI 

Miles Bjomstam, the pariah ^Red Swede," had brought 
his circular saw and portable gasoline oigine to the house, to 
cot the cords of poplar for Uie kitchen range. Kennicott had 
given the order; Carol knew nothing of it till she heard the 
ringing of the saw, and glanced out to see Bjomstam, in 
Uack leather jacket and enormous ragged purple mittens, press- 
ing sticks against the whirling blade, and flingmg the stove- 
kngtbs to (me side. The red irritable motor kept up a red 
irritable " tip-tip-tip-tq)-tip-tip." The whine of the saw rose 
till it simulated the shri^ of a fire-alarm whistle at night, 
but always at the end it gave a lively metallic clang, and in 
the stillness she heard the flump of the cut stick falling on the 
pOe. 

She threw a motor robe over her, ran out. Bjomstam wel- 
Omied her, '^ Well, well, well I Here's old Miles, fresh as ever. 
Well say, that's all right; he ain't even begun to be cheeky yet; 
next summer he's going to take you out on his horse-trading 
trip, dear into Ida^o." 

" Yes, and I may gol " 

" How's tricks? Cra^ about the town yet? " 

**No, but I probably shall be, some day." 

" Don't let 'em get you. Kick 'em in the facel " 

He shouted at her while he worked. The pile of stove- 
wood grew astonishingly. The pale bark of the poplar sticks 
was mottled with lichens of sage-green and dusty gray; the 
De?dy sawed ends were fresh-colored« wUb the agreeable 
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roughness of a woden mnfifler. To the sterile winter A the 
wood gave a scent of March ss^. 

Kennkott telephoned that he was going into the comxtry. 
B jomstam had not finished his wcnrk at noon, and she invited 
hhn to have dinner with Bea in the kitchen. She wished that 
die were independent enon^ to dine with these her gnests. 
She considered their friendfiness, she sneered at ^* social dis- 
tinctions,'' she raged at her own taboo»— 4nd she ccmtinaed to 
regard them as retainers and herself as a lady. She sat in 
the dining-room and listened through the door to B jomstam^ 
booming and Bea's giggles. She was the Toote absmd to her^ 
adf in that, after the rite of dining alone, she coold go out to 
the kitchen, lean against the sid^ and talk to than. 

They were attracted to each other; a Swedish Othello and 
Desdonona, more useful and amiable than their protoQ^pes. 
Bjomstam told his scapes: sdling horses in a Montana min- 
ing-canq>, breaking a log-jam, bdng impertinent to a '^ two- 
fiMed " millionaire hmibainan. Bea gurgkd '^ Oh myl '' and 
kept his a^ee cup filled. 

He took a long time to finish the wood. He had frequently 
to go into the kitchen to get warm. Carol heard him con- 
fiding to Bea, '^ You're a dam nice Swede girl I guess if 
I had a wmnan like you I wouldn't be such a sordiead. Godi, 
your kitchen is dean; makes an old bach fed sloppy. Say. 
tiiat's nice hair you got Huh? Me fresh? Saaaay, ghl, if 
I evar do get fr^, you'll know it Why, I could pidk you up 
with one finger, and hdd you in the air long enough to read 
Robert J. Ingersoll dean through Ingersoll? Oh, he's a 
rdigious writer. Sure. You'd Ifike him fine." 

When he drove (^ he waved to Bea; and Carol, lon^ at the 
window above, was emrious of their pas t oraL 

<<AndI ButlwiUgooiL" 
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They were driving down the lake to the cottages tiiat moonlit 
Jannary night, twenty of them in the bob-sled. They sang 
<" IV)y Land " and '' Seefaig NeUy Home "; they leaped from the 
low back of the sled to race over the slippery snow ruts; and 
^en they were tired ibey climbed on the runners for a lift 
The mooQ-tipped flakes kicked up by the lunses settled over tte 
revdcrs and dripped down their necks, but diey laug^, Y^^P^t 
beat their leatb^ mittens against their chests. Hie hamesa 
rattled, the sldgb-bdls were frantic. Jack Elder's setter spmng 
beside the horses, barking. 

For a time Ou*d raced with them. The cokl air gave 
fictive power. She fdt that she could run on all ni^t, leap 
twenty feet at a stride. But the excess of energy tired her, and 
she was glad to snuggle under the comfcMters which covered the 
hay in the sled-boz. 

In the midst of the babd she found oichanted quietude. 

Along the road the shadows from oak-teanches were inked 
OB the snow like bars of music. Then the sled came out on the 
surface ot Lake Minniemashie. Across the thick ice was a 
veritable road, a short-cut for farmers. On the glaring ex- 
panse of the lake— levels of hard crust, flashes of green ice 
blown dear, chains of drifts ribbed like the sea-b^ich— the 
moonlight was overwhdming. It stormed on the snow, it 
turned the woods ashore into crystals of fire. The night was 
tropical and vduptuous. In that drugged magic there was no 
difference between heavy heat and insinuating cold. 

Carol was dream-strayed. The turbulent voices, even Guy 
PdllodL being connotative beside her, were nothing. She re- 
peated: 

Deep on the convent-roof the snows 
Are sparkling to the moon. 

The words and the lig^t blurred into one vast indefinite 
KfTT^w^w^i and she believed that some great thing was coming 

'OS 



Digitized by 



Google 



ao6 MAIN STREET 

to her. She withdrew from the clamor into a worship of in- 
comprehensible gods. The night expanded, she was conscious 
of the universe, and all mysteries stooped down to her. 

She was jarred out of her ecstasy as fbe bob-sled bumped iq> 
the steq> road to the bluff where stood the cottages. 

They dismounted at Jack Elder's shack. The interior walls 
of unpainted boards, ^ch had heeai grateful in August, were 
forbidding in the chill. In fur coats and mu£Q«^ tied over 
caps they were a strange company, bears and walruses talk- 
ing. JadL Elder lig|ited the shavings waiting in the bdly of a 
cast-iron stove which was like an enlarged bean-pot. Tbey 
fSled their wraps high on a rocker, and cheered the rocker as 
it sol^nnly tipped over backward. 

Mrs. Elder and Mrs. Sam Clark made coffee in an enormoua 
blackened tin pot; Vida Sherwin and Mrs. McGanum unpacked 
doug^uts and gingerbread; Mrs. Dave Dyer warmed up '' hot 
dogs " — ^frankfurters in rolls; Dr. Terry Gould, after announc- 
ing, ''Ladies and gents, prepare to be shocked; shock lii^ 
forms on the right," produced a bottle of bourbon wlusky. 

The others danced, muttering '' OuchI ^ as their frosted feet 
struck the pine planks. Carol had lost her dream. Harry 
Haydock lifted her by the waist and swung her. She lauded. 
Hie gravity of the people who stood apart and talked made 
her tibe more impatient for frolic. 

Kennicott, Sam Clark, Jackson Elder, young Dr. McGanum, 
and James Madison Rowland, teetering on their toes near the 
stove, conversed with the sedate pomposity of the commerdalist 
In details the men were unlike, yet they said the same things 
in the same hearty monotonous voices. You had to look at 
them to see which was speaking. 

" Well, we made pretty good time coming vp/* from one^— 
any one. 

" Yump, we hit it up after we struck the good going on the 
lake." 

** Seems kind of slow though, after driving an auto." 

'* Yun^, it does, at that. Say, how'd you make out with 
that Sphinx tire you got? " 

*^ Seems to hold out fine. Still, I don't know's I like it aigr 
betta: than the Roadeater Cord." 

'' Yump, nothing heit&c than a Roadeater. Especially the 
cord. The cord's k>ts better than the fabric." 

'' Yunq>, you said something Roadeater's a good tire*** 
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^ Say, how'd you come out with Pete Garshdm on his pay* 
ments? " 

'' He's paying up pr^ty good. That's a nice piece of land 
he's got." 

" Yump) that's a dandy fann,^ 

" Yump^ Pete's got a good place there.** 

Tliey glided from these serious topics into the jocose insults 
which are the wit of Main Street. Sam Clark was particularly 
apt at them. " What's this wOd-eyed sale of summer caps 
jrou think you're trying to pull o£f ? " he clamored at Hairy 
Ebydock. ^' Did you steal 'm, or are jrou just overcharging us, 
as usual? ... Oh say, speaking about caps, d'l ever tdl 
you the good one I've got on WiU? The doc thinks he's a 
pretty good driver, fact, he thinks he's almost got human in- 
tdligence, but one time he had his machine out in the rain, 
and the poor fish, he hadn't put <m chains, and thinks I " 

Carol had heard the story ratho: often. She fled back 
to the danca?, and at Dave Dyer's masterstroke of drcq^ing an 
kide down Mrs. McGanum's back she applauded hysterically. 

They sat on the floor, devouring die food. The men giggl^ 
amiably as they passed the whisky bottle, and lau^^, 
^ There's a real q)ortl " when Juanita Haydock took a sip. 
Carol tried to follow; she believed that she desired to be drunk 
and riotous; but the idiisky choked her and as she saw Renni- 
cott frown she handed the bottle on repentantly. Somewhat 
too late she ronembered that she had given up domesticity an^; 
repentance. 

'^ Let's play charades! ^ said Raymie Wutherspoon. 

^ Oh yes, do let us," said EUa Stowbody. 

^ That's the caper," sanctioned Harry Haydock. 

They interpreted die word '' making " as May and King. 
The crown was a red flannel mitten cocked on Sam Clark's 
broad pink bald head. They forgot diey were req>ectable. 
They made-believe. Carol was stimulated to cry: 

'^ Let's form a dramatic dub and give a playl Shall we? 
It's been so much fun toni^tl " 

They looked affable. 

" Sure," observed Sam Qark loyally. 

'^Oh, do let usl I think it woidd be lovdy to present 
' Romeo and Juliet 'I " yearned EUa Stowbody. 

^ Be a whale of a lot of fun," Dr. Terry Gould granted. 

'^ But if we did," Card cautioned. ** it would be awfully 
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mBy to Save amateur theatricals. We oa^t to paint our own 
scenery and everything, and really do something fine. There'd 
be a lot of hard work. Would yon— would we all be punctual 
at rehearsals, do you siq)pose? ^ 

"Youbetl" "Sure." « That's the idea." "FeUow ought 
to be pron^t at rehearsals,'' thqr all agreed. 

** Then let's meet next week and form the Gopher Ptairie 
Dramatic Assodationl " Carol sang. 

She drove home loving these friends who raced through mooo- 
lit snow, had Bdiemian parties, and were about to create beauQr 
in the theater. Everything was solved. She would be an au- 
thentic part of the town, sret eso^ the coma of the Village 
Virus. . • . She would be free of Kennicott again, without 
hurting him, without his knowhig. 

She had triumphed. 

The moon was smaJI and hii^ now, and unhffding. 



Though they had all been certain thai they longed for the 
privilege of attending oHnmittee meetings ai^ rehearsals, the 
dramatic association as definitdy formed consisted only of 
Kennicott, Carol, Guy Pollock, \^da Sherwin, Ella Stowlxx^, 
the Harry Haydocks, the Dave Dyers, Raymie Wutherspoon, 
Dr. Terry Gould, and four new candidates: flirtatious Rita Sim- 
ons, Dr. and Mrs. Harvey Dillon and MyrUe Cass, an unomi^ 
but intense girl of nineteen. Of these fifteen on^ seven came 
to the first meeting. The rest tdq>honed their uiq>arallded 
regrets and engagements and iHneases, and announced that 
they would be present at all other meetings through etemiQr. 

Carol was made president and director. 

She had added the Dillons. Despite Kennicott's apprdien- 
sion the dentist and his wife had not been taken up by the 
Westlakes but had remained as definitdy outside really smart 
society as Willis Woodford, who was teller, bookkeeper, apod 
janitor in Stowbody's bai^ Card had noted Mrs. DiUou* 
dragging past the house during a bridge of the JcXty Seventeen^ 
looking in with pathetic lips at the splendor of the accepted. 
She inq>ulsively invited the Dillons to the dramatic associa- 
tion meeting, and when Kennicott was brusque to them she was 
unusually cordial, and fdt virtuous. 

That sdf-i^roval balanced her disappointment at the smalt 
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Ben of the meeting, and her entbarrasBment during Rajonie 
Wntherspoon's repetitions of ** The stage needs uplifting," and 
** I believe that there are great lessons in some plays." 

Ella Stowbody, who was a professional, having studied do* 
drtion in Milwankee, disapproved of CaJoPs enthnsiasm for 
recent plays. Miss Stowbody expressed tiie fundamental prind» 
pie of the American drama: the only way to be artistic is to 
present Shakespeare. As no one listened to her she sat back 
and looked like La^^ Macbeth. 



m 

The Litde Theaters, ^diich were to give fkpuokcy to Ameri- 
can drama three or four years later, were only in onbryo. But 
of this fast coming revolt Carol haid i»:emonitions. Sbe knew 
from scmie lost magarine artide that in Dublin were innovators 
called The Irish Players. She knew confusedly that a man 
named Gordon Craig had painted acenery— or haA he written 
plas^? She fdt that in the turbulence of the drama she was 
discovering a histtny mate important than the comnioiv)lace 
daonides ^rfiich dealt with senators and thdr pompous puaQi- 
ties. She had a sensation of familiarity; a dream of sitting 
in a Brassels cafe and going afterward to a tiny gay theater 
under a cathedral wall. 

Hie advertisement in the Minneapolis paper leaped from 
Ae page to her qres: 

The Cosmos Sdxxil of Music, Orattny, and 
Dramatic Art announces a program of four 
one-act plays by Schnitder, Shaw, Yeats, and 
Lord Dvaasaaxy. 

She had to be therel She begged Eennicott to '^ run down 
to the Cities " witii her. 

** Well, I don't know. Be fun to take in a show, but why 
the deuce do you want to see those dam f ordgn plays, given 
by a lot of amateurs? Why don't you wait for a regidar play, 
ItUer on? There's goiiig to be some corkers ccnning: ' Lottie 
of Two-Gun Rancho,' and ' Cops and Crooks '—real Broad- 
way stuff, with the New York casts. What's this junk you 
want to see? Hm. < How He Lied to Her Husband.' That 
doesn't listen so bad. Sounds racy. And, uh^ wdl, I couU 
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to the motor show, I suppose. I'd like to see this 

up roadster. Well " 

She never knew which attraction made him decide. 

She had four days of ddig^tf ul worry— over the hcde in 
her one good silk petticoat, the loss of a string of beads from 
her chiffon and brown velvet frock, the catsup stain on her best 
georgette cr^ blouse. She wailed, " I haven't a sin^e solitaiy 
thing that's fit to be seen in," and enjoyed herself vay much 
indeed. 

Kennicott went about casually letting people know that he 
was '' going to run down to the Cities and see some shows.'' 

As the train plodded throu^ the gray prairie,, on a windless 
day with the smoke from the engine dingmg to the fields in 
giant cotton-rolls, in a low and writhing wedl which shut off 
the snowy fields, she did not look out of the window. She 
dosed her eyes and hummed, and did not know that she was 
humming. 

She was the young poet attacking fame and Paris. 

In the Minneapolis station the crowd of lumbajacks, 
fanners, and SwecUsh families with innumerous children and 
grandparents and paper parcels, their foggy crowding and their 
clamor confused her. She felt rustic in this once familiar dty, 
after a year and a half of G(q)her Prairie. She was certain 
that Kennicott was taking the wrong trolley-car. By dusk, the 
liquor wardiouses, H^raic dothing-shops, and lodging- 
houses on lower Hennepin Avenue were smoky, hideous, iU- 
tempo-ed. She was battered by (be noise and shuttling of the 
rush-hour trafGc. When a derk in an overcoat too dosdy 
fitted at the waist stared at her, she moved nearer to Kennicott's 
arm. The derk was fli^^ant and urban. He was a superior 
person, used to this tumult Was he laug^iing at her? 

For a moment she wanted the secure quiet of Gapba 
Prairie. 

In the hotd-lobby she was sdf-consdous. She was not 
used to hotels; she remembered with jealousy how often 
Juanita Haydock talked of the famous hotds in Chicago. She 
could not face the traveling salesmen, baronial in large leather 
chairs. She wanted people to believe that her husband and 
she were accustomed to luxury and chill degance; she was 
faintly angry at him for the vulgar way in which, after sign- 
ing the register " Dr. W. P. Kennicott & wife," he bellowed at 
the derk, '' Got a nice romn with bath fcMr us, okt man? " 
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She gazed about haog^tfly, but as she discovered that no one 
was interested in her she fdt foolish, and ashamed of her 
irritation. 

She asserted, ^' This silly lobby is too florid," and shmiltan- 
eously she admired it: the onyx columns with gOt o^itals, the 
crown-embroidered velvet curtains at the restaurant door, the 
silk-roped alcove where pretty girls perpetually waited for 
mysterious men, the two-pound boxes of candy and the variety 
of magazines at the news-stand. The hidden orchestra was 
livdy. She saw a man who looked like a European diplomat, 
in a loose top-coat and a Homburg hat. A woman with a 
broadtail coat, a heavy lace veQ, pearl earrings, and a dose 
Uack hat entered the restaurant. "Heavens! That's the 
iirst really smart woman I've seen in a yearl '' Card exulted. 
She fdt metropolitan. 

But as she followed Kennicott to the devator the coat- 
dieck girl, a confident young woman, with chedcs powdered 
like lime, and a blouse low and thin and furiously crimson, 
inspected her, and undo: that siq>a'cilious glance Carol was 
diy again. She unconsciously waited for the bellboy to precede 
her into the devator. When he smnted " Go aheadl '' she was 
mOTtified. He thou^t she was a hayseed^ she worried. 

The moment she was in thehr room, with the bdlboy saf dy 
oat of the way, she looked critically at Kennicott. For the 
first time in months die really saw lum. 

His dothes were too heavy and provincial. His decent 
gray suit, made by Nat Hicks of Gopher Prauie, mi^t have 
been of dieet iron; it had no distinction of cut, no easy grace 
like the diplomat's Burberry. His black dioes were blunt and 
not wdl polished. His scarf was a stvpid brown. He needed 
a shave. 

But die forgot her doubt as she realized the ingenuities of 
the room. She ran about, turning on the taps of the bath* 
tub, which gushed instead of dribbling like the taps at home, 
ffn fifrliing the ucw wash-rag out of its envdope of oiled 
paper, trjring the rose-diad^ li^t between the twin beds^ 
palling out the drawers of the kidney-diaped walnut dedL to 
examine the engraved stationery, planning to write on it to 
tvoy one die knew, admiring the daret-colored vdvet arm- 
diair and the blue rug, testing the ice-water tap, and squealing 
hsppHty when llie water really did come out cdd. She flung 
her arms about Kennicott, kissed him. 
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''like it, old lady?" 

'' It's adorable. It's so amusing. I love you for bringiog 
me. You really are a dearl " 

He looked blankly indulgent, and yawned, and condescended, 
** inhat's a pretty slkk arrangement on the radiator, so yon can 
adjust it at any temperature you want Must take a big 
furnace to run tUs (dace. Gosh, I hope Bea remembers to 
turn ofF the drafts tom'^t.'' 

Under the ^ass cover of the dressing-table was a menu with 
the most enrhanting dishes: breast of ginnea hen De Vitresse, 
pommes de terre k la Russe, meringue CSiantilly, g&teauz 
Bruxelles. 

''Oh,let's I1mg(nngtohaveahotbatii,andputannqr 

new hat with the wool flowers, and let^ go down and eat fdr 
hours, and well have a cocktaill " she chanted. 

While Kennicott labored over ordering it was annoying to 
see him permit the waiter to be impertinent, but as the on^* 
tail devated her to a bridge among colored stars, as tbt 
oysters came in— not canned pysters in the Gopher Prakie 
fadiion, but on the half-shdl— ^ cried, '^ If you aofy knew 
how wonderful it is not to have had to plan dib dinner, and 
order it at the butcher's and fuss and thiiik about it, and then 
watch Bea cook iti I feel to free. And to have new kinds of 
food, and different patterns of dishes and Hnen, and not worry 
about whether the pudding is being qxMledl Oh, tUs is a 
great moment for mel " 



IV 

They had all the experiences of provincials in a metropolis. 
After breakfast Carol bustled to a hair-dresser's, bou^^t ^oves 
and a blouse, and inqxirtantly met Kennicott in front of an 
optician's, in accordance with plans laid down, revised, and 
verified. They admked the diamonds and has and frosty 
sflvaware and mahogany chairs and pcdished morocco sewings 
boxes in shop-windows, and were abadied by the thrcmgs in tte 
department-stores, and vrere bullied by a derk into bujang too 
many shirts for Kennicott, and gaped at the '' dever novdty 
perfumes— just in from New York." Carol gpt three books 
on the theater, and spent an exultant how in warning hersdf 
that she could not afford this rajah-sHk frock, in ddnUi^ how 
envious it would make Juanita Haydodc, in doong her ores, 
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8Bd tnijdiig it. Kemdcott went from abop to sbop, earnestly 
kmitiiig down ft f dt-covered device to keq> the windshield <rf 
his car clear of rain. 

Thqr dined extravagantly at their hotd at nig^t, and next 
Bonung aneaked round ttie comer to econoaiixe at a Quids' 
Restaorant They were tired by three in the afternoon, and 
doaed at the motkm-pictares aid said thqr wished they were 
haxk in Gopher Prairie— and by deven in the evening they were 
again so livdy that they went to a CSiinese restaurant that was 
frequented by clerks and thefr sweethearts on pay-days. They 
sat at a ttik and marble table eating Eggs Foqyimg, and 
listened to a brassy automatic piano, and were altogetbtf cosmo- 
politan. 

On the street they met peopk from hom^— the McGanoms. 
They lang^bed, shook hands repeatedly, and exclaimed, '' Wdl, 
dds is qmte a coincidence! ** They a^^ed idien the McGanmns 
had come down, and begged for news of the town thqr had 
left two days bddre. Whatever the McGanmns were at home, 
here they stood out as so superior to all the undistinguishable 
^strangers absurdly hurrjring past that the Kennicotts hdd 
them as long as they could. The McGanums said good-by 
as though they were grang to Tibet instead of to the station 
to catch No. 7 north. 

They explored Minneapolis. Kemiirott was conversational 
and terhniral regarding gM^i and cockle-cylinders and No. 
I Hard, when thqr were shown through the gray stone hulks 
and new cement devators of the largest flour-nSlls in the worUL 
niey hxdied across Loring Park and the Parade to the towers 
of St. Mark's and the Procadiedral, and the red roofs of 
houses climbing Kenwood Hill. They drove about the chain 
ef garden-drded lakes, and viewed die houses of the millers 
and lumbermen and real estate peers — die potentates of the 
cipanding dty. They survqred the small eccentric bungalows 
w^ pergdas, the houses of pebbledash and tapestry brick 
with sleeping-pordies above sun-pariors, and one vast incredible 
diftteau fronting the Lake of the Isles. They tramped through 
a shining-new section of apartment-houses; not the tall bMt 
apartments of Eastern dties but low structures of cheerful 
ydlow brick, in which each flat had its g^ass-endosed pordi 
with swinging couch and scarlet cushions and Russian brass 
bowls. Between a waste of tracks and a raw Rouged hill thor 
found poverty in staggering shanties. 
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They saw miles of the dty which they had never known ia 
their days of absorption in college. They were distinguished 
explorers, and they remarked, in great mutual esteem, '^ I bet 
Harry Hiaydock's never seen the City like this! Why, he'd 
never have sense enough to study the machinery in the miDSi 
or go through all these outlying districts. Wonder folks in 
Gopher Prairie wouldn't use tibeir legs and eiq>lore, the way we 
dol** 

They had two meals with Carol's sister, and were bored, and 
felt that intimacy ^ich beatifies married people when they 
suddenly admit that thgr equalfy dislike a relative of dthar 
of them. 

So it was with affection but also with weariness that thqr 
approached the evening on iMdb, Carol was to see the pla]^ at 
the dramatic school. Kennicott suggested not going. ''So dam 
tired from all this walking; don't know but what we better 
turn in early and get rested up." It was only from duty that 
Carol dragged him and ha^df out of the warm hotd, into a 
stinking trolley, up the brownstone steps of the converted 
residence which lugubriously housed the dramatic school. 



They were in a long^diitewashed hall with a dumsy draw- 
curtain across the fronti The fdding chairs were filled widi 
people who lodged washed and ironed: parents of the piq>i]8y 
girl studoits, dutiful teadiers. 

'' Strikes me it's going to be punk. If the first play isnV 
good, let's beat it," said Kennicott hopefully. 

'' All right," she spawned. With ha^r eyes she tried to read 
the lists of duuracters, which were hidden among lifdess ad- 
vertisements of pianos, music-dealers, restaurants, candy. 

She r^arded die Sc^tzier play with no vast interest. The 
actors moved and spoke stiffly. Just as its qmidsm was be* 
ginning to rouse her village-dulled frivdi^, it was over. 

*' Don't think a whale of a lot of that How about taUng 
a snedL? " petitioned Kennicott. 

''Oh, let's tiy the next one, 'How He Lied to Her 
Husband.'" 

The Shaw concdt amused her, and perplexed Kennicott: 

"Strikes me it's dam fresh. Tbcmi^t it would be raqr« 
Don't kn^w as I think much of a play where a husbt* * 
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actually daims he grants a fdlow to make love to hb ivife. 
No husband ever did that! Shall we shake a leg? " 

^I want to see this Yeats thing, 'Land of Heart's Desfare.' 
I used to love it in college." She was awake now, and urgent 
'^ I know you didn't care so much for Yeats when I read him 
aloud to yoOf but you just see if you dont adore him on 
the stage." 

Most of the cast were as unwieldy as oak dudrs marching, 
and the settfaig was an arty arrangemoit of batik scarfs and 
heavy tables, but Maire Bruin was slim as Carol, and larger- 
eyed, and her voice was a morning bdl. In her, Carol lived, 
and on her lifting voice was tran^>orted from this sleepy small- 
town husband and all the rows of polite parents to the stilly 
loft of a thatched cottage where in a green dimness, beside a 
window caressed by liiden branches, sbe bent over a chronicle 
of twilight womoi and the ancient giods. 

" Well— gosh— nice kid played that girl— good-kx>ker," said 
Kennicott. "" Want to stay for the last piece? Hdi?" 

She shivered. She did not answer. 

The curtain was again drawn aside. On the stage they 
saw nothing but long green curtains and a leather chair. Two 
young men in brown robes like furniture-covers were gesturing 
vacuously and droning cryptic sentences full of rq)etitions. 

It was Carol's first hearing of Dunsany. She ssrmpathized 
with the restless Kennicott as he felt in Jiis pocket for a cigar 
and unhappily put it, back. 

Without understanding ^en or bow, without a tangible 
change in the stilted inUming of the stage-puppets, she was 
conscious of another time and place. 

Statdy and aloof among vahiglorious tiring-maids, a queen 
in robes that murmured on the marble floor, she trod the 
gaDery of a crumbling palace. In the courtyard, dephants 
trumpeted, and swart men with beards dyed crimson stood with 
blood-stained hands folded upon their hflts, guaj-ding the 
caravan from El Shamak, the camels with Tyrian stuffs of 
topaz and cinnabar. Beyond the turrets of the outer wall the 
jimg^e glared and shridied, and the sun was furious above 
drendied orchids. A youth came striding through the sted- 
bossed doors, the sword-bitten doors that were hi^er than ten 
tall men. He was in flexible mail, and under the rim of his 
planished morion were amorous curls. His hand was out to 
Wr; befort; she touched it she could fed its warmth 
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''GoBhallhmlodLl What the didLeos b all this stnCF abooL 
Came?'* 

She was no Syrinn queen. She was Bfrs. Dr. KemiicotL 
She fen with a joH into a whitewashed hall and sat looking 
at two scared girb and a yoimg man in wrinkled ti^ts. 

Kennicott fondly rambl^ as ihey left the hall: 

" What the deuce did that last spid mean? Couldnt make 
head or tail of it If thafii highbrow drama, give me a cow- 
pimcher movie, every timet Tliank God, that's over, and we 
can get to bed. Wonder if we wouldn't make time by walking 
over to Nicollet to take a car? One thing I will say for that 
dunq>: ibey had it warm enou^ Must have a big hot-air 
furnace, I guess. Wonder how mudi coal it takes to run 'em 
through the winter? " 

In the car he afifectiraatety patted her knee, and he was for 
a second the striding youdi in armor; then he was Doc 
Kennicott of Gopher Prairie, and she was recaptured fay Main 
Street. Never, not all her Ufe, would she bdiold jun^es and 
the tombs of kings. There were strange things in the woiU, 
they really existed; but she would never see them. 

She would recreate them in playsl 

She would make the dramatic association undostand her 
aspiration. They would, surdy they would— — 

She looked doubtfully at the impenetrable reality of yawning 
trolley conductor and sleepy passengers and placards adver» 
tising soap and underwear. 
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She hurried to the first meeting of the play-reulhig committee. 
Her jungle romance had faded, but ^e retained a rdigious 
fervor, a surge of half-formed thought about the creation of 
beauty by suggestion. 

A Dunsany play would be too di£Bcult for the Gq)ber Prairie 
association. She would let them compromise on Shaw— on 
'^ Androdes and the Li<my^ which had just been published. 

Hie cmnmittee was caasposei of Caxol, Vida Sherwin, Guy 
Pdlock, Rajrmie Wutherspoon, and Juanita Haydock. They 
were exalted by the lecture of themselves as being simul- 
taneously business-like and artistic. Thqr were entertained 
hy Vida in the partor of Mrs. Elisha Gurrey's boarding-houBe* 
with its sted eiq^raving of Grant at Appomattox, its baisket of 
stereoscopic views, and Its mysterious stains on the grit^ 
carpet 

Vida was an advocate ^ tS^^^T^^'Wfllt Jfm^ 
systems. She hinted that they ou^t tohave(as at the 
conunittee-meetings of the Thanatopsis) a '^ regular order of 
business," and ^the reading of the minutes,'' but as there 
were no minutes to read, and as no one knew exactly what was 
the regular <mler of the business of being literary, ibey had 
to give up efficiency. 

Qurol, as diairman, said pditety, ^ Have you any ideas about 
what play we'd better give first? ** She waited for them to 
look abashed and vacant, so Aat she mij^t suggest 
•'Androdes.'' 

Guy PrilodL answered with discoiicerting readiness, ^111 
tdl 3rou: since we're going to try to do something artistic, 
and not simpfy fool around, I bdieve we ought to give some- 
thing classic. How about ' The School for Scandal ' ? " 

'^ Why Don't you think Oat has been done a good 

deal?" 

''Yes, perhaps it has." 

Ciroi was retOy to say, ** How about Bernard Shaw? " wbm 

217 
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he treacherously went on, ^' How would it be then to give a 
Greek drama— say ' (Edipus Tyrannus * ? " 

" Why, I don't beUeve— ^ 

Vida Sherwin intruded, ** Vm sure that would be too hard 
for us. Now IVe brouj^t something that I tUnk would be 
awfully jolly.** 

She held out, and Carol incredulously took, a thin gray 
pamphlet entitled " McGinerty's Modiar-in-law." It was the 
sort of farce which is advertised in ^' school »tertainment '' 
catalogues as: 

Riproaring knock-out, 5 m. 3 f., time J hrs., interior set, popular 
with churches and all high-class occasions. 

Carol glanced from the scabrous object to Vida, and realized 
that she was not joking. 

" But this is— this is— why, it's just a Why, Vida, I 

thought you appreciated— well— appreciated art.'* 

Vida snorted, ''Oh. Art Oh yes. I do like art. It's 
very nice. But after all, what does it matter ^diat kind of 
play we give as long as we get the association started? The 
thing that matters is something that none of you have spoken 
of, tfiat is: what are we going to do with the money, if we 
make any? I think it would be awfully nice if we presmted 
the high school with a full set of Stoddard's travel-lectures 1 " 

Carol moaned, '' Oh, but Vida dear, do forgive me but this 
farce Now what I'd like us to give is something dis- 
tinguished. Say Shaw's ' Androdes.' Have Bjxy of you read 
it?" 

"Yes. Good play," said Guy Pollock. 

Then Raymie Wutherspoon astoundingly spoke Jsp: 

" So have I. I read throu^ all the plays in the public 

library, so's to be ready for this meeting. And But I 

don't believe you gra^ the irrdigious ideas in this ' Androdes,' 
Mrs. Kennicott. I guess the feminine mind is too innocent to 
understand all these immoral writers. I'm sure I don't want 
to critidze Bernard Shaw; I understand he is veiy p(q>ular 

with the highbrows in Minneapolis; but just the same As 

far as I can make out, he's downrij^t improperl The things 

he says Well, it would be a very rjgky . thi ng for ,pnr 

young folks to see. Tt seems to me that a play that doesn'tj 

leave a nice taste in the mouth and that hasn't a^ 

\s nothing but— nothing but- — Wdl, whsiever ft may be[ 
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it isn't art So— Now IVe found a play that is dean, and 
tbere's some awfully funny scenes in it, too. I laughed out 
loud, reading it It's called ' His Mother's Heart,' and it's 
about a young man in college who gets in with a lot of free* 
thinkers and boozers and everything, but in the end his mother's 
influence " 

Juanita Haydock broke in with a derisive, '^ Oh rats, Ra3rmiel 
Cui the mother's influencel I say let's give someUiing widi 
some class to it. I bet we could get the rights to ' The Girl 
frcmi Kankakee,' and that's a real show. It ran for eleven 
months in New York! " 

'' That would be lots of fun, if it wouldn't cost too much," 
reflected Vida. 

Carol's was the only vote cast against ''The Girl from 
Kankakee." 



She disliked '' The Girl from Kankakee " even more than 
she had eq>ected. It narrated the success of a farm-lassie in 
clearing her brother of a charge of forgery. She became secre- 
tary to a New York millionaire and social counselor to his 
wife; and after a well-conceived speech on the discomfort of 
having money, she married his son. 

There was also a humorous cffice-boy. 

Carol discerned that both Juanita Haydock and Ella Stow- 
body wanted the lead. She let Juanita have it Juanita kissed 
her and in the exuberant manner of a new star presented to 
the executive committee her theory, '' What we want in a play 
is huuKHT and pep. There's where American playwrights put it 
all over these dam old European glooms." 

As sdected by Carol and confirmed by the committee, the 
persons of the play were: 

John Grimm, a millionaire 

His wife 

His son . . 

His business rival . 

Friend of Mrs. Grimm 

The girl from Kankakee 

Her brother 

Her mother 

Stenographer 

Office-boy . 

liaid in the Grimms' home 



Guy Pollock 

Miss Vida Sherwin 

Dr. Harvey Dillon 

Raymond T. Wutherspoon 

Miss Ella Stowbody 

Mrs. Harold C. Haydock 

Dr. Terence Gould 

Mrs. David Dyer 

Miss Rita Simons 

Miss Myrtle Cass 

Mrs. W. P. Kennicott 



Direction of Mrs. Kennicott 
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Among the nnnor lamcntatkmt was Maud Dyer's ^ Wdl of 
eourse I suppose I look old eoonf^ to be Juanita'^ mother, 
even if Juanita is ei^t montbs older than I am, but I doirt 
know as I care to Imve e v er yb od y noticing it and ^ 

Gand pleaded, "^ Oh, my deart You two kMk eiacdy the 
same age. I chose you because you have such a darling com- 
pleiion, and you know with powder and a white wig, aayhody 
looks twice her age, and I want ibt mother to be sweet, no 
matter who ebe is.** 

Ella Stowbody, the i»of essional, perceiving that it was be- 
cause of a conspiracy of jealousy that she lud been given a 
small part, alternated between k>f ^ amusement and (^ristian 
patience. 

Carol hinted that the play wouU be improved by cutting, 
but as every actor except Vida and Guy and hersdf wailed 
at the loss of a sing^ line, she was defeated. She told hersdf 
that, after all, a great deal could be drae with direction and 
•ettfaigs. 

Sam Oark had boastfully written about the dramatk m- 
aodatioD to his schoolmate, Peny Bresnahan, president of die 
Vdvet Mot<v Company of Boston. Bresnahan sent a chedL 
for a hundred dollars; Sam added twenty-five and brought Oe 
fund to Carol, fondly crying, ^Therel Until give you a 
start for putting the thing across swelll " 

She rented the second floor of the dty hall for two months. 
All through the spring the association thrilled to its own talent 
in that dismal room. They deared out the bunting, baUol- 
boxes, handbOls, le^ess chairs. They attacked the stage. 
It was a simple-mfaided stage. It was raised above the floor, 
and it did have a movable curtain, painted with the adver- 
tisement of a druggbt dead these ten years, but otherwise it 
mig^t not have been recognized as a stage. There were two 
dr^sing-rooms, one for men, one tor women, on dther dde. 
The dressing-romn doors were also the stage-entrances, opening 
from the house, and many a dtizen of Gopher Prairie had for 
his first gUmpse of romance the bare shoulders of the leading 
woman. 

There were three sets of scenery: a woodland, a Poor In- 
terior, and a Rich Interior, the last also useful for railway 
stations, (ffices, and as a background for the Swedish Quartette 
from Chicago. There were three gradations of lig^lidag: full 
on, half on, and entirdy off. 
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Tlib was tbe only dteater in Go|dier Prairie. It was knowB 
as the "op'ra house.'' Qiicey strolling con^Mnies had used 
it for perfomuBices of The Two Orphans/' and ''Nellie the 
Bcantifal Cloak Modd," and "Othello" with apeckaties be- 
tween acts, but now the motion-pictnres had ousted the tfpBj 
drama. 

Carol intended to be farioinljr modem in constructing the 
office-set, tbe drawing-room for Mr. Grimm, and the Humble 
Home near Kankakee. It was die first time that any one in 
Gopher Prairie had been so revolutionary as to use enclosed 
scenes with continuous side-walls. The rooms in the op'ra house 
sets had separate wing-pieces for sides, Vfbkh sinmlified drama- 
torgy, as the villain could always get out of the hero's way by 
walking out through the walL * 

The iidiabitants of the Humble Home were supposed to be 
amiable and intelligent Card planned for them a sicapit set 
with warm odor. She crald see the beginning of the play: 
all daA save the hi{^ settles and tbe scdid wooden table b^ 
tween them, which were to be illuminated by a ray from off- 
stage. The hi{^ Ug^t was a polished ooppa: pot filled with 
immroses. Less clearly she sketched the Grimm drawing-room 
as a series of cool hi^ vMte arches. 

As to how she was to produce these effects she had no 
notion. 

She discovered that, de^te the enthusiastic young writers, 
the drama was not half so native and dose to the soil as motor 
cars and tdq^nes. She discovered that simple arts require 
sofddsticated training. She discovered that to produce one 
ptffect stage-picture would be as difficult as to turn all of 
Gopher Prakie into a Georgian garden. 

She read all she could ftod regarding staging; she bought 
paint and lig^t wood; she borrowed furniture a^ drapes un- 
icrq>idously; she made Eennicott turn carpenter. Sbe col- 
lided with the problem of lighting. Against the protest of 
Kennicott and Vida she mort^iged the association by sending 
to Minneapolis iar a baby spodig^t, a strip lig^t, a dimming 
device, and blue and aniber bulbs; and with the gloating rap- 
ture of a bom painter fast turned loose among colors, mt 
spent absorbed evenings in groiq>ing, dimming— painting with 
lil^ts. 

Only Eennicott, Guy, and Vida hdped her. Th^ speculated 
as to how flats could be lashed togedier to form a wbH; thqr 
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hung crocus-yellow curtains at the windows; they blai±ed the 
sheet-iron stove; they put on aprons and swept Tte rest 
of the association dropped into the tluntter every evening, and 
were literary and superior. They had boirowed Carols 
manuals of play-production and had become eztremdy stagqi 
in vocabulary. 

Juanita Haydocfc, Rita Simons, and Rasrmie Wuther^)oon 
sat on a sawhorse, watching Card try to get the rij^ position 
for a picttu-e on the wall in the first scene. 

'^ I don't want to hand mysdf anythmg but I believe rC 
give a swell performance in this first act,'' confided Juanita.. 
" I wish Carol wasn't so bossy though. She doesn't under* 
stand clothes. I want to wear, oh, a dandy dress I have^ 
all scarlet— and I said to her, ^When I enter wouldn't it 
knock their eyes out if I just stood there at the door in this 
straight scarlet thing? ' But she wouldn't let me." 

Young Rita agreed, " She's so much taken up with her old 
details and carpenterhig and everything that she can't see the 
picture as a whole. Now I thought it would be lovely if we 
had an ofiSce-scene like the one in ' Little, But Oh My! ' 
Because I saw that, in Duluth. But she singly wouldn't listen 
at all." 

Juanita signed, '^I wanted to give one speedi Hke Ethd 
Barrymore would, if she was in a play like this. (Harry 
and I heard her one time in Minneapolis--we had dandy seats, 
in the orchestra — ^I just know I could imitate her.) Carol 
didn't pay any attrition to my suggestion. I don't want to 
criticize but I guess Ethel knows more about acting than 
Carol doesl " 

'' Say, do you think Carol has the ri^t dq>e about using a 
strq> light bdiind the fireplace in the second act? I told 
her I diought we ought to use a bunch," offered Ra3rmie. 
" And I suggested it would be lovdy if we used a cydorama 
outside the window in the first act, and what do you think 
she said? ^Yes, and it would be lovely to have Eleanora 
Duse play the 1^,' she said, ' and aside from the fact that 
it's evening in the first act, you're a great technician,' she 
said. I must say I think she was pretty sarcastic I've been 
reading up, and I know I could build a cydorama, if she didn't 
want to run everything." 

" Yes, and another thing, I think the entrance in the firsf 
act oufi^t to be L. U. £., not L. 3 E.," from Juanita, 
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^ And ^y does she just use plain white tormenters? " 
" What's a tormcnter? " blurted Rita Simons. 
The savants stared at her ignorance. 

m 

Carol did not resent their critidsms, she didn't very much 
resent their sudden knowledge, so long as they let her make 
pictures. It was at rehearsals that the quarrrels broke. No 
one understood that rehearsals were as real engagements as 
bridge-games or sodables at the Episcopal Church. Theygafly 
came in half an hour late, or they vociferously came in ten 
ndnotes early, and they were so hurt that they whispered 
about resigning ^en Carol protested. They telephoned, '' I 
don't thmk I'd better come out; afraid the dampness mig^t 
start my toothache," or '' Guess can't make it tonight; Dave 
wants me to sit in on a poker game.'' 

When, after a month of labor, as many as nine-elevenths 
of the cast were often present at a rehearsal; when most of 
them had learned their parts and some of them spoke like 
human bdngs, Carol had a new shock in the realization that 
Guy Pollock and herself were very bad actors, and that 
Rasrmie Wuth»rq)Oon was a surprisingly good one. For all her 
visions she could not control her voice, and she was bored by 
the fiftieth rq)etition of her few lines as maid. Guy pulled 
his soft mustache, looked self-consdous, and turned Mr. Grimm 
into a limp dummy. But Rasrmie, as the villain, had no repres- 
sions. The tilt of his head was full of character; his (hawl 
was admirably vicious. 

There was an evening when Carol hoped she was going to 
make a play; a rdiearsal during which Guy stopped looking 
abashed. 

Fh>m that evening the play declined. 

They were weary. " We know our parts well enough now; 
what's the use of getting sick of them? " they complained. 
They began to skylark; to play with the sacred lights; to 
giggle ^en Carol was trying to make the sentimental Myrtle 
Cass into a humorous (^ce-boy; to act everything but '' The 
Girl from Kankakee." After loafing through his proper part 
Dr. Terry Gould had great ai^lause for his burlesque of 
*' Hamlet." Even Raymie lost his simple faith, and tried to 
show that he could do a vaudeville shu£9e. 
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Carol tamed on the company. ** See here, I want tUs noii* 
sense to stop. We've simply got to get down to work.^ 

Juanita Haydock led the mutiny: ^' Look here, Carol, don't 
be so bossy. After all, we're doing this play principally 
for the fun of it, and if we have fun out of a tot of monkey- 
shines, why then ^* 

«Ye^," feebly. 

^ You said one time that folks in G. P. didnt get enough 
fun out of Uf e. And now we are having a drcus, yoa want 
us to stopi ^* 

Carol answered slowly: ** I wonder if I can eiplain what 
I mean? It's the difference between looidng at the comic 
page and looking at Manet. I want fun out of this, of course. 
Only I don't think it would be less fun, but more, to pro- 
duce as perfect a play as we can." She was curiously exalted; 
her voice was strauied ; she stared not at the conqMUQr but at the 
grotesques scrawled on the backs of wing-pieces by forgotten 
stage-hands. ^* I wonder if you can understand the ' fcm ' of 
making a beautiful thing, the pride and satisfactton of it, and 
the hdinessi *" 

The company s^anced doubtfully at erne another. In Gopher 
Prairie it is not good form to be holy except at a diurch, be- 
tween ten-thirty and twelve on Sunday. 
. '' But if we want to do it, we've got to work; we must 
have sdf-disdpline." 

They were at once amused and embarrassed. Th^r did not 
want to affront this mad woman. They backed off and tried to 
rdiearse. Carol did not hear Juanita, in front, protesting to 
Maud Dyer, '' If she calls it fun and holiness to sweat over 
her darned old play— -well, I don't I " 

IV 

Carol attended the only professional play wbidb, came to 
Gopher Prairie that spring. It was a ^ tent show, presenting 
snappy new dramas imder canvas." The hard-working actors 
doubled in brass, and tock tickets; and^ between acts sang 
about the moon in June, and add Dr. Wintergreen's Surefire 
Tonic for Hk of the Heart, Lungs, Eidn^s, and Bowds. They 
presented ^'Sunbonnet Ndl: A Dramatic Comedy of the 
Ozarira," with J. Witherbee Boothby wring^ the soul by 
his resonant '' Yuh ain't d<me rij^^t by mah little gal, Bfr 
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CHy Man, but ytat argoin' to find that back in these-yere hob 
thtfe's honest folks and good shotsl '' 

The audience, on planks beneath the patdied tent, admired 
Mr. Boothby^ beard and kng rifle; 8tanq>ed their feet in 
the dust at the spectede of Ub her^sm; shouted wlien the 
comedian BptA the City Lady's use of a lorgnon by looking 
tbrou^ a doug^ut studL on a fork; wept visibly over Mr. 
BootU>y's Little Gal Nell, who was also Mr. BootU>y's legal 
wife Pearl, and ^en the curtain went down, listened respect- 
fully to Mr. Boothby^ lecture on Dr. Wintergreen's Tonic m 
a cure for tape-wonns, wiiidi he illustrated l^ horrible pallid 
objects curled in bottles of ydlowing alcohol. 

Carol shook her head. ""Juanita is rie^t I'm a fooL 
Holiness of the dnunal Bernard Shawl The only troidde 
with 'The Girl from Kankakee^ is that it's too sid>tle for 
Gophor Prairiel'' 

She soui^t faith in apadous banal phrases, taken from bodks: 
«the kistmctive nobility of simple souls,'' ^need only the 
opportunity, to appreciate fine things,'' and **8ltardy ezponenti 
of democracy." But these optimisms did not sound so loud 
as the laughter of the audience at the funny-man's line, ^ Yes, 
by heckdum, I'm a smart feDa." She wanted to give up the 
pby, the dramatic asaodatfen, the town. As she came oirt of 
the tent and walked with Kennicott down the dus^ vAag 
street, she peered at this straggling wooden village and felt 
that die coidd not possibly stay here through all of tmnorrow. 

It was Miles B jomstam iriio gave her strength— he and the 
fact that every seat for ^The Girl from Kankakee" had been 
sold. 

BjcHUStam was ^keeping company" with Bea. Every night 
he was sitting on the back steps. Once when Carol sppesxtd 
he grunri>led, '^ Hope you'te gdng to give this burg one good 
show. If you don't, redum nobody ever wOl." 



It was the great ni^; it was the nigiht of the play. The 
two dressing-rooms were swirling with actors, panting, twitdiy, 
pale. Dd Snafflin the barber, who was as much a professional 
as EDa, having once gone on in a mob scene at a stod:- 
coopaay performance in Minneapolis, was making them up, 
ani showing his scorn for amateurs with, ^' Stand still! For 
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the love o' Mike, how do you expect me to get your eydicb 
dark if you keep a-wigglin7 '' The actors were beseeching, 
" Hey, Del, put some red in my nostrils— you put some in 
Rita's— gee, you didn't hardly do anything to my face.'' 

They were enormously theatric They examined Del'^ make- 
up box, they sniffed the scent of grease^int, every minute 
they ran out to peq> through the hole in the curtain, ibey 
came back to inq>ect their wigs and costumes, they read on 
the whitewashed walb of the dressing-rooms the pencil in- 
scriptions: ''The Flora Flanders Comedy Company," and 
*^ This is a bum theater," and felt that they were companions 
of these vanished troupers. 

Carol, smart in maid's uniform, coaxed the temporary stage- 
hands to finish setting the first act, wailed at Kennicott, the 
dectridan, " Now for heaven's sake remember the change in 
cue for the ambers in Act Two," slipped out to ask Dave Dyer, 
the ticket-taker, if he could get some more chairs, warned the 
frightened Myrtle Cass to be sure to upset the waste>basket 
when John Grimm called, '' Here you, Redcfy." 

Del SnafiOin's orchestra of piano, violin, and comet began to 
tune up and every one behind the magic line of the proscenic 
arch was frightened into paralysis. Card wavered to the 
hole in the curtain. There were so many people out there, 
staring so hard 

In the second row she saw Miles Bjomstam, not with Bea 
but alone. He really wanted to see the playl It was a good 
omen. Who could tell? Parhaps this evening would convert 
Gopher Prairie to conscious beetuty. 

She darted into the women's dresdn^room, roused Maud 
Dyer from her fainting panic, pushed her to the wings, and 
ordered the curtam up. 

It rose doubtfully, it staggered and trembled, but it did get 
up without catching— ^is time. Then she realized that 
Kennicott had forgotten to turn off the houselig^ts. Some 
one out front was giga^g. 

She galloped round to the left wing, hersdf pulled the 
switch, looked so ferociously at Eomicott that he quaked, 
and fled back. 

Mrs. Dyer was creq>ing out on the half-darkened stage. 
The play was begun. 

And with that instant Carol realized that it was a bad play 
abominably acted. 
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Escouragiiig them with ^ing smileSy she watched her work 
go to pieces. The settings seemed flimsy, the lighting com- 
monpl£u:e. She watched Guy Pollock stammer ami twist his 
nrastache when he should have been a bulls^ing magnate; ^^da 
Sherwin, as Grimm's timid wife, chatter at the audience as 
though they were her class in high-school English; Juanita, 
in the leading role, defy Mr. Grimm as though she were re- 
peating a list of things she had to buy at tiie grocery tins 
morning; Ella Stowbody ronark '^ Vd like a ciq> of tea " as 
though ^e were reciting ^^ Curfew Shall Not Ring Tonight ''; 
and Dr. Gould, making love to Rita Simons, squeak, '' My— 
my—yott-^a ro a w onderful— girl.^ 

M3nlle Cass, as the office-boy, was so much pleased by the 
ai^lause of her relatives, then so much agitated by the re- 
marks of Cy Bogart, in the back row, in reference to her 
wearing trousers, that she could hardly be got off the stage. 
Only Raymie was so unsociable as to devote himself entirdy 
to acting. 

That she was rig^t in her opinion of the play Carol was 
certain when Miles Bjomstam went out aftiar iht first act, 
and did not come back. 



VI 

Between the second and third acts she called the conq>any 
together, and supplicated, '' I want to know something, before 
we have a chance to separate. Whether we're doing well or 
badly tonight, it is a banning. But will we take it as merely 
a begimung? How many of you will pledge yourselves to 
start in with me, right away, tomorrow, and plan for another 
play, to be given in Sq>teod>er? '' 

They stared at her; they nodded at Juanita's protest: '^ I 
think one's enough for a while. It's going elegant tonight, but 

another play Seans to me itil be time enough to talk 

about that next fall. Caroll I hope you don't mean to hint 
and suggest we're not doing fine toni^t? I'm sure the ap- 
plause shows the audience think it's just dandyl " 

Then Carol knew how completely she had failed. 

As the audience seeped out she heard B. J. Gougvling the 
banker say to Rowland the grocer, " Well, I think the folks 
did splendUd; just as good as professionals. But I don't care 
much for these plays. What I like is a good movie, with 
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Mto aocMeots and hold-iq)S, and some git to it and not aH 
this talky-talk."" 

Then Card knew bow certain alie was to fail again. 

She wearily did not blame them, compsny nor andienoe. 
Herself she Uamed for trying to carve intaj^ in good wfaole- 
aome jack-pine. 

'' It"^ the worst defeat of all. I'm beaten. By Mam Street 
^I must go on.' ButlcantI" 

She was not vastly encoinagBd hy tiie Gopker Ptakk 
Da$mtiess: 

. . . would be impossible to distinfuish amoag the actors when 
an gave such fine account of tliemsdves in difficult rdles of this 
well-known New York stage play. Guy Pollock as the old rail- 
lidiaire could not have been b^tered for his fine impersonation of 
the gruff old millionaire; Mrs. Harry Haydock as the young lady 
from the West who so ekaUy showed the New York four-flushers 
where they got off was a vision of loveliness and with fine stage 
presence. Miss Vida Sherwin tfie ever oonular teadier in oar 
high school pleased as Mrs. Grimm, Dr. Gould was well suited ia 
the r61e of young lover— girb you better look out, remember the 
doc is a bachelor. The local Pour Hundred also report that he 
is a great hand at shaking the fight fantastic tootsies in the 
dance. As the stenographer Rita Simons was pretty as a picture, 
and Miss Ella Stowbodys long and intensive study of tiie drama 
and kindred arts in Eastern schools was seen in the fine finish 
of her part 

... to no one is greater credit to be given than to Mrs. Will 
Kennicott on whose ca^pablo shoulders fell the burden of directing. 

'' So kindbr,** Carol nrased, ^so mil meant, so ineb^i^ody— 
, and so confou ndedly qntme . ta it really my bilare, or 
dieirs?'^ 

She sou^t to be sensible; she daborately explained to her- 
sdf that it was hysterical to ododenm Gq>her Pnurie because 
it dul not foam over the drama. Its instification was in its 
service as a maiket-town for farmers. How bravely and gener- 
ously it did its work, f (nrwarding the bread of the world, feeding 
and healii^ the farmersl 

Then, on the comer bdow her hnritMmd's office, she heard 
a farmer holding fordi: 

^ Sure. Course I was beaten. The shipper and the grocers 
here wouldn't pay us a decent price for our potatoes, even 
though folks in the cities were howling for 'em. So we says, 
wen, well get a truck and sh^ 'em rig^t down to hOnneapoHs. 
JBut the oommisaon merchants there were in cahoots with the 
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local fiSpper here; they said ihey wouldn't pay us a cent 
more than he woidd, not even if they was nearer to tlie 
market. Well, we found we could get hi^er prices in Chicago, 
but when we tried to get freight cars to sh4> there, the rail- 
roads wouldn't let us have 'em— even though they had cars 
standing anpty right here in the yards. There you got it — 
good market, and these towns keq>ing us from it. Gus, that's 
the way these towns work all the time. They pay ^diat they 
want to for our wheat, but we pay what ibey want us to 
for their clothes. Stowbody and Dawson foreclose every mort- 
gage they can, and put in tenant farmers. The DatmOess lies 
to us about the Nonpartisan League, the lawyers sting us, 
the machinery-dealers hate to carry us over had ytan, and 
then their daughters put on swdl dresses and lock at us as 
H we were a bunch of hoboes. Man, I'd like to bum this 
town!" 

Kennicott observed, ^There^ that old crank Wes Branni^ 
dMioting cB his mouth again. Gosh, but he loves to hear hun- 
adf talk! They ou^^t to run that fdlow out ot town! " 

vn 

She idt dd and detached through hi^i-school commence- 
ment wedL, whidh is the fdte of youth in Gopher Prairie; 
through baccalaureate sermon, senior parade, junior entertahi- 
ment, commenconent address by an Iowa clergyman irfio 
asserted that 1m believed in the virtue of virtuousness, and 
the procession of Decoration Day, when the few Civil War 
veterans followed Chanq[> Perry, in Us rus^ forage-cap, along 
the sprhig-powdered road to the cemetery. She met Guy; she 
immd that she had nothing to say to him. Her head ached 
in an aimless way. When Kennicott rejmced, ** Well have a 
9reat time tUs summer; move down to the lake early and 
wem: cJd clothes and act natural," she smiled, but her smile 
crcflked. 

In the prairie heat she tni^;ed along unchanging ways, 
tafted about nothmg to tepid people, and reflected that she 
wif^t never escape from them. 

She was starUed to find that she was using the word 
« escape." 

Thai, for three years which passed like one curt paragraph, 
she cosed to find anything interesting save the B jornstams 
and her bahsr- 
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In three yean of ezQe from herself Card had certain es- 
periences du-onided as important by the Dauntless, or discussed 
by the Jolly Seventeen, but the event unchronidedy undiscussed, 
and supremdy controlling^ was her slow admission of longing 
to find her own pec^le. 



Bea and Miles Bjomstam wa*e married in June, a month 
after '' The Girl from Kankakee." Miles had turned respect- 
able. He had renounced his criticisms of state and sodety; 
he had given up roving as horse-trader, and wearing red 
mackinaws in lumber-camps; he had gone to work as engmeer 
in Jackson Elder's planing-mill; he was to be seen upon the 
streets endeavoring to be ndg^iborly mth su^idous men whom 
he had taunted for years. 

Carol was the patroness and manager of the wedding. Jua- 
nita Haydock mocked, '^ You're a chump to let a good hired 
girl like Bea go. Besidesl How do you know it's a good 
thing, her marrying a sassy bum like this awful Red Swede 
person? Get wisel Chase the man off with a mop, and hold 
onto your Svenska while the holding's good. Huh? Me go to 
their Scandahoofian wedding? Not a chsmcet " 

The othar matrons echoed Juanita. Carol was dismayed by 
the casualness of their crudty, but she persisted. Miles had 
exclaimed to her, " Jack Elder says maybe he'U come to the 
wedding! Gee, it would be nice to have Bea meet the Boss 
as a reglar married lady. Some day I'D be so well ofif that 
Bea can play with Mrs. Elder— and youl Watch usi " 

There was an uneasy knot of only nine guests at the service 
in the unpainted Lutheran Church — Ourol, Kouiicott, Guy 
Pollock, and the Champ Perrys, all brought by Carol; Bea's 
frightened rustic parents, her cousin Tina, and Pete, MOes's 
ex-partner in horse-trading, a surly, hairy man who had bou^ 

230 
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a black suit and come twdve hundred mfles from Spokane for 
the event. 

Miles continuously glanced back at the church door. Jack- 
son Elder did not appear. The door did not once open after 
the awkward entrance of the first guests. Miles's hand dosed 
on Bea's arm. 

He had, with Carol's hdp, made his shanty over into a 
cottage with ^diite curtains and a canary and a chintz chair. 

Ou-ol coaxed the powerful matrons to call on Bea. They 
half scoffed, half im)mised to go. 

Bea's successor was the oldidi, Inmul, sQent Oscarina, who 
was suspicious of her frivolous mistress for a month, so that 
Juanita Haydock was able to crow, '' There, smarty, I told you 
you'd run into the Domestic Problem! " But Oscarina adopted 
Card as a dau^ter, and with h^ as faithful to the kitchen as 
Bea had been, there was nothing changed in Carol's life. 



m 

She was unexpectedly appdnted to the town library-board 
by Ole Jenson, the new mayor. The other members were 
Dr. Westlake, Lyman Cass, Julius FlidLerbau^ the attorney, 
Guy Pollock, and Martin Mahon^, former livery-stable keeper 
and now owner of a garage. She was delighted. She went to 
the first meeting rather condescendingly, regarding herself as 
the only one besides Guy who knew anything about books 
or library methods. She was planning to revolutiraize the 
whole system. 

Her condescension was ruined and h^ humility wholesomdy 
increased whoi she found the board, in the shabby room on the 
seomd floor of the house which had been converted into the 
Iibrary,«not discussing the weather and longing to play check- 
ers, but talking about books. She discovered that amiable old 
Dr. Westlake read everything in verse and ^'li^t fiction"; 
that Lyman Cass, the veal-faoMl, bristly-bearded owner of the 
mill, had tramped throu^ Gibbon, Hume, Grote, Prescott, 
and the other thick historians; that he could repeat pages 
from them— and did. When Dr. Westlake whispmd to her, 
^ Yes, Lson is a very well-infcxmed man, but he's modest about 
it," she felt uninformed and immodest, and scolded at her* 
sdf that she had missed the human potentialities in this vast 
Gq>her Prairie. When Dr. Westlake quoted the " Paradiso,** 
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"^Don Qohote," ""Wflhelm Meister/' and the Koran, ate 
reflected that no one she knew, not even her father, had read 
an four. 

She came diffidently to the second meeting of the board Ste 
did not {dan to revolotionixe anjrtUng. She hoped that the 
wise dders might be so tolerant as to listen to ba suggestions 
about changing the didving of the juveniles. 

Yet after four sessions of the library-board she was where 
die had been before the first session. She had found that for 
all their pride in being reading men, Westhke and Cass and 
even Guy had no conception of malung ihe library familiar 
to the iidide town* Th^ used it, they passed resohitions 
about it, and they left it as dead as Moses. Only the Henty 
hodks and the Elsie books and the latest optimisms by moral 
female novdists and virile clergymen were in general demand, 
and the board themsdves were interested (mly in dd, stilted 
volumes. They had no tenderness for the noisiness of 3routh 
discovering great literature. 

If she was egotistic about her tiay learning, they were at 
least as mudi so regarding theirs. And for Si thdr talk of 
tte need of additional library-tax none of tbem was willing 
to risk censure by battling for it, thou^ they now had so 
small a fund that, after paying for rent, heat, lig^t, and Miss 
ViUets^ salary, they had oidy a hundred dollars a 3rear for the 
purcbeue of books* 

Hie Incident of the Seventeen Cents killed her none too en* 
during interest 

She had come to the board-meedng singfaig with a plan. 
She had made a list of thirty European novds of the past tax 
years, with twenty important books on psydiology, education, 
and economics ^rtiich the library ladced. She had made 
Koinicott promise to give fifteen dolhurs. If each of the 
board would contribute the same, they could have the books. 

Lym Cass looked alarmed, scratdied himself, and protested, 
** I think it would be a bad precedent for the board-members 
to omtribute money— ub— not that I mind, but it wouldn't l>e 
&ir— establish precedent, (kadous! Huey dont pay us a 
cent for our servicesi Certainly can't expect us to pay for iht 
privilege of serving! " 

Only Guy looked sympathetic, and he stroked the pine taUe 
and said nothing. 

The rest of the meeting they gave to a bdlioose investigatkn 
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ef tibe fact that diere was seventeen cents less flum diere sbonld 
be in the Fond. Miss Villets was summoned; Ae spent half 
an hour in eq>k)8ively defending hersetf ; the seventeen cents 
were gnawed over, pemqr by penny; and Carol) {^andng at 
tlie carefnlfy inscribed U^ which liad been so lovdy and erat- 
log in hoar before, was siknt, and sorry for lifiss Villets, and 
sorrier for hersdf. 

She was reasonat^ regular in attendance tQl her two years 
were up and Vlda 9ierwin was appointed to the board in her 
place, but she did not try to be revdutionary. In the plod* 
dtag course of her life thm was nothing dangedy and nothing 



IV 

Kennicott made an cgtcdknt land-deal, but as he tdd her 
none of the details, she was not greatfy ezahed or agitated. 
What did agitate her was his announcement, half iAiq>ered and 
half blurted, half tender and half coldly medical, that they 
^ ous^ to have a baby, now ihey could afford it" They had 
so Img agreed that ** perhaps it would be just as wdl not to 
have any children for a while yet," that chikOessness had come 
to be natural. Now, she feared and longed and did not know; 
she hesitatingly assented, and wished that she had not assented. 

As there appeared no change in their drowiqr rdatioos, she 
forgot all about it, and life was planless. 



Idling on the porch of thdr summer cottage at the lake, 
on afternoons when Kennioott was in town, when the water 
was ^azed and the whole air languid, she lectured a hundred 
escapes: Fifth Avenue in a snow-storm, with limousines, 
golden shops, a cathedral spire. A reed hut on fantastic piles 
above the mud of a jung^ river. A suite in P^uis, immense 
hig^ grave rocnns, ^dth lambrequins and a balcony. The En- 
dnnted Mesa. An andent stone mill in Maryland, at the turn 
of the road, between rocky brock and abn^t hills. An tq)land 
moor of sheep and flitting cool sunHgJit. A clanging dock where 
sted cranes unloaded steamers from Buenos Ayres and Tsing- 
tao. A Munich concert-hall, and a famous 'cdlist playing— 
pb]ing to her. 

One scene had a persistent witdiery: 
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She stood on a terrace overlooking a boulevard by tbe 
sea. She was certain, though she had no reason for it, that the 
|dace was Mentone. Along the drive below her swept barouches, 
with a mechanical tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, and great can 
with polished black hoods and ^igines quiet as the si^ of an 
(dd man. In them ware women erect, slender, enameled, and 
expressionless as marionettes, their small hands upon panisds, 
their unchanging eyes always forward, ignoring the men beside 
them, tall men with gray hair and distinguished faces. Be- 
yond the drive were painted sea and painted sands, and blue 
and yellow pavilions. Nothing moved exc^t the ^ding car- 
riages, and the pec^le were small and wooden, q)Ots in a 
picture drenched with gold and hard bright blues. Thare was 
no sound of sea or winds; no softness of whiq)^^ nor of fall- 
ing petals; nothing but ydUow and cobalt and staring lij^t, 
and the never-changing tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot 

She startled. She whimpered. It was the rafnd ticking oE 
the dock which had h3n;>notized her into hearing the stoui^ 
hoofs. No aching color of ihe sea and pride of superdlioas 
people, but the reaJity of a round-bellied nickel alarm-dock on 
a shdf against a fuzzy unfdaned puie waQ, mth a stiff 
gray wash-rag hanging ahove it and a kerosene-stove ?^anding 
bdow. 

A thousand dreams governed by the fiction she had rea^ 
Slrawn from the pictures she had envied, absorbed her drow^ 
lake aftonoons, but always in the micbt of them Komioott 
came out from town, drew cm khaki trousers which were 
plastered with dry fish-scales, asked, ^'Enjoying yoursdf?'' 
and did not listen to her answ». 

And nothing was changed, and there was no reason to bdieve 
that there ever would be change. 

VI 

Trains! 

At the lake cottage she missed the passing of the trains. She 
realized that in town she had depended upon them for as- 
surance that tho'e remained a world beyond. 

The rsulroad was mc»:e than a means of transportation to 
Gopher Prairie. It was a new god; a monster of sted limbs, 
oak ribs, flesh of gravd, and a stupendous hunger for frdg^t; 
a ddty created by man that he miscbt keen himadf resoectf ul t^ 
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property^ as elsewhere he had elevated and served as tribal 
gods the mmesy cotton-miUSy motcHr-factories, coUegeSy army. 

Tlie East remembered generations when there had been no 
raOroad, and had no awe of it; but here the railroads had 
been before time was. The towns had been staked out on barren 
prairie as convenient points for future train-halts; and back 
in i860 and 1870 there had been much profit, much opportunity 
to found aristocratic families, in the possessimi of advance 
knovdedge as to where the towns would arise. 

If a town was in disfav<M:, the railroad could ignore it, cut 
it off frcmi commerce, slay it. To Gopher Prairie the 
tracks were eternal verities, and boards of railroad directors 
an omnipotence. The smallest boy or the most secluded 
grandam could tell you whether No. 32 had a hot-box last 
Tuesday, ^rfiether No. 7 was going to put on an extra day^ 
coach; and the name of the prudent of the road was familiar 
to every breakfast table. 

Even in this new era of motors the citizens went down to 
the station to see the trains go through. It was their ro- 
mance; their only mystery besides mass at the Cadiolk 
Churdi; and from the trains came lords of the outer worid — 
travding salesmen with p^ing on their waistcoats, and visit- 
ing cousins from Milwaukee. 

Gopher Prairie had once been a '' division-pohif Tlie 
roundhouse and rquur-shops were gone, but two conductors 
still retained residence, and they were persons of distinction, 
men who travded and talked to strangers, who wore uniforms 
with brass buttons, and knew all about these crocked games 
of con-men. They were a q>ecial caste, neither above nor below 
the Haydocks, but apart, artists and adventurers. 

The nig^t tdegraph-operatcnr at the railroad station was the 
most mdodramatic figure in town: awake at three in the 
morning, alone in a room hectic with clatter of the tdegraph 
key. AU night he *^ talked '' to operators twenty, fifty, a hun- 
dred mfles away. It was always to be expected that he would 
be hdd up by robbers. He never was, but round him was a 
suggesticm of masked faces at the wbdow, revolvers, cords 
binding him to a chair, his strugg^ to crawl to the key before 
he fainted. 

During blizzards everything about the railroad was mdo- 
dramatic There were days when the town was complet^ 
dmt off, when they had no mail, no eq>ress, no fresh mea^ 
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hd new Bt Mip cr s . At last the rotary snoif-plow came ^bnoAf 
buddng the drifts^ aoidiiig up a gqrser, and tl:^ way to me 
Oitside was open again. The fatafcemen, in nraflkfs and fur 
caps, nmning along Ae tops of ice-coated frei(^t<ar8; the 
engineers scratching frost from the cab w ind o ws and looking 
OQt, inscrutable^ sdf-contained, pilots of the prairie sea — ^they 
were heroism, thqr wero to Carol the daring of the quest hi a 
world of groceries and sermons. 

To the small txgrs the railroad was a familiar playgroaid. 
They dimbed ^ iron ladders on the sides of the box-cars; 
buflt fires behind pQes of old ties; waved to favorite brake 
men. But to Carol it was mi^ 

She was motoring with Ken^cott, the car hBUfrfng throuifi 
darkness, the lights showing mud-iMiddles and ragged weeds 
liy tfie road. A train conungl A rapid drack-ardnick, chock- 
aFCimck, chuck-a-dmck. It was hurling past— 4he Pacttc 
Flyer, an arrow of golden flame, lif^ utmi tibe fire^wK 
aidashed tibe under side of the traiUng smdoe. Instantly the 
visimi was gcme; Carol was bade in the long darkness; mid 
Kennicott was giving his version of tfiat fife and wonder: 
^ No. 19. Must be loot ten minutes hte.** 

In town, she listened from bed to Ae eiptess wfaistung m 
the cut a mOe north. Uuuuuuul — faint, nervous, distini^ 
bom of the free ni^t riders jomne y li^ to tibe tall towns where 
were lau^ter and banners and the sound of bdls— Umnml 
Uuuuut---the world going liy— UumraunI— &inter, moro wist* 
ful, gone. 

Down here there were no trains. The stlBness was very 
great. The prairie encfaxied the hke^ lay round her, raw, 
dusty, thick. Only the train could cut it Some day she wodd 
lake a train; and that would be a great taking. 



vn 

She turned to the Chautauqua as she had turned to the 
dramatic assocbtion, to the library4>oanL 

Besides ^ permancot Mother Chautauqua, in New York, 
there are, all over these Stales, commercial Chautauqua com- 
panies whidi send out to every smallest town troupes of 
lecturers and ^ entertafaiers " to give a wedt of odtmre under 
canvas* Livfaig in Minneapdis, Carol had never enco unte r e d 
the ambulant Chautauqua, and the announcemeat of tts 
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1^^ to Gopher Prairie gave her hope thai others ni^ be 
doing the vague thlngi wbidi ahe had attempled. She pk> 
Oared a condeaaed muvosity come brooglit to the people. 
MoraiDgB when she came in from the lake with KcDoicott ahe 
aaw placarda hi evcqr ahop-window, and atnmg cm a cord 
acroaa Mahi Street, a hue of pcmttitta wXUniuif worded 
"'Hie Bohad Chaiitawiua COMINGI " and ''A aolid week 
of inpjratioo and enjoyment! " But ahe waa diaappointed 
when ahe aaw die proetam. It did not aeem to be a tabloid 
vrivenity; it did not seem to be any kind <rf a nniversity; it 
aeeawd to be a combinatioa <rf vaodeviUe performaiice, Y. H. 
C A. lecture, and the padnathA eierdaea of an rlomHow 



ShetookherdoobttoEennicott He hisisted, ^ WeD, maybe 
k wont be ao awfid dam intcflectnal, die way yon and I 
ndi^t like it, but it% a idKde tot better dan nodifaig.'' Vida 
Sherwin added, ""Ihqr have aomeaplendid apeakers. If die 
people dont carry off ao nroch actual inf ormadon, they do get 
a lot of new ideas, and that's what comits.^ 

Daring the Chaqtanqiia Gsrol attended three eveafaig meet- 
ings, two aftenioonineetingB, and one in the morniag. Shewaa 
impreaaed 1^ the audience: the sallow women in aldrta uid 
txfeuaea, eager to be made to ddnk. the men in vests and ahirl- 
akevea, eager to be allowed to laqgby and the wrigi^ing diildretti 
eager to aaeak away. She liked the plain benches, the portedde 
atage under its red marquee, the great tent over all, shadowy 
above strings of incandescent bulba at vif^ and by day caatiag 
an amber radiance on the patient crowd. The acent of dost 
and trampled grass and sun-baked wood gave her an ilfaiskm 
ol Syrian caravana; she forgot the speakers while she listened 
to noises outside the tent: two farmers talking hoarady, a 
wagon creaUng down Bfain Street, the crow of a rooster. She 
was content But it waa the c o n tentmen t of the lost hunter 
slopping to rest 

For from the Chautauqua itself she eot nothing but wind 
and chaff and heavy bu^bter, die hng^hter of yokda at old 
jokes, a mhlhlesa and primitive sound like the cries of beasts 
on a farm. 

llieae were tlie aeveral i n atrn c l oe s in the condensed uni- 
versi^ seven-day course: 

Nine lecturers, four of them ex-ministers, and one an ex- 
all of diem deUvering ""hvpiradonal addMaaea." 
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Tbe only facts or opinions which Carol derived from than 
were: Lincoln was a celebrated president of the United States, 
but in his youth extremely poor. James J. Hill was the best- 
known railroad-man of the West« and in his youth eztrem^ 
poor. Honesty and courteqr in business are preferable to 
boorishness and exposed trickefy, but this is not to be taken 
personally, since aU persons in Gopher Prairie are known to 
be honest and courteous. I/mdon is a large dty. A dis- 
tinguished statesman once taught Sunday Sdhool. 

Four " entertainers " idio told Jewish stories, Irish stories, 
German stories, Chinese stcnies, and Tennessee mountaineer 
stories, most of which Carol had heard. 

A ''lady elocutionist" who recited Kipling and nnitated 
chfldren. 

A lecturer with motion-pictures of an Andean exploration; 
excellent pictures and a hiadtmg narrative. 

Three brass-bands, a aHiq>any of six opera-singers, a Hawair 
ian sextette, and four youths who played saxophones and 
guitars disguised as wash-boards. The most applauded pieces 
were those, such as the ^'Luda" inevitability, which the 
audience had heard most often. 

The local siq)erintendent, who remained through the wedt 
wbfle the other enlig^teners went to other Chautauquas for 
their daily performances. The superintendent was a bookish,* 
underfed man who worked hard at rousing artificial enthusiasnii 
at tr3ring to make the audience cheer by dividing them into 
conq>etitive squads and tdling them that they were intelligent 
and made splendid communal noises. He gave most of the 
mcmiing lectures, droning with equal unhappy facility about 
poetry, the Holy Land, and the injustice to enq>loyers in way 
tystetn of profit-sharing. 

The final item was a man who ndtha: lectured, inspured, nor 
entartained; a plain little man with his hands in his pockets. 
AU the other q>eakers had confessed, '^I cannot keep from 
tdling the dtizens of your beautiful dty that none of the 
talent cm this circuit have found a more charming spot or 
more enterprising and ho^itable people." But the little man 
suggested that the architecture of Gq)her Prairie was hap- 
hazard, and that it was sottish to let the lake-front be monopo- 
Hzed by the dnder-heaped waQ of the railroad embankment 
Afterward the audience grumbled, ^^^M ^vbe that gy v' sapt the 
ngtitdopfi but what^.^e-MseotJookingim the^narnMrSt 
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lli04imeiL^ew ideas are first-rate, but not all this 
icism. Enough trouble in life without looking for itt " 
Thus the Chautauqua, as Carol saw it After it, the town 
fdt {HTOud and educated. 

vnx 

Two wedLS later the Great War smote Europe. 

For a month Gopher Prairie had the ddig^t of shuddering^ 
then, as the war settled down to a business of trench-fighting, 
they fm'got. 

When Carol talked about the Balkans, and the possibility 
of a Gaman revolution, Komicott yawned, ** Oh yes, it's a 
great old scrap, but it's none of our business. Folks out here 
are too busy growing cchu to monk^ with any fool war that 
those foreigners want to get themsdves into/' 

It was Miles Bjomstam who said, ^ I can't figure it out I'm 
opposed to wars, but still, seems like Germany has got to be 
fi^ed because them Junkers stands in the way of progress." 

She was calling on Miles and Bea, early in autumn. Thqr 
had received her mih cries, mth dustmg of chairs, and a 
running to fetch water for coffee. Miles stood and b«uned at 
her. He fdl often and joyously into his old irreverence about 
the lords of Gopher Prairie, but always— with a certain diffi- 
culQr— he added something decorous and appreciative. 

^'Lots of people have come to see you, haven't thgr?** 
Card hinted. 

^Why, Be's cousin Tina comes in rij^t along, and the 
foreman at the mill, an d Oh, we have good times. Say, 

take a look at that Beat Wouldn't you think she was a 
canary-bird, to listen to her, and to see t^t Scandahoofian tow- 
head of hm? But say, know what she is? She's a mother 
hen! Way she fusses over me— way she makes old Miles wear 
a necktiel Hate to spoil ha: by letting her hear it, but she% 

one jHretty dam nice— nice Hell! What do we care if 

none of the dir^ snobs come and call? WeVe got each 
othcr.^ 

Carol worried about their struggle, but she forgot it in the 
stress of sickness and fear. For that autumn she knew that 
a baby was coming, that at last life prcmiised to be interesting 
in the peril of the great change. 
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The baby was oondiig. Each morniiig she waa oamealed, 
cbflly, bedraggled, and certain that she would never again be 
attractive; eadi twilii^t she was afraid. She did not fed 
exalted, bot mikempt and furious. The period of daily sick- 
neas crawled into an endless time of boredom. It became 
difficult for her to move about, and die raged that sii^ who 
had been slim and light*footed, shodd have to lean on a 
stick, and be heartily commented upon by street gossipa. She 
was endrded by greasy eyes. Emy matron Mated, ^Now 
that ywAe going to be a mother, dearie, yonV get over aH 
these ideas of yours and settle down.'' She felt that wiUy-ni^ 
die was being initiated into the assenMy of hons&eepcrs; widi 
the baby for hostage, die wodd never escape; presently dM 
would be drinking coffee and rod^hig and talking abonl 
<&iper8. 

"^ I could stand fi^iting them. I'tm used to Aat BattUs 
being taken in, being tdun as a matter of coune^ I cant 
stand it— and I must stand iti ^ 

She alternately detested hersdf for not appreciating the 
kindly women, and detested them for thehr advice: lugubrious 
hints as to how much she would sufiar in bb(ff , details of 
baby-hygiene based on long experience and total misundcr* 
standing, siiierstitious cautions about the things she must eat 
and read and look at in prenatal care for the h9by*s soul, and 
always a pest of sinqiering baby*talk. Mrs. Oianqi Berry 
bustled in to lend '^ Ben Hur,** as a preventive of future faifant 
immorality. The Widow Bogart appeared traffii^ piiddah ex« 
damations, ** And how is our lovdy Ittle mu2zy today! My, 
am't it just like they alwajrs say: being in a Family Way does 
make the girlie so lovdy, just l&e a Madonna. Tdl me—'' 
Her whisper was tinged vrith saladousness— '^ Aies oo fed the 
dear itsy one stirring, the [dedge of love? I remend)er widi 
Qr, of course he was so big " 

^ I do not look lovdy, Mrs. Bogart My oaoqdexkm i| 

«4o 
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ratim, and my hair is coming out, and I look l&e a potatiHbag, 
and I think my ardies are falling, and he isnt a pledge ojf 
bve, and I'm afraid he will lock Uke us, and I don\ bdieve 
in mothar-devoticm, and the whole business is a confounded 
nuisance of a biological process/' ranarked Carol. 

Thm the baby was bom, without unusual difficulty: a boy 
with straight back and strong legs. The first day die hated 
hhn f(^ the tides of pain and hopdess fear he had caused; 
Ihe resented his raw ug^hiess. After that she loved him with 
an the devotion and instinct at whidi she had scoffed. She 
marveled at the perfection of the miniature hands as ndsily as 
did Kennlcott; she was ovendiehned by the trust with irtddi 
Hie baby turned to her; passion for hhn grew with mdk on- 
poetic hritating thing she had to do for him. 

He was named Hug^ for her father. 

Hufl^ devdoped mto a thin healthy child with a large head 
and straight ddicate hau: of a faint brown. He was thoughtful 
and casufld— a Eennicott 

For two ytan nothmg dse existed. She did not, as the 
qmical matrons had proi^iesied, ^ give iq> wonying about the 
world and other folks' babies soon as she got one of her own 
tofi^tfor.'' The barbarity of that willingness to sacrifice other 
chiUroi so that one child mi^i^t have too much was inq)088ible 
to her. But she would sacrifice herself. She understood con- 
aecratkm— she who answered Eennicott's hints about havhig 
Hu^ christened: ** I refuse to insult n^ baby and mysdf by 
asi±ig an ignorant young man in a frock coat to sanction him, 
to permit me to have himt I refuse to subject him to any 
devil-chadng rites! If I didnt give my baby— fpiy baby — 
eooufi^ sanctification in those nine hours of hdl, then he 
can't get any more out of the Reverend Ifr. Zittordt " 

^ Well, Baptists hardly ever christen kids. I was kind of 
thinking mcure about Reverend Warren," said Kennicott. 

Hu{^ was ha: reason for living, pmtoise of accomplishment 
fai the future, shrine of adorati<Mi--flnd a diverting toy. '* I 
thought I'd be a dilettante mother, but Vm as dismayingly 
natural as Mrs. Bogart," she boasted. 

Tar two years Csicl was a part of the town; as mudi one 
of Our Young Mothers as Mrs. McGanum. Her opmionation 
seemed dead; die had no apparent deaire f(^ escape; her brood- 
ing centered on Hug^. Whfle she wondered at the pearl texture 
ql his ear she exulted, ^ I f ed like an old woman, with a skin 
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like saii4)aper, beside him, and I'm ^ad of ill He is perfect 
He shall have everything. He sha'n't always stay here in 
Gopher Prairie. ... I wonder w4iich is really t^ best^ 
Hi^vard or Yale or Oxford? " 



The people who hemmed her in had been brilliantly rein- 
forced by Mr. and Mrs. Whittier N, Small — ^Kennicott's Ui^le 
Whittier awl Aunt Bessie. 

The true Main Streetite defines a rdative as a person to 
whose house you go uninvited, to stay as long as you like. If 
you hear that Lym Cass on his joum^ East has spent all 
his time '^ visiting *^ in Oyster Center, it does not mean that he 
prefers that village to the rest of New En^^and, but that he 
has relatives there. It does not mean that he has written to 
the rdatives these many years, nor that they have ever given 
signs of a desire to look upon him. But ^* 3rou wouldn't expect 
a man to go and q;>end good money at a hotel in Boston, 
when his own third cousins live right in the same state, would 
you? " 

When the SmaOs add their creamery in North Dakota thqr 
visited Mr. Smail's sister, Kennicott's mother, at Lac-qui* 
Meurt, then plodded on to Gopher Prabie to stay with their 
nephew. They appeared unannounced, before Hie baby was 
bom, took their welcome for granted, and immediately began 
to conq>lain of the fact that their room faced nordi. 

Uncle Whittier and Aunt Bessie assumed that it was their 
privOege as relatives to laug^ at Carol, and their duty as 
Christians to let her know how absurd her ** notions " were. 
Th^ objected to the food, to Oscarina's lack of friendliness, 
to the wind, the rain, and the immodesty of Carol's maternity 
gowns. They were strong and enduring; for an hour at a 
time they could go on heaving questions about har father's 
mcome, about ha: dieology, and about the reason wl^ she had 
not put on her rubbers when she had gone across the street 
For fussy discussion they had a rich, full genius, and their 
example developed in Kennicott a tendency to the same form 
of afiFectionate flajdng. 

If Carol was so indiscreet as to murmur that she had a 
small headache, instantly the two Smails and Kennicott were 
at it. Every five minutes, evay time she sat down or rose or 
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flpd^e to Oscarina, tfaey twanged, *^ Is your head better now? 
Where does it hurt? Don't you keep hartshorn m the house? 
Didn't you ?ralk too far today? £bve you tried hartshorn? 
Don't you keq> some in the house so it wfll be handy? Does 
it fed better now? How does it fed? Do your eyes hurt, 
too? What time do you usually get to bed? As late as that? 
Wdlt How does it feel now? " 

In her presence Unde Whittier snorted at Kennicotty '^ Card 
get these headadies often? Huh? Be better for her if she 
didn't go gadding around to all these bridge-^riiist parties, and 
took some care of hersdf once in a whflel " 

They kept it up, commenting, questioning, commenting, ques- 
tkmmg, till her determination broke and sli^ bleated, '' For 
heaven's sake, don't dis-cii55 iti My head 's bU right! " 

She listened to the Smails and Kennicott tr3ring to deter- 
mine by dialectics m^ietha: the copy of the Dauntless, which 
Aunt Bessie wanted to send to her sbter in Alberta, ought to 
have two or four cents postage on it Carol would have taken 
it to tlM drug store and wdghed it, but then she was a 
dreamer, idule they were practical people (as they frequently 
admitted). So they sought to evolve the postal rate from thdr 
inner consdousnesses, which, combined with entire frankness 
in thinking aloud, was their method of settling all problems. 

The Smails did not '' bdieve in all this nonsense " about 
fvivacy and reticence. When Card left a letter from her 
sister on the table, she was astounded to hear from Unde 
Whittier, '^ I see ycm sister says ha: husband is doing fine. 
Yoo ouf^t to go see her of tener. I asked Will and he says 
yoo don't go see ha: very often. Myi You oug^t to go see 
ber oftenerl ^ 

If Card was writing a letter to a classmate, or planning the 
wedhL's maius, she could be certain that Aunt Bessie would 
pop in and titter, ^'Now don't let me disturb you, I just 
wanted to see where you were, don't stop, I'm not going to stay 
only a second. I just wondered if you codd possibly have 
thcNight that I didn't eat the onions this noon because I didn't 
think thQT were properly cooked, but that wasn't the reason 
at all, it wasn't because I didn't think thQr were well cooked, 
Tm sure that everything in your house is always very dainty 
and nice, though I do think that Qscarina is cardess about 
some things, she doesn't appreciate the big wages you pay her, 
and she is so cranky^ all these Swedes are so cnmlgr, I don't 
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resDy see wby you have a Swede, but Bot diat wasfl 

H, I didnt eat tbem not because I didn't dunk they weren^ 
cooked proper, it was just— I find that onions don't agree with 
me, it's very strange, ever since I had an attach of Uliousnesi 
one time, I have found that onions, either fried onkos m 
raw ones, and Whittier does kve raw onions with vin^gu 
and sugar on them ^* 

It was pure affection. 

Card was discovering that the one thing that can be mm 
disconcertmg than intdUgent hatred is denmnding knre. 

She siqiposed that she was bdng gracefully dull and stand* 
ardized in the Smaib' fwesence, but they scented the heretic, 
and with forward-stooping ddig^t they sat and tried to dreg 
out her ludicrous omcepts for their amusement They wcrs 
like the Sunday-afternoon mob starting at monkeys in ibt 
Zoo, poking fingers and making feces and gigging at the 
resentment of the more dignified race. 

With a loose-lipped, suparfcH*, viUage rasOe Unde Whittier 
hinted, ''What'ii this I hear about your thuddng Gopher 
Prairie ou^t to be all tore down and rebuilt, Carrie? I dont 
know where folks get these new-fanned ideas. Lots of formeif 
in Dakota getting 'em these (fays. About co-operation. Thn^ 
they can run stores better 'n stord^eepersl Huhl ** 

** Whit and I didn't need no co-operation as long as we was 
fermingi '^ triun^hed Aunt Bessie. ** Carrie, tdl your old 
auntie now: don't you ever go to churdi on Sunday? Yoi 
do go sometimes? But you ou^t to go every Sundayl When 
you're as old as I am, youll learn that no matter how smart 
folks tUnk they are, God knows a whole lot more than thgr 
do, and then youll realize and be glad to go and listen to yoor 
pastorl " 

In the manner of one who hio just beiidd a two-headed 
calf they rq>eated that they had ^ never keard such fumqr 
UeasI " They were staggered to learn that a real tangibte 
person, Hving in Minnesota, and married to thdr own fledi- 
and-blood rdatitm, could ^xMurently believe that divorce may 
not always be immoral; mat ill^timate children do not 
bear any special and guaranteed form of curse; that diere 
are etiiiod autlx^ties outside of the Hebrew Bible; that men 
have drunk wine yti not died in the gutter; that the capital- 
istic system of distribution and the Baptist wedding-ceremooy 
were not known in the Gardoi of Eden; that mushrooms are 
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m cdbfe as con-beef hash; that the nord ''dude'' is no 
looger frequently used; that there are Mmisters of the Gospel 
vbo accept evolution; that some persons of apparent intdUgence 
and badness ability do not always vote the RepuUican tidcet 
strai^t; that it is not a nnivmal casUHn to wear accatdqr 
flannds next the dun in winter; that a violin is not inherantly 
BKHre immoral than a chapd organ; that some poets do not have 
long hak; and that Jews are not always pedlers or pants- 



^ Where does die get all fheat theUes? ^ marvded Unde 
WUttier Snail; irtiile Aunt Bessie inquired, ** Do you suppose 
aere% many folks got notions like hers? Myl If there are/' 
and her tone settled the fact that there were not, '' I just don't 
know irtiat the world's comiM tol ^ 

Fatieatib^=— more or less Qtfol awaited the exquidte day 
when tbqr would announce departure. After three wed» Unde 
Wluttia remarked, ^We Unda like Gopher Prairie. Guess 
maybe well stay here. We'd been wondering irtiat we'd do, 
WW we\e sold the creamery and my farms. So I had a talk 
with Ole Jenson about his grocery, and I guess 111 bqy himout 
and stordLeep for a while.'* 

He did. 

Carol rd)dled. Eennicott soothed her: ^CHi, we won't see 
ouch of them. Theyll have their own house." 

She resolved to be so diflly that thqr would stay away. But 
the had no talent for omsdous insolence. They found a hous^ 
hot Carol was never safe frcmi their appearance with a hearty, 
** Thon{^ we'd drop in this evening and keep you from bdag 
loody. Why, you ain't had them curtains washed yetl " 
InvariaUy, whenever she was touched by the realiaattion that 
it was they who were kmdy, they wrecked her pi^ng affeo* 
tkm by comments— questions-H:omment»— advice. 

They immediatdy became friendly with all of thdr own 
race, with the Luke Dawsons, the Deacon Piersons, and Mrs. 
Bogart; and brought them along in the evening. Aunt Besde 
was a bridge over whom the dder women, bearing gifts of 
oounsd and the ignorance of eq>erience, poured into Cwd's 
island of reserve. Aunt Bessie urged the good Widow Bogart, 
^ Drop in and see Carrie real often. Young foKs today don't 
understand housekeeping like we do." 

Mrs. Bogart showed herself perfectly willing to be an as- 
lodate rdative. 
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Carol was thinking up protective insults when Kennicottli 
mother came down to stay with Brother Whittier for two 
months. Carol was fond of Mrs. Kennicott She could ixit 
carry out her insults. 

She fdt trs^ped. 

She had been kidnaped by the town. She was Aunt Bessie^ 
niece, and she was to be a mother. She was expected, she 
almost expected herself, to sit forever talking of babies, cooks, 
embroidery stitches, the price of potatoes, and the tastes of 
husbands in the matter of spinach. 

She found a refuge in the Jolly Sevente^. She suddenly 
understood that they could be depended upon to lau^ with 
her at Mrs. Bogart, and she now saw Juanita Haydock's goss^ 
not as vulgarity but as gaiety and remarkable analysis. 

Her life had changed, even before Hu^ app^u^. Sh0 
looked forward t« the next bridge of the Jolly Seventeen, and 
the security of whispering mth her dear friends Maud Dyer 
and Juanita and Mrs. McGanum. 

She was part of the town. Its philosophy and its feudi 
dominated her. 



in 

She was no longer irritated by the cooing of the matrons, 
nor by their opinion that diet didn't matter so long as the 
Little Ones had plenty of lace and moist kisses, but she 
concluded that in the care of babies as in politics, intelligmce 
was superior to quotations about pansies. She liked b^t to 
talk about Hu^ to Kennicott, Vida, and the B jomstams. She 
was happily domestic when Kennicott sat by her on the &o(x, 
to watch baby make faces. She was delisted wh» MOes, 
speaking as one man to another, admonished Hugh, " I wouldn^ 
stand them skirts if I was you. Come on. Join the union 
and strike. Make 'em give you pants." 

As a parent, Kennicott was moved to establish the first 
chfld-welfare week held in Gopher Prairie. Carol helped him 
weigh babies and examine their throats, and she wrote out 
the diets for mute German and Scandinavian mothers. 

The aristocracy of Gopher Prairie, even the wives of the 
rival doctors, took part, and for several days there was com- 
munity spirit and much uplift. But this reign of love was 
overthrown when the prize for Best Baby was awarded not lo 
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decent parents but to Bea and MUes BjornstamI The good 
matrraa glared at Olaf Bjomstam, mth his blue eyes, his 
hoD^-colored hair, and magnificent back, and th^ remarked, 
" Wdl, Mrs. Kemiicott, maybe that Swede brat is as healthy as 
j^our husband says he is, but let me tell you I hate to think 
of the future that awaits any boy with a hired girl for a 
moOna and an awful irreligious socialist for a pal '' 

She raged, but so violent was the current of their respect- 
abili^, so persistent was Aunt Bessie in running to her with 
thdr blabber, that she was embarrassed when she took Hugh 
to play with Olaf. She hated ho^f tat it, but she hoped 
that no one saw her go into the B jomstam shanty. She hated 
hosdf suid the town's indifferent cruelty when ^e saw Bea's 
radiant devotion to both babies alike; when she saw Miles 
slaring^ at them wistfully. 

He had saved mon^, had quit Elder's planing-mill and 
started a dairy on a vacant lot near his shack. He was 
proud of his tl^ee cows and sixty chickens, and got up nights 
to nurse them. 

^' in be a big farmer before you can bat an eye! I teD 
you that young fellow Olaf is going to go East to college along 

with the Haydock kids. Uh Lots of folks dreeing in to 

diin with Bea and me now. Say! Ma Bogart come in one 

day! She was I liked the old lady fine. And the mill 

foreman comes in rig^t along. Oh, we got lots of friends. 
You bet! '' 



IV 

Thous^ the town seined to Card to change no more than the 
siffrounding fields, there was a constant ^fting, these three 
years. The citizen of the prairie drifts always westward. It 
may be because he is the heir of ancient migrations — ^and it 
may be because he finds within his own spirit so little ad- 
venture that he is driven to sedL it by changing his horizon. 
The towns remain unvaried, yet the individual faces alter 
Hke classes in college. The Gopher Prairie jeweler sells out, 
for no discernible reason, and moves on to Alberta or the 
state of Washington, to open a shop precisely like his former 
one, in a town predsdy like the one lus has left. Tliere is, 
eicq>t anxmg professional men and the wealthy, small per* 
manence either of residence or occupation. A man becomes 
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farmer, grocer, town poUceman, garageman, restaimiil-oviHi^ 
postmaster, insurance-agent, and farmer all over again, and the 
community more or less patiently suffers from bis Unck of 
knowledge in each of his eiperiments. 

Ole Jenson the grocer and Dahl the butdier moved on to 
South Dakota and Idaho. Luke and Mrs. Dawson picked qp 
ten thousand acres of prahie soil, in the magic portable fonn 
of a small chedL book, and went to Pasadena, to a bon^dow 
and sunshine and cafeterias. Chet Dashaway sold his fumitore 
and undertaking business and wandered to Los Angdes, wbercL 
the Dauntless reported, ** Our good friend Chester has accepteo 
a fine position with a real-estate firm, and his wife has in te 
charming social circles of the Queen City of the Southwest- 
land that same popularly whidi she enjoyed in our own sode^ 
sets." 

Rita Simcms was married to Teny Gould, and rivaled Juanita 
Haydock as the gayest of the Young Married Set But Juanita 
abo acquired merit Harry's father died, Harry became senior 
partner in the Bon Ton Store, and Juanita was more addukuB 
and shrewd and cackling than ever. She bought an evening 
frock, and exposed her collar-bone to the wonder of the Jol^ 
Seventeen, and talked of moving to Mimieapolis. 

To defend her position against the new Mrs. Terry Godd 
she sought to attach Carol to her faction by gigiH^ing that 
^some folks might call Rita innocent, but Fve got a hunch 
that she isn't half as ignorant of things as brides are supposed 
to be— and of course Terry isn't one-two-three as a doctor 
tbngside of your husband.'^ 

Carol herself would gladly have followed Mr. Ole Jenson, 
and migrated even to another Main Street; flight from famiBar 
tedium to new tedium would have for a time the outer look 
and promise of adventure. She hinted to Kennicott of the 
probable medical advantages of Montana and Oregon. She 
knew that he was satisfied with Gopher Prairie, but it gave 
her vicarious hope to think of going, to ask for nulroad f olden 
at the station, to trace the maps with a restless forefinger. 

Yet to the casual eye she was not discontented, she was 
not an abnormal and distressing traitor to the ftdth of BCaii^ 
Street. 

The settled citizen believes that the rebd is constantly in n 
stew of complaining and, hearing of a Carol Kennicott, be 
gasps, << What an awful personi She must be a Hoty Tenor • 
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to live withl Glad my folks are satisfied with things way 
they are! " Actually^ it was not so much as five minutes a 
day that Carol devoted to lonely desires. It is probable that 
the agitated citizen has withm his drde at least one inarticulate 
i€bA with a^irations as wayward as Carol's. 

The presence of the baby had made her take Gopher Prairie 
and the brown house seriously, as natural places of residence. 
She pleased Kennicott by being friendly with the complacoit 
maturity of Mrs. Clark and Mrs. Elder, and when she had 
often enou^ been in conference ispoia the Elders' new Cadillac 
car, or the job which the oldest Clark boy had taken in the 
office of the flour-mill, these topics became in:;>ortant, things 
to follow up day by (ky. 

With nine-tenths of her emotion concentrated iqwn Hug^ 
she did not criticize shops, streets, acquaintances . • . ^is 
year or two. She hurried to Uncle Whittier^s store for a 
package of ami-flakes, she abstractedly lista^d to Unde 
Whitticr's denunciation of Martin Mahoney for asserting that 
the wind last Tuesday had been south and not southwest, she 
came back along streets that held no surprises nor the star- 
fliag faces of strangers. Thiiddng of Hu^'s teething all the 
way, she did not reflect that this store, these drab blo(^, made 
up iJl her background. She did her woHl, and she triumphed 
over winning from the Clarks at five hundred. 



The most considerable event of the two years after the 
birth of Hugh occurred when Vida Sherwin resigned from the 
Us^ scbod and was married. Carol was her attendant, and 
as the wedding was at the Episcopal Church, all the women 
wore new kid slippers and long ^te kid gloves, and looked 
refined. 

For years Carol had been little sister to Vida, and had never 
in the least known to what degree Vida loved her and hated 
her and in curious strained ways was bound to her. 
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GsAY sted that seems unmoving because it spins so fast in the 
balanced fly-wheel, gray snow in an avenue of elms, gray dawn 
with the sun behind it — this was the gray of Vida Sherwin% 
life at thirty-nine. 

She was small and active and sallow; her yellow hair was 
faded, and looked dry; her blue silk blouses and modest 
lace coUars and high black shoes and saOor hats were as lit^ 
and uncharming as a schoolroom desk; but her eyes determined 
her appearance, revealed her as a personage and a force, in- 
dicated her faith in the goodness and purpose of ever}r1hing. 
They were blue, and they were never still; they expressed 
amusement, pity, enthusiasm. If she had been seen in sleep, 
with the wrinkles beside her eyes stilled and the creased lids 
hiding the radiant irises, she would have lost her potency. 

She was bom in a hill-smothered Wisconsin vOlage where 
her father was a prosy minister; she labored through a sanc- 
timonious college; she taught for two years in an iron-range 
town of blurry-faced Tatars and Montenegrins, and wastes of 
ore, and when she came to Gopher Prairie, its trees and the 
shining spaciousness of the wheat prairie made her certain 
that she was in paradise. 

She admitted to her fellow-teachers that the schoolbuilding 
was slightly damp, but she insisted that the rooms were 
'^arranged so conveniently — and then that bust of President 
McKinley at the head of the stairs, it's a lovely art-work, and 
isn't it an inspiration to have the brave, honest, martyr 
president to think about 1 ** She taught French, English, and 
history, and the Sophomore Latin dass, which dealt in matters 
of a metaphysical nature called Indirect Discourse and the 
Ablative Absolute. Each year she was reconvinced that the 
pupils were l>^nning to learn more quickly. She spent four 
winters in building up the Debating Society, and when the 
debate really was lively one Friday afternoon, and the q)eaken 
of pieces did not forget their lines, she felt rewarded. 

250 
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She fived an engrossed useful life, and seemed as cool and 
iimple as an apple. But secretly she was creeping among fears, 
longing, and guilt. She knew what it was, but she dared not 
name it. She hated even the sound of the word '^ sex." When 
she dreamed of being a woman of the harem, with great white 
warm limbs, she awoke to shudder, defenseless in the dusk of 
her room. She prayed to Jesus, always to the Son of God, 
offering him the terrfblt power of her adoration, addressing him 
as the eternal lover, growing passionate, exalted, large, as ste 
contemplated his splendor. Thus she mounted to endurance 
and surcease. 

By (fay, rattlmg about in many activities, she was able to 
rfalicule her blazing nights of darkness. Widi spurious c^er- 
fulness she announced everywhere, ** I guess I'm a bom q;>iii- 
ster/' and " No one will ever marry a plain schoolma'am like 
me,'' and ^'You men, great big noisy bothersome creatures, 
we women wouldn't have you round the place, dirtjdng m> nicf 
dean rooms, if it wasn't that you have to be petted and 
guided. We just ou^t to say ' ScatI ' to all of youl " 

But when a man held her dose at a dance, even when 
^ Professor " George Edwin Mott patted her haxid patonally 
as they considered the naughtinesses of Cy Bogart, she quiv- 
ered, and reflected how superior she was to have kept her 
virginity. 

In the autumn of 1911, a year before Dr. Will Kennicott 
was married, A^da was his partner at a five-hundred tourna- 
ment. She was thirty-four then; Kennicott about thirty-six. 
To her he was a superb, boyish, diverting creature; aU the 
hax>ic qualities in a manly magnificent body. They had 
been helping the hostess to serve the Waldorf salad and coffee 
and g^ngerl^ead. They were in the kitchen, side by side on 
a b^ch, while the others ponderously su[^>ed in the room 
bqrond. 

Kennicott was masculine and experimental. He stroked 
Vida's hand, he put his arm cardessly about her shoulder. 

" Don't! " she said sharply. 

^ You*^ a cunning tlung," he offered, patting the back of 
her shoulder in an exploratory manner. 

While she strained away, she longed to move nearer to hint 
He brat over, looked at her knowing^. She glanced down at 
his left hand as it touched her knee. She sprang up, started 
noisOy and needlessly to wash the dishes. Hehe^>edher. H« 
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wns too hay to adTenture furtber— and too used to woman to 
hb profession. Sbe was grateful for the impersonality of his 
talk. It enabled her to gain controL She knew that she bad 
akfated wild thoughts. 

A month after, on a skaghing-par^, under the buffalo robes 
in the bob-sled, he whi^>ered, " You pretend to be a grown-up 
9chooIteaclKr, but you're nothing but a kiddie.^ His arm 
was about bar. She resisted. 

^Don't you like the poor kmdy badidor? ^ he yanmicred in 
a fatuous way. 

'' No, I don'tl You don't care for me in the least Yoote 
just practising on me.** 

^ You're so mean! I'm terribly fond of you." 

^ Vm not of you. And I'm not going to let myself be fond 
of you, either." 

He persistently drew her toward him. She clutched his arm. 
Then she threw off the robe, climbed out of the sled, raced after 
it with Harry Haydock. At the dance which followed the 
sleigh-ride Kennicott was devoted to the watery prettiness of 
Maud Dyer, and \^da was noisQy interred in getting up a 
Virginia Red. Without seeming to watdi Kennicott, she knew 
tiiat he did not once look at her. 

That was all of her first love-a£hir. 

He gave no sign of remembering that he was ^ terribly food." 
She waited for him; she reveled in koging, and in a sense irf 
guUt because she longed. She UAd hersdf that she did not 
want part of him; unless he gave her all his devotion she would 
never let him touch her; and when she found that she was 
probably lying, she burned with scorn. She fought it out in 
prayer. She knelt in a pink flannd nightgown, her tUn 
hair down her back, her forehead as full of horror as a lauk 
of tragedy, while she idcntiiied her love for the Son of God 
with her love for a mortal, and wondered if any other woman 
had ever been so saaOegious. She wanted to be a nun 
and observe perpetual adoration. Sbe bought a rosary, birt 
she had been so bitterly reared as a Protestant that she couU 
not bring hersdf to use it. 

Yet none of her intimates in the sdiool and in the boarding- 
house knew of her alqrss of passion. They said she was ''so 
optimistic." 

When she heard that Kennicott was to marry a giri, pretty^ 
young, and inyosing^ from the Cities, Vida despaired. Stm 
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congmtidated Keonicott; cardessly aacertained from him the 
hour of marriage. At that hour, sitting in her room, Vida pic- 
tiDf€d the wedding in St. Paul. Full of an ecstasy which horri- 
fied her, she followed Kennicott and the giri who had stolen 
her place, followed them to the train, through the evening, 
the nig^t. 

She was relieved when she had worked out a belirf that she 
wasn't really sbamefid, that there was a n^tical relation be- 
tween herself and Carol, so that she was vicariously yet veri- 
tably with Kennicott, and had the ri^ to be. 

She saw Carol during the first five minutes in Gofdier Prairie. 
She stared at the passing motor, at Kennicott and the pA 
beside him. In that fog world of transference of emotion Vida 
had no normal jealousy but a ccmviction that, since throuj^ 
Cuxd she had received Kennicott's love, thai CukA was a part 
of her, an astral self, a heightened and more beloved sdf • 
She was glad of the girl's charm, of the smooth black hair, 
the airy head and young shoulders. But she was suddeidy 
angry. Carol glanced at her for a quarter-second, but looked 
past her, at an old roadside bam. If she had made the great 
sacrifice, at least she expected gratitude and recognition, Vida 
laged, whfle her conscious schooboom mind fuBuly b^gDd 
ber to contrd this insanity. 

During her first call half of her wanted to wdcome a fellow 
reader of books; the other half itched to find out whether 
Carol knew anything about Kennicott's former interest in 
herself. She discovered that Carol was not aware that he had 
ever touched another woman's hand. Card was an amusing, 
naive, curiously learned child. While \^da was most actively 
describing the Tories of the Thanatopsis, and complimenting 
this librarian on her training as a worko*, she was fancying 
that thb girl was the child born of herself and Kennicott; and 
out of that symbolizing she had a comfort she had not known 
for months. 

When she came home, after supper with the Kennicotts and 
Guy Pollock, she had a sudden and rather pleasant hackdidii^ 
frcan devotion. She bustled into her room, she slammed her 
hat on the bed, md chattered, ** I don't caret I'm a lot like 
her— except a few years older. I'm li^t and quick, too, and 

I can talk just as well as she can, and I'm sure Men are 

soch fools. I'd be ten times as sweet to make love to as that 
dreamy baby. And I om as good-lookingi '' 



Digitized by 



Google 



254 MAIN STREET 

But as she sat on the bed and stared at her thin Hdf^ 
defiance oozed away. She mourned: 

" No. I'm not. Dear God, how we fool ourselves I I pre> 
tend I'm * spiritual.' I pretend my legs are graceful. Tbey 
aren't. Th^'re skinny. Old-maidish, I hate iti I hate thi^ 
in4>ertinent young woman! A selfish cat, taking his love 
for granted. . . . No, she's adorable. ... I doot 
think she ought to be so friendly with Guy Pollock." 

For a year Vida loved Carol, longed to diid did not pry into 
the details of her relations with Kennicott, enjoyed her spirit 
of play as expressed in childish tea-parties, and, with the 
mystic bond between them forgotten, was h^thily vexed by 
Carol's assumption that she was a sociological messiah come 
to save Gopher Prairie. This last facet of Vida's thought was 
the one which, after a year, was most often turned to the 
Hght. In a testy way she brooded, ** These people that want 
to change ever3rthing all of a sudden without doing any work, 
make me tiredl Here I have to go and work for four years, 
picking out the pupils for debates, and drilling them, and 
nagging at them to get them to look vp references, and begg^ 
them to choose their own subjects — four years, to get up a 
couple of good debates I And she comes rushing in, and expects 
in one year to change the whole town into a loUypop paradise 
with evaybody stoi^ing evaything dse to grow tulips and 
drink tea. And it's a comfy homey old town, too! " 

She had such an outburst after each of Carol's campaigns — 
for better Thanatopsis programs, for Shavian plays, for more 
human schools— but she never betrayed herself, and always she 
was penitent. 

Vida was, and always would be, a reformer, a liberal. She 
bdieved that details could excitingly be altered, but that 
things-in-general were comely and kind and immutable. Carol 
was, without understanding or accepting it, a revolutionist, a 
radical, and therefore possessed of '' ccHistructive ideas," which 
only the destroyer can have, since the reformer believes that 
all the essential constructing has already been done. After 
years of intimacy it was this unexpressed opposition more than 
the fancied loss of Kennicott's love which held Vida irritably 
fascinated. 

But the birth of Hug^ revived the transcendental emotion 
She was indignant that Carol should not be utterly fulfilled in 
having borne Kennicott's child. She admitted that Carol 
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teemed to have affection and immaculate care for the baby, 
but she began to identify herself now with Kennicott^ and in 
thtt phase to fed that die had endured quite too much from 
Carol's instability. 

She recalled certain other women who had come from 
the Outside and had not appreciated Gopher Prairie. She 
remembered the rector's wife who had been chilly to callers 
and who was rumored throughout the town to have said, 
^ Re-ah-ly I cawn't endure this buoolic heartiness in the re* 
spcmses." The woman was positivdy known to have worn 
handkerchiefs in her bodice as padding--oh, <he town had 
singly roared at her. Of course the tector aad she were 
got rid of in a few months. 

Then there was the mysterious woman with the dyed hair 
and penciled eyebrows, who wore tig^t Eng^ dre^, like 
basques, who smeDed of stale musk, who iBurted with the men 
and got them to advance money for her expenses in a law- 
suit, who lauded at \^da's rea(Ung at a school-entertainment, 
and went off owing a hotel-bill and the three hundred dollars 
die had borrowed. 

Vida insisted that she loved Carol, but with some satisfaction 
she ccMupared har to these traducers of the town. 



Vida had enjoyed Rasonie Wuthenpoon's singing in the 
Episcopal choir; she had dioroughly reviewed the weather with 
^im at Methodist sociables and in the Bon Ton. But she did 
not really know him till she moved to Mrs. Gurrey's boarding- 
house. It was five years after her affair with Kennicott She 
was thirty-nine, Raymie perlu^ a year younger. 

She said to him, and sincerely, ^ My I You can do anything, 
with your brains and tact and that heavenly vmce. You were 
so good in * The Girl from Kankakee.' You made me feel 
terribly stiqnd. If you'd gone on the stage, I bdieve you'd 
be just as good as anybody in Minneapolis. But still, I'm not 
sorry you stuck to business. It's such a constructive career." 

"Do yoa really think so?" yearned Raymie, across the 
apple-sauce. 

It was the first time that either of them had found a de- 
pendable intdlectual companionship. They looked down on 
Wfllis Woodford the bank-derk, and his anxious babycentric 
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wife, the siknt Lyman Casses, the slangy travdhq; man, ani 
the rest of Mrs. Gnrrqr's unenlightened guests. Th^r sit 
opposite^ and tl]^ sat late. They were exhilarated to find that 
they agreed in confession of faith: 

*' People like Sam C3ark and Harry Haydock aren't earnest 
about music and pictures and doquent sermons and really 
refined movies, but then, on the other hand, people like Card 
Kennicott put too much stress on all this art Folks oiig^t 
to apinredate lovely thin^ bi^ just the same, th^ got to be 
practiod and— they got to look at things in a practical way." 

Smiling, passing each other the pressed-j^ass pidde-dish, 
seeing Mrs. Gurrey's linty supper-doth hrradiated by the Ug^ 
of intimacy, Vida and Raymie talked about Carol's rose-oolored 
turban. Card's sweetness, Carols new low shoes. Card's erron- 
eous theory that there was no need of strict discq>line in sdxiol, 
Carol's amiabiliQr in the Bon Ton, Carol's flow of wild ideas, 
which, hcmestly, just sin^ made you nervous tr]ring to keep 
track of them; 

About the lovdy display of gents' shirts in the Bon Ton 
window as dressed by Raymie, about Raymie's offertory last 
Sunday, the fact that there weren't any of these new sg^ as 
nice as " Jerusalem the Gdden," and the way Rasonie stood 
up to Juanita Haydock when she came into the store and 
tried to run things and he as much as told her that she was 
so anxious to have folks think she was smart and bri^t that 
ate said things she didn't mean, and anyway, Raymie was 
running the shoe-dqxurtment, and if Juanita, or Hany dther, 
didn't like the way he ran things, they could go get another 
man; 

About Vida's new jabot irtiidi made her lodL thirty-two 
(Vida's estimate) or twenty-two (Raymie's estimate), Vida^ 
plan to have the hig^-sdiod Ddmting Sodety give a pla3iet, 
and the diGKculty of keeping the younger hays well bdiaved 
on the playgroimd when a big lid)ber like Cy Bogart acted 
iq>so; 

About the picture post-card which Mrs. Dawson had sent to 
Mrs. Cass from Pa^ulena, showing roses growing ri^t out- 
doors in Fd>ruary, the diange in time on No. 4, the redcless 
way Dr. Gould always drove his auto, the reckless way almost 
all these people drove their autos, the fallacy of supposing 
that these socialists could carry on a government for as modi 
as six nxmths if thi^r ever did have a chance to try out their 
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ifceories, and the cnuy way in wbicfa Carol jvmpad fraoi 
ssbject to subject. 

^da had once beheld Raymie as a thm man with qMctades, 
fDOwnfiii drawiHMit face, and cdorless stiff hair. Now she 
no^ed that his jaw was square, that his long hands moved 
quickly and were bleached m a refined manner, and that his 
trusting eyes indicated tibat he had ^ led a dean life." She 
bq^ to call him ^ Ray/' and to boimce in defense of his 
unselfishness and thoo^tfulness every time Juanita Bxydock 
or Rita Gould gigged abotit him at the Joi^ Seventeen. 

Oo a Sunday afternoon of late autumn thqr walked down 
to Lake Minnienuohie. Ray nid tiiat he wmdd like to see 
the ocean; it must be a grand si^^t; it must be much grander 
than a lake, even a great big lake, ^^da had seen it, she 
stated modestly; she had seen it on a summer trip to Cspe 
C6d. 

''Have you been dear to Cape Cod? Massadiusetts? I 
knew you'd traveled, but I never realised you'd been that 
far!" 

Made taller and younger by his interest she poured out, '' Oh 
my yes. It was a wonderful trip. So many points of interest 
tlm>u^ Massachusetts— historkal. There's Lexington where 
we turned back the redcoats, md Longfdlow^ home at Cam- 
bridge, and Cape Cod— just everything— fishermen and whale- 
fHaps and sand-dunes and eveiirthing." 

She wished that she had a little cane to cany. He broke 
off a willow branch. 

'' My, you're strongi " she said. 

'' No, not very. I wish there was a Y. M. C. A. here, so I 
could take up regular exercise. I vtsed to think I cotdd do 
pret^ good aaobatics, if I had a diance." 

<< I'^ siare you coukL You'ke unusual^ lithe, for a large 



" Oh no, not so very. But I wish we had a Y.M. It would 
be dandy to have lectures and eveiything, and I'd like to take 
a class in improving the memcMy— I bdieve a fdlow ought 
to go on educating hknsdf and improving his mind even if he is 
in business, don't you, Vida— I guess I'm kind of fresh to call 
you*Vida'I" 

** I've been calling you * Ray ' for weda! ** 

He wondered why she sounded tart. 

He he4>ed her down the bank to the edge of the lake but 
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dropped ber hand abruptly, and as they sat on a willow log 
and he brushed her sleeve, he delicately moved over and 
murmured, " Oh, excuse me— accident." 

She stared at the mud-browned chilly water, the floating 
gray reeds. 

'' You look 80 thoughtful,'' he said. 

She threw out her hands. ''I ami Will you kindly tdl 
me what's the use of— anything I Oh, don't mind me. I'm 
a moody old hen. Tell me about your plan for getting a 
partner^p in the Bon Ton. I do think you're ri^t: Harry 
Haydock and that mean old Simons ought to give you one." 

He hymned the old unhappy wars in which he had been 
Achilles and the mellifluous Nestor, yet gone his righteous ways 
unheeded by the cruel kings. . . . " Why, if I've told 
^em once, I've told 'em a dozai times to get in a side-line oi 
Ight-weight pants f(Nr gents' summer wear, and of course here 
they go and let a cheap kike like Rifkin beat them to it 
and grab the trade ri^t off 'em, and then Harry said — 
3^u know how Harry is, maybe he don't mean to be grouchy, 
but he's such a sore-head " 

He gave her a hand to rise. ^^ If you don't mind. I think 
a fellow is awful if a lady goes on a walk with him and she 
can't trust him and he tries to flirt with her and all." 

" I'm sure you're highly trustworthy! " she snapped, and 
she sprang up without his aid. Then, smiling excessively, 
** Uh— don't you think Carol sometimes fails to appreciate Dr. 
WiU's abiUty? " 

m 

Ray habitually asked her about his window-trimming, the 
display of the new shoes, the best music for the entertainment 
at the Eastern Star, sod (though he was recognized as a pro- 
fessional authority on what the town called ** gents' furnish- 
ings ") about his own clothes. She persuaded him not to wear 
the small bow ties whidi made him look like an d(mgated 
Sunday School scholar. Once she burst out: 

^ Ray, I could shake you I Do you know you're too apolo- 
getic? You always a^^redate other people too much. Yon 
fuss over Carol Kennicott when ^e has some cra2y theory that 
we all ought to turn anarchists or live on figs and nuts or 
something. And yon listen when Harry Haydock tries to dM>w 
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off and talk about turnovers and credits and thiliKB srou know 
lots better than he does. Look folks in the eye I Glare at 
'emi Talk deq>l You're the smartest man in town, if you 
only knew it. You aret " 

He could not believe it He kept coming back to her for 
confirmation. He practised glaring and talking deep, but he 
drcuitously hinted to Vida that when he had tried to look 
Harry Haydock in the ^e, Hany had inquired, '' What's the 
matter with you, Raymie? Got a pain?'' But afterward 
Harry had asked about Kantbeatum socks in a manner which, 
Ray felt, was somehow different from his former condescension. 

They were sitting on the squat yellow satm settee in the 
boarding-house parlor. As Ray reannounced that he simply 
wouldn't stand it many more years if Harry didn't give him a 
partnership, his gesticulating hand touched Vida's shoulders. 

'' Oh, excuse me! " he pleaded. 

'< It's all right. Well, I think I must be running up to my 
ioom. Headache," she said briefly. 

IV 

Ray and she had stopped in at Dyer's for a hot chocolate 
on their way home from the movies, that March evening. Vida 
speculated, " Do you know that I may not be here next year? " 

" What do you mean? " 

With her fragile narrow nails she smoothed the ^ass slab 
which formed the top of the round table at which they sat. 
She peeped through the glass at the perfume-boxes of black and 
gold and citron in the hollow table. She looked about at 
didves of red rubber water-boUles, pale yellow sponges, wash- 
rags with blue borders, hair-brushes of polished cherry backs. 
9ie shook her head like a nervous medium coming out of a 
trance, stared at him unhappily, demanded: 

'' Why should I stay here? And I must make up my mind. 
Now. Time to renew our teaching-contracts for next year. 
I think 111 go teach in some other town. Everybody here is 
tired of me. I might as well go. Befcnre folks come out and 
say they're tired of me. I have to dedde tonight. I mig^t as 
wdl Oh, no matter. Come. Let's skip. It's late." 

She sprang iq), ignoring his wail of ^'Vidal Wait I Sit 
down! Gosh! I'm flabbergastedl Geel Vidal " She 
marched out While he was paying his check she got ahead. 
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He ran after her, bliibberiiig,''V2dal Wait! '^ In Hie dMuk 
ei tbe lilacs in front of the Googerling house he came vtp with 
her, stayed her flig^ by a hand on her shoulder. 

'' Oh, don'tl Don'tl What does it matter? " she htggod. 
She was sobbing, her soft wrinkly lids soaked with tears. 
^ Who cares for my affection or h^? I mig^t as well drift 
OB, forgotten. O Ray, please dont hold me. Let me go. 
in jusi dedde not to renew my contract here, and— and 
drift— way <rff *' 

His hand was steady on her shoulder. She dropped hei 
head, rubbed the back of his hand with her diak. 

They were married in June. 



They took the Ole Jenson house. ^ It^ small,'* said Vida, 
^ but it's got the dearest vi^taUe garden, and I love having 
time to get near to Nature for once." 

Thou^ she became \^da Wutherspoon technically, and 
though she certainly had no ideals about the independence of 
keeping her name, she continued to be known as Vida Sher« 
win. 

She had res^^ from the sdiool, but she kept up one class 
fai English. 1^ bustled about on every committee of the 
Thanatopsis; she was always popping into the rest-room to 
make Mrs. Noddquist sweep the floor; Ae was appdnted to 
the library-board to succeed Outd; she taught the Senior 
C^b' Class in the E^nscopal Sumhy School, and tried to revive 
the King's Daughters. She eq)loded into self-confidence and 
hapfriness; hat draining thoughts were by marriage turned 
into energy. She became daOy and vis9>Iy more plump, and 
though she chattered as eagerly, she was less obvio^isly admir- 
ing of marital bliss, less sentimental about babies, sbuper in 
demanding that the entire town share her reforms— the pur- 
chase of a park, the omipulsory cleaning of back-jrards. 

She penned Harry EhydodL at his d^ in die Bon Ton; 
she intemq>ted his joking; she told him that it was Ray who 
had built up the ahoe-dqpartment and moi's department; she 
demanded that he be made a partner. Before Harry codd 
answer she threatened that Ray and she would start a rival 
shop. ** in clerk behind the counter nq^self , and a Ctftain 
Psriy is all ready to put up the mon^." 
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Sbt ratber wondered who die Certain F&rty was. 

Ray was made a one-sixth partner. 

He became a glorified floor-walker, greeting the men with 
poise, no tonger cojrly subservient to pretty women. 
When he was not aff ectionatdy coercing people into biQong 
thhigs they did not need, he stood at the back of the store, 
l^oimig, abstracted, f e^g masculine as he recalled the 
tempestuous surprises of love revealed by Vida. 

Tlie only remnant of Vida's identificatioii of hersdf with 
Carol was a jealousy when she saw Eeniucott and Ray to- 
gedier, and reflected that some people mi^t suppose that 
Kennicott was his supoior. She was sure that Ganri thouglit 
80, and she wanted to diriek, ^ You needn't try to gloati I 
wouldnt have your pokey old hnAand. He hasn't ooe \ 
bit of Ray^ ^nritual nobility.'' 
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The greatest mystery about a human being is not his reai!tion 
to sex or praise, but the manner in iK^ch he contrives to put 
in twenty-four hours a day. It is this which puzzles the long- 
shoreman about the deri^ the Londoner about the bushman* 
It was this which puzzled Carol in regard to the married YidsL. 
Ou-ol hesrsdt had the baby, a larger house to care for, all the 
tdephone calls for Kennicott when he was away; and she 
read everything, while Vida was satisfied with newspaper head- 
lines. 

But after detached brown yeais in boarding-houses, ^^da 
was hungry for housework, for the most pottering detail of it 
She had no maid, nor wanted one. She cooked, baked, swq>t, 
washed su[v>er-cloths, with the triumph of a chemist in a new 
laboratory. To her ^e hearth was veritably the altar. When 
she went shopping she hugged the cans of soup, and she 
bought a mop or a side of baam as though she were prepar&ig 
for a reception. She knelt beside a bean ^rout and crooned, 
^ I raised this with my own hands — ^I brought this new life 
into the world." 

'' I love her for being so hai^y," Carol brooded. ^ I oug^t 

to be that way. I worship the baby, but the housework 

Oh, I suppose I'm fortunate; so much better o£f than farm- 
women on a new clearing, c^ people in a slum." 

It has not yet been recorded that any human being has 
gained a very large or pomanent contentment from medita- 
tion iq>on the fact that he is better off than others. 

In Carol's own twenty-four hours a day she got up, dressed 
the baby, had breakfast, talked to Oscarina about the day's 
shopping, put the baby on the porch to play, went to die 
butcher's to choose between steak and pork chops, bathed the 
baby, nafled up a shelf, had dinner, put the baby to bed for a 
nap, paid the iceman, read for an hour, took the baby 
out for a walk, called on \nda, had supper, put the baby to 
bed, darned socks, listened to Kennicott's yawning comment 

262 
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on what a fool Dr. McGanum was to try to use that cheap 
X-ray outfit of his on an epithelioma^ repaired a frock, drowsily 
heard Kennicott stoke the furnace, tried to read a page of 
Hiorstein Veblen— and the day was gone. 

Except when Hugh was vig^nrously naughty, or whiney, or 
laug^g, or saying ''I like my chair'' with thrilling ma- 
turity, ^e was alwasrs enfeebled by loneliness. She no longer 
felt superior about that misfortune. She would gladly have 
been converted to Vida's satisfaction in Gopher Prairie and 
mopping the floor. 



Carol drove through an astonishing number of books from 
the public library md from dty s£)ps. Kennicott was at 
first uncomfortable over her disconcerting habit of birring 
them. A book was a book, and if you had several thouiumd 
of them right here in the library, free, why the dickens should 
3rou spend your good money? After worrying about it for 
two or three years, he decided that this was one of the Funny 
Ideas which she had caught as a librarian and from whidi 
she would never entirely recover. 

The authors whom she read were most of them frightfully 
annoyed by the Vida Sherwins. They were young American 
aodcrfogists, young En^ish realists, Russian horrorists; Anatde 
France, Rolland, Nexo, Wells, Shaw, Key, Edgar Lee Masters, 
Theodore Dreiser, Sherwood Andersm, Henry Mencken, and 
an the other subversive philosophers and artists whom women 
were consulting everywhere, in batik-curtained studios in 
New York, in Kansas farmhouses, San Fhmdsco drawing- 
rooms, Alabama schools for negroes. From them she got 
the same confused desire which the million other women 
fdt; the same determination to be dass-omsdous without 
discovering die dass of which she was to be consdous. 

Certainly ho* reading precipitated het observations of Main 
Street, of Gopher Prairie and of the several adjacent Gopher 
Prairies which she had seen on drives with Kennicott In 
her fluid thou^t certain convictions appeared, jaggedly, a 
fragment of an inq)ression at a time, while she was going to 
deq>, or manicuring her Hails, or waiting for Kennicott. 

'Diese convictions she presented to Vida Sherwin— Vida 
Wutherqxx»n— beside a radiat(M:« over a bowl of not very good 
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vabtats and pecam from Unde Whittierls grocoy, on u 
evemng lAmeai both Keonioott and Rajmoie had gone out of 
town with the other officers of the Ancient and Affiintted Order 
of Spartans, to inaugurate a new chi^to- at Wakamin. ^^da 
had come to the house for the nig^t. She helped in potting 
Hn^ to bed, guttering the while about his soft skin. Then 
they talked till midnight 

What Card said that evening, what she was passkmatcljr 
tfmiking, was also anerging in the nunds of women In ten 
thousand Gq>her Prairies. Her formulations were not pat 
solutions but visiras of a JogicJutility. She did not utter 
them so conq)actly that they can be given in her wc^ds; they 
were roughened with '* Well, you see " and ^' if you get what 
I mean '' and '' I don't know that I'm making mysdf 
But they were definite eunq^ and indignant enouj^ 



m 

Jn reading poptdar stories and seeiog pl^rs, userted Carol, 
ahe had found only two traditions of the American small town. 
The first traditicm, repeated in scores of magarinffi every mmth. 
is that the Amon'^an tniiagfi rfiimins thft y^? wp^ n^mAt ft* 
friendship^ honesty^ md clea n sweet ma rriag^iMg gjfig Ihere- 
- fure aU men~ wfio succeed in painting in P^uis or in finance in 
New York at last become weary of smart women, return 
to their native towns, assert that cities are vicious, mairry 
their childhood sweethearts and, presumably, joyously abide 
in those towns until death. 

The other tradition is that the significant features of all 
villages are \rtiiskers, iron dog^ upon lawnsi gold bric^ 
chedcers, jars of gilded cat-tails, and shrewd comic old men 
lAo are known as ** hicks " and who ejaculate ^ Waal I swan." 
This altogether admuable tradition rules the vaiKieville stagey 
facetious illustrators, and sjmdicated ne ws pap er humor, but 
out of actual life it passed forty years ago. CaroTs small 
town thinks not in hoas-swapping but in cheap motor cars, 
tdephones, reacfy-made dothes, ^os, alfalfa, kodaks, jAono- 
grMis, leather-uphdbtered Morris diairs, bridge-prLoes, oil^ 
itodcs, motion-iHctures, land-deals, imread sets of MaA 
Twain, and a chaste version of national politics. 

With such a small-town life a Kenmcott or a Champ Ferry 
la content, but there are aho hundreds <rf thousandSt par- ^ 

_, ^-^-'--^ ^ 
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ticdariy women and yoong men, lAo are not at all 
ThenxH^jntdligentyoongpec^le (and the fwtunate widawsl ] 
flee to the dtiea with a^ty and, despite the fictional tra-1 
ditkmi resolutdy slay there, addom returning even for hoti- 
dajTS. The moat protesting patriots of the towns leave thcm[ 
in dd age, if they can afford it, and go to live in Califonda I 
or in the cities. 1 

The reason, Carol insisted, is not a whiskered rusticity. It 
Ja nothing so amtisingi - f 

It is an unimaginative^ standardised background, a slug- ! 
giflhneas of q>eech and manners, a rigid ruling of Ihe spirit I 
by the desire to appear respectable. It is contentment . . . i 
^ contentment of the quiet dead, lAo are scornful of the 
living for their restless walking. It is negation ranoniised 
as the CHM positive virtue. It is the prohibition of hairiness. i^ 
It is slavery sdf-sout^t and adf-defended. It is dullness A 
made God. 

A savorless people, gulping tastdess food, and sitting after- 
ward, coatless and thou^ttos, in rocking-chairs priddy with 
inane decorations, listening to mechanical music, sajing me- 
^*^«M^^ things about the eicellence of Ford automobiles, and 
viewing themsdves as the greatest race in the world. 



/.:..:. 
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She had inquired as to the effect of this dominating dull- 
iqxm fordgners. She remembered the feeble exotic 
quality to be foimd in the first-generation Scandinavians; she 
recaUed the N<Nrwegian Fair at the Lutheran Church, to 
iriiich Bea had taken her. There, in the bandestue, the replica 
of a Norse farm kitcheo, pale women in scarlet jackets em- 
broidered with gold thread and colored beads, in black skirts 
with a Ime of blue, green-str^>ed aprons, and ridged caps very 
pretty to set off a f r^ face, had served rommegrod og lefse— 
sweet cakes and sour milk pudding ^iced with cinnamon. 
For the first time in Gopho* Prauie Carol had found novdty. 
She had revded in the mild fordgmiess of it. 

But she saw these Scandinavian women zealously errhanging 
their qnced puddings and red jadcets for fried pork chops 
and congealed white blouses, trading the ancient Christnas\ 
/n kgrmns of the fjords for '' She's My Jazdand Cutie,'' being | 
Americanized into uniformity, and in less than a geberatiflii 

Digitized byVj.OOQlC 



W- 



a66 MAIN STREET 

losing in the gra3mess whatever pleasant new customs they 
might have added to the life of the town. Their sons finished 
. // the process. In ready-made dothes and ready-made hig^ 
sdiool phrases they sank into pn^ety, and the sound Amer- 
ican customs had absorbed without one trace of pollution an- 
other alien invasion. 

And along with these foreigners, she fdt hersdf bdng ironed 
into glossy mediocrity, and she rebelled, in fear. 

The respectability of the Gopher Prairies, said Carol, is 
reinforced by vows of poverty and chastity in tibe matter of 
knowledge. Incept for hal f a dozen in e ach town the dtiz ois 
. are pro ud of that achieyo negr Of Ignorance which it Js^sou^gy 
Jto" comeTy. To be " mtdTectuaP^ of '^tisuc '' or, in their 
own word, to be " highbrow," is to be priggish and of dubious 
virtue. 

Large eq>eriments in politics and in co-opmttive distributioD, 
ventures requirmg knowledge, courage, and imagination, do 
originate in the West and Middlewest, but they are not d 
the towns, they are of the farmers. If these heresies are 
siq>ported by the townsmen it is only by occasional teachars, 
doctors, lawyers, the labor unions, and workmen like Miles 
Bjomstam, who are punished by being mocked as '^ cranks,'' 
as " half-baked parlor socialists." The editor and the rector 
preach at them. Tlie doud of serene ignorance submerges 
them in unlu^iness and futility. 



Here \^da observed, ** Yes— wdl Do you know, I've 

always thought that Ray would have made a wonderful rector. 
He has what I call an essentially rdigious soul. Myl He'd 
have read the service beautifully I I siq>pose it's too late now, 
but as I tell him, he can also serve the world by selling shoes 
I wonder if we oughtn't to have famOy-prayers? " 



VI 

Doubtless all small towns, in all countries, in all ages, 

Carol admitted, have a tendency to be not only dull but 

mfian« bitter^iafffitpd with girimity. In France or Tibet quite 

as much as in Wyoming or Indiana these timidities are i a- 

Jt<a:ent in isolation. 
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But a village in a country which is taking pains to become 
altogether standardized and pure, which aspires to succeed 
Victorian England as the chief meliocrity of the world, is no 
longer merdy provincial^ no longer downy and restful in its 
leaf-shadowed ignorance. It is a force seeking to dominate 
the earth, to drain the hills and sea of color, to set Dante at 
boosti ng Gopher__Prairie, and to.„dresd the hidi gods in 
(StasaLSolks^ KlotE^r^Sufe of itsdf, it bulUes^er d^^Iiai^ ^ 
lions, as a traveli^~sieii^man in a brown dei^ conquers the \ 
wisdom of dina md tacks advatisements of dgarettes over ' 
arches for centuries dedicate to the sayings of Confucius. 

Such a society functions admirably in the large production ' 
of cheap automobiles, dollar watches, and safety razors. But 
it is not satisfied until the entire world also admits that the 
end and jc^ous purpose of living is to ride in flivvers, to make 1 
advertising-pictures of dollar watches, and in the twilight to | 
sit talking not of love and courage but of the convenience |i 
of safety razors. 

And such a society, such a nation, is determined by the 
Gopher Prairies. The greatest manufacturer is but a busier 
Sam Clark, and all the rotund senators and presidents an 
village lawyers and bankers grown nine feet tsdl. 

Thou{^ a Gopher Prairie regards itself as a part of the Grea^ 
Wodd, compares itself to Rome and \^enna, it will not acquire 
the scientific ^irit, the international mind, which would make 
it great It picks at information which will visibly procure 
money or soaal distinction. Its conception of a community 
ideal is not the grand manner, the noble aspiration, the fine 
aristocratic pride, but cheap labor for the kitchen and rapid 
increase in tiie price of land. It plasrs at cards on greasy ofl- 
doth in a shanty, and does not know that prophets are walking 
and talking on the terrace. 

If all the provincials were as kindly as Champ Perry and 
Sam Clark there would be no reason for desiring the 

to seA great traditions. It is tibe Harry H aydocks, the 

Dyers, the Jackson Elders, small busy m^cnisBingry powerful 
in their j£on^ion_puipi)se,JKifiBing_£bems 
world but keepi ng themselves men of. the cashrregistfir^And* 
Jhe, comic fitay who makff ,lhe town a"gtsrile]oljg 
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She had soi^t to be definite in analyzing the surface m^ 
ness of the Gopher Prairies. She asserted that it is a matter 
of universal similarity; of flimsiness of construction, so that 
the towns resemble frontier camps; of neglect of natural ad- 
vantages, so that the hills are covered with brush, the lakes 
shut o£f by railroads, and the creda lined with dumping- 
grounds; of depressing sobriety of cobr; rectangularity of 
buildings; and excessive breadth and straightness of the gaobed 
streets, so that there is no escape from gales and from sig^ 
of the grim sweq> of land, nor aiqr windings to coax the 
kdterer along, while the breadth vMdi would be majestic in 
an avenue of palaces makes the low shabby shops creeping 
down the tjrpic^ Main Street the mart mean by comparison. 

The universal similarity— that is the jdiysical eiprcssion of 
the phOosophy of dull safety. Nine-tenths of the American 
tAwna prf>«^ft1i1ci> that it is the ^^"Tjf^ff*^ hftrffdfy" ^^ mati^wr 
frOPL.one to anotho-. Always, wesTof Pittsburg, and often, 
east of iVtEere is the same lnnd)er jrard, the same railroad 
statimi, tit same Ford guage, the same creamery, die same 
box-like houses and twiHitory shops. The new, more consdoos 
houses are alike in their very attempts at diversity: the same 
bungalows, the same square houses of stucco or tapestry brick. 
The shops show the same standardized, national)^ advertised 
wares; the newspapers of sections three thousand miles apart 
have the same *' 3yndicated features ''; the boy in Arkansas 
displays just such a flamboyant ready-made suit as is found 
on just such a boy in Ddaware, both of them iterate the same 
slang phrases fn»n the same sporting-pages, and if one of them 
is in coU^^e and the other is a barber, no one may surmise which 
is which. 

If Kennicott were snatched from Goidier Prairie and in- 
stantly conveyed to a town leagues away, he would not realise 
it He would go down apparently the same Main Street 
(almost certainly it would be called Main Street); in the 
same drug stcM^e he would see the same young man serving 
the same ice-cream soda to the same young woman with the 
same magazines and phonograph records under her arm. Not 
till he had climbed to his office and foimd another sign ra 
the door, anothar Dr. Kennicott inside, would he understand 
that something curious had presumably h^)pened. 
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FinaBy, bebind all ber commcots, Carol saw the fact tliat the 
prairie towns no mare exist to serve the farmers who are 
tfadr reason of existence than do the Rreat capitals; thor 
exist to fatten on the farmers, to provide for the townsmen 
large motors and social preferment; and, mdike the o^ntals, 
th^ do ntit give to the district in retnm for nsiffy a stately 
and permanent center, but onl^ ibis ragged camp. It is a 

* Tnere we are then, saia fjaroi. ine remeoyr la 
there any? Criticism, perhaps, for the b^;inning of the 
beginning. Oh, there^ nothing that attacks the Tribal God 
Mediocrity that doesn't help a little • • • and probably 
there's nothing that hdps veiy mudi* Perhaps some day the 
fanners wiU build and own their market-towns* (Think of 
the dob they conkl have!) But I'm' afraid I havent any 
^ reform program.' Not aiqr morel The trouble is spiritual, 
and no League or Party can enact a preference for garden 
rather than dumping-grounds. • • • There's my confes- 
rion. Wettf^ 

""hk other words, all you want is perfection? ** said "i^da^ 

«*YesI Whynot?** 

^How you hate this placet How can you eqiect to do 
nydiing with it if you haven't ai^ 8ynq>athy? " 

^But I havel And afifectkm. Or else I wouldn't fume 
an. I've learned that Gopher Prairie isn't just an eruption 
OB the prairie, as I thous^t first, but as large as New York. 
In New York I wouldn't know more than forty or fifty people, 
and I know that many here. Go onl Say what you're 
tkfaddng." 

''Wdl, ny dear, ii I did take all your notions seriously, 
it would be pretty discouraging. Imagine how a person 
would fed, after worldng hard for years and hdping to bufld 
up a nice town, to have you akilb^ flit in and simply aay 
'RottenI' lUnk that's fiiir?'' 

''Why not? It must be just as discouraging for the Gopher 
Rairieite to see Venice and make comparisons." 

*^ It would noti I imagine gondolas are kind of nice to 

ride in, but we've got better bath-roomsl But My dear, 

you're not the on^ person in this town who has done some 
thinking for hersdf, although (pardon my rudeness) I'm 
afraid 3^u think so. Ill admit we lack some things. Maybe 
wr tbetter isnt as good as shows in Paris. All rigbtl Idont 
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want to see any todgn culture suddenly forced on us— whether 
it's street-planning or table-manners or crazy communistic 
ideas/' 

Vida sketched what she termed ^' practical things that will 
make a happier and prettier town, but that do belong to our 
life, that actually are being done." Of the Thanatopsis Oub 
she spoke; of the rest-room, the fig^t against mosquitos, the 
campaign for more gardens and shade-trees and sewers — 
matters not fantastic «md nebulous and distant, but immediate 
and sure. 

CtfoPs answer was fantastic and nebulous enougji: 

"Yes. . . . Yes. ... I know. They're good. 
But if I could put through all those reforms at once, I'd still 
want startling, exotic things. Life is comfortable and dean 
enough here aJready. And so secure. What it needs is to be 
less secure, more eager. The civic improvements which I'd 
Uke the Thanatopsis to advocate are Strindberg plays, and 
classic dancers— exquisite legs beneath tulle— and (I can see 
him so clearly I) a thick, black-bearded, cynical Frenchman 
who would sit about and drink and sing opera and tdl bawdy 
stories and laugh at our proprieties and quote Rabdais and 
not be ashamed to kiss my handl " 

" Huh I Not sure about the rest of it but I guess thaf^ 
what you and all the other discontented young women really 
want: some stranger kissing your handl " At Qurol's gasp, the 
old squirrrd-like Vida darted out and cried, " Oh, my dear, 
don't take that too seriously. I just meant " 

*' I know. You just meant it Go on. Be good for my 
soul. Isn't it funny: here we all are— me trying to be good 
for Gopher Prairie's soul, and Gopher Prairie trying to be 
good for my soul. What are my other sins? " 

" Oh, there's plenty of them. Possibly some day we shall 
have your fat cynical Frenchman (horrible, sneering, tobacco- 
stained object, ruining his brains and his digestion with vfle 
liquor!) but, thank heaven, for a while we'll manage to keep 
busy with our lawns and pavementsi You see, these things 
reaUy are comingl The Thanatopsis is getting somewhere. 

And you " Hor tone italicized the words — ^* to my great 

disappointment, are doing less, not more, than the peoplk 
you bug^ at! Sam Clark, on the school-board, is working 
for better school ventilation. Ella Stowbody (whose docuting 
you always think is so absurd) has persuaded the railroad 
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to share the expense of a parked space at the statfon, to 
do away with that vacant lot. 

^' You sneer so easily. I'm sorry, but I do think there's 
something essoitially cheap in your attitude. E^)ecially about 
rdigion. 

" If you must know, you're not a sound reformer at all. 
You're an imposoibilist. And yc^ give up too easily. You 
gave iq> on the new city hall, the anti-fly campaign, dub papers, 
the library-board, the dramatic association— just because we 
didn't graduate into Ibsen the very first thing. You want per- 
fection all at once. Do you know what the finest thing you've 
done is — aside from bringing Huj^ into the world? It was 
the help you gave Dr. Will during baby-wdfare week. You 
didn't d^i^amd that each baby be a phQos^^her and artist 
befc^e you wdg^ed him, as you do with the rest of us. 

** And now I'm afraid pa-lu^ I'll hurt you. We're going 
to have a new sdioolbuilding in this town — ^in just a few 
years— and we'll have it without one bit of hdp or interest 
from 3rouI 

** Professor Mott and I and some others have been dinguig 
away at the moused men tor years. We didn't call on 
]rou because you would never stand the pound-pound-pounding 
year after year without one bit of encouragement. And we've 
won I I've got the promise of everybody who counts that 
ji»t as soon as war-conditimis permit, theyll vote the bonds 
fcft the schoolhouse. And we'll have a wonderful building — 
lov^ brown brick, with big windows, and agricultural and 
manual-training departments. When we get it, that'll be my 
answer to all your theoriesi " 

^* I'm glad. And I'm ashamed I haven't had 2cay part in 

getting it. But Please don't think I'm uns3rmpathetic 

if I adL one question: Will the teachers in the hygienic new 
bnOding go on informing the children that Persia is a yellow 
spot on the map, and * Caesar ' the title of a book of gram- 
matical puzzles? " 

vm 

Vida was indignant; Carol was apologetic; they talked for 
another hour, the eternal Mary and Martha— an immoralist 
liary and a reformist Martha. It was Vida who conquered. 

The fact that she had been left out of the campaign for the 
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new scboolbiBldiiig doconcoted Carol. She hid ber dreams 
of perfection aside. When Vida asked her to take charge of 
a groiq> of Camp Fire Giris, she obeyed, and had definite 
pleasure out of the Indian daaoes and ritual and costumes. She 
went more regularly to the Thanatq)sis. With Yida, as lieii- 
tenant and imofficial oonmiander she campaigned for a village 
nurse to attend poor families, raised the fund hersdf, saw to 
it that the nurse was young and strong and amiable and 
intdligent. 

Yet all the while she bebdd the burly cynical Firendinian 
and the diaphanous dancers as clearly as the child sees its 
air-bom playmates; she relished the Canq> Fire Girls not 
because, in Yidn's words, ^'diis Scout training wiQ hdp so 
much to make than Good Wives,'' but because she hoped 
that the Sioux dances would bring subversive color into their 



She helped Ella Stowbocfy to set out plants in the tiny 
triangular pariL at the railroad station; she squatted in the 
dirt, with a small curved trowel and the most decorous of 
gardening gauntlets; she talked to Ella about the public- 
spiritedness of fudisias and cannas; and she fdt that ^e was 
scruUm^ a tanple deserted by the gods and emp^ even of 
incense and the sound of chanting. Passengers looking tram 
trains saw her as a village woman of fading pretdness, in- 
ccuTuptible virtue, and no abnormalities; tibe baggageman 
heard her say, ^' Oh yes, I do think it will be a good ezampk 
for the children ''; sjid all the while she saw hersdf running 
garlanded through the streets of Babjion. 

Planting led her to botanizing. She never got mudh farther 
than recognizing the tiger Wy and the wild rose, but she re- 
discovered Hug^ ** What does the buttercup say, mummy? " 
he cried, his hand full of strag^y grasses, his chedL gilded with 
pcXkxL She kndt to emteace Um; she afibmed that be made 
life more than full; she was altogether reconciled . . . 
for an hour. 

But she awoke at nig^t to hovering death. She crept away 
from the hump of bedding that was Kennicott; tiptoed into 
the bathroom and, by the mirror in the door of the medicine- 
cabinet, examined bar pallid face. 

Wasn't she growing visibly older in ratio as \^da grew 
plumper and younger? Wasn't her nose sharper? Wasnt 
her neck granulated? She stared and dioked. She was only 
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tihfrty. But the five years since hex marriage— had th^ not 
gone by as hastiJ^ and stupidly as though she had been under 
eUier; would time not slink past till death? She pounded her 
fist on the cool aameled rim of the bathtub and raged mut^ 
against the indifferent gods: 

^I dont carel I wont endure hi They Ue so— Vida 
and Will and Aunt Bessie— th^ tdl me I ought to be satisfied 
with Hu^ and a good home and planting seven nasturtiums 
in a station gardeni I am II When I de the world wiU be 
annihilated, as far as I'm concerned I am II I'm not 
content to leave the sea and the ivory towers to othen. I 
want them tor mel Damn ^dal Damn all of themi Do 
ibey think they can make me bdieve tluit a display of potatoes 
at Howland & Gould's is enough beauty and strangeness? ^ 
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CHAPTER XXm 



When America tiered the Great European War, Vida sent 
Raymie ofiF to an officers' training-camp — less than a year afta 
her wedding. Raymie was diligent and rather strong. He 
came out a first lieutenant of bifantry, and was one of the 
earliest sent abroad. 

Carol grew definitely afraid of Yida, as Vida transferred 
the passion which had been released in marriage to tibe cause 
of the war; as she lost all tolerance. When Carol was touched 
by the desire for heroism in Raymie and tried tactfully to 
e9q)ress it, Vida made her fed like an inq>ertinent child. 

By enlistment and draft, the sons of Lyman Cass, Nat 
Hicks, Sam Gark joined the army. But most of the soldios 
were the scms of German and Swedish farmers unknown to 
Carol. Dr. Terry Gould and Dr. McGanum became captains 
in the medical corps, and were stationed at csmps in Iowa and 
Georgia. They were the only officers, besides Rasrmie, from 
the Gopho* Prairie district. Kennicott wanted to go with 
them, but the several doctors of the town forgot medical 
rivalry and, meeting in council, decided that he would do 
better to wait and keep the town well till he should be needed. 
Kennicott was forty-two now; the only youngish doctor left 
in a radius of dghteai miles. Old Dr. Westlake, ^no loved 
comfort like a cat, protestingly rolled out at nig^t for countiy 
calls, and hunted through his collar-box for his G. A. R. button. 

Card did not quite know what she thought about Kennicott's 
gmng. Certainly she was no Spartan wife. She knew that 
he wanted to go; she knew that this longing was always in 
him, behind his unchanged trudging and remarks about the 
weather. She felt for him an admiring affection— and she 
was sorry that she had nothing more than affection. 

Cy Bogart was the spectacular warrior of the town. Cf 
was no longer the weedy boy who had sat in the loft specu- 
lating about Carol's egotism and the mystaies of generatioo. 
He was nineteen now, tall, broad, bu^, the ^'town sporti'' 
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famous for bis abQity to drink beer, to shake dice, to tdl 
undesirable stories, and, from his post in front of Dyer's drug 
store, to embarrass the girls by " jollying ^ them as they passed. 
His face was at once peach-bloomed and pimply. 

Cy was to be heard publishing it abroad that if he couldn't 
get the Widow Bogart's permission to enlist, he'd run away 
and enlist without it. He shouted that he '^ hated every dirty 
Hun; by gosh, if he could jpst poke a bayonet into one big 
fat Heinie and learn him some decency and democracy, he'd 
die happy. ^^ Cy got much reputation by whipping a farmboy 
named Adolph Podibauer for being a ** damn hyphenated Ger- 
man." . . . This was the younger Pochbauer, who was 
killed in the Arg(»me, while he was trying to bring the body 
of his Yankee captain back to the lines. At this time Cy Bogart 
was still dwdling in Gopher Prairie and planning to go to 
war. 



n 

Everywhere Carol heard that the war was gouig to bring 
a basic change in psychology, to purify and uplift everything 
from marital relations to nationad politics, and she tried to 
exult in it. Only she did not find it. She saw the women who 
made bandages for the Red Cross giving up bridge, and 
laughing at having to do without sugar, but over the surgical- 
dressings they did not speak of God and the souls of men, 
but of Miles Bjomstam's impudence, of Terry Gould's scan- 
dalous carryings-on with a farmer's daughter foiur years ago, 
of cooking cabbage, and of altering blouses. Their refer- 
ences to the war touched atrocities only. She herself was 
punctual, and efficient at making dressings, but she could not, 
like Mrs. L3anan Cass and Mrs. Bogart, fill the dressings 
with hate for enemies. 

When she protested to A^da, ^' The young do the work while 
these old ones sit around and interrupt us and gag with hate 
because they're too feeble to do anything but hate," then 
Vida turned on her: 

^^If you can't be reveroit, at least don't be so pert and 
opinionated, now when men and women are dying. Some of 
us — ^we have given iq) so much, and we're glad to. At least 
we expect that you otbos sba'n't try to be witty at our 
expense." 
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There was weeiring. 

Card did desire to see the Prussian autocracy defeated; 
she did persuade hersdf that there were no autocracies save 
that of Prussia; she did thrill to motion-pictures of troops 
embarking in New York; and she was uncomfortable when she 
met Miles Bjomstam on the street and he croaked: 

^* How's tricks? Things going fine with me; got two new 
cows. Well, have you become a patriot? Eh? Sure, th^H 
iMring d^nocracy — the democracy of death. Yes, sure, in evoy 
war since the Garden of Eden the workmen have gone out to 
fig^t each other for perfectly good reasons— -handed to them 
by their bosses. Now me, I'm wise. I'm so wise that I know 
I don't know aiqrthing about the war." 

It was not a thought of the war that remained with her 
Bher Miles's declamation but a perception that she and ^da 
and all of the good-int^Uoners who wanted to 'Mo some- 
thing for the common people ^ were insignificant, because the 
'^common people" were able to do t£dngs for thonsdves, 
and highly likely to, as soon as they learned the fact The 
conception of ndllions of workmen like MOes taking control 
frightened ha*, and shescutUed rapidly away bam the tfaon^ 
of a time when she mif^t no kmger r^ain the position of 
Lady Bountiful to the Bjomstama and Beas and Oscarinas 
wliom she loved— and patronized. 



m 

It was in June, two months after America^ entrance into 
the war, that the mmnentous event luq^>ened— the visit of 
the great Percy Bresnahan, the millionaire president of the 
Vdvet Motor Car Company of Boston, the one native son 
wbo was always to be meaa^ioDed to strangers. 

For two wedks there were rumors. Sam Clark cried to 
Eennicott, ''Say, I hear P^ce Bresnahan is coming! By 
gtdly itil be great to see the old scout, di? " Finally the 
Dauntless printed, on the front page with a No. z head, a letter 
from Bresnahan to Jackson Elder: 

Dear Tack : 

Well, Jack, I find I can make it Fm to go to Washington as a 
dollar a year man for the government, in the aviation motor section, 
and teU them how much I don't know about carburetors. But before 
I start in being a hero I want to shoot out and catch me a big blad^ 
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teas and cttss out you and Sam Clark and Harnr Haydock and WiH 
Kennicott and the rest of yon pirates. Ill land in G.P. on June 7» 
on Na 7 from Mpls. Shake a day-day. Tdl Bert Tybee to savo 
me a g^s of beer. 

Stncerdy yoiir8» 

PnoL 

AH members of the sodal, finanrial, scientific, Hterary, and 
sporting sets ^vere at No. 7 to meet Bresnahan; Mrs. Lyman 
Cass was beside Dd Soafffin the barber, and Juanita Haydodk 
almost cordial to Miss ^^ets the librarian. Carol saw Bres- 
nahan lau^iing down at than from the train vestibule— bi^ 
immaculate, overjawed, with the ^e of an executive. In the 
voice of the professional Good FeUow he bdlowed, '^ Howd^, 
Mksl " As she was introduced to him (not he to h^) Br»* 
nahan looked into her eyes, and his hand-shake was warm, uok 
hurried. 

He declined the offers of motors; he walked off, his arm 
about the shoulder of Nat Hicks the sporting tailor, with the 
d^ant Harry Haydod: carrying one of his enormous pale 
leather bags, Dd Snaffin the i^ba, Jack Elder bearing an 
overcoat, and Julius Flidcerbaugh die fishing-tackle. Oirol 
noted that though Bresnahan wore ^ats and a stick, no small 
boy jeered. She decided, '^ I must have Will get a double- 
breamed blue coat and a wing ooDar and a dotted bow-tie 
like his.'' 

That evening, when Kennicott was trimming the grass along 
the walk with sheq)-8hears, Bresnahan rolled up, alone. He 
was now in corduroy trousers, khaki shirt open at the throat, 
a white boating hat, and marvdous canvas-and-leather shoes. 
"^ On the job there, old Willi Say, my Lord, this is living, to 
come back and get into a regular man-sized pair of pants. 
They can talk all they want to about the dty, but my idea 
of a good time is to loaf around and see you boys and catch 
agam^bassl ** 

He hustled up the walk and blared at Card, ''Where's that 
little fellow? I hear srou've got one fine big he-boy that you'to 
hdding out on mel " 

'' He's gone to bed," rather briefly. 

^ I know. And rules are rules, these da3r8. Kids get routed 
ikrcnt^ the shop like a motor. But lodL here, sister; I'm 
one great hand at busting rules. Come on now, let Undo 
Berce have a look at him. Please now, sister? " 
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He put his arm about her waist; it was a large, strong^ 
sophisticated arm, and very agreeable; he grimied at her with 
a devastating knowingness, while Kennicott glowed inanely. 
She flushed; she was alarmed by the ease with which the 
big-city man invaded her guarded personality. She was ^ad, 
in retreat, to scamper ahead of the two men up-stairs to the 
hall-room in which Hug^ slept. All the way Kennicott mut- 
tered, '' WeU, weU, say, gee whittakers but it's good to have 
you back, certainly is good to see youl " 

Hu^ lay on hfa stomach, making an earnest business of 
deeping. He burrowed his eyes in the dwarf blue piUow to 
escape the electric light, then sat up abruptly, small and frail 
in his woolly nig^tdrawers, his floss of brown hair wOd, the 
pillow clutched to his breast. He wailed. He stared at the 
stranger, in a manner of patient dismissal. He explained 
confidentially to Carol, " Daddy wouldn't let it be morning 
yet. What does the pillow say? " 

Bresnahan dropped his arm caressingly on Carol's shoulder; 
he pronounced, '' My Lord, you're a lucky girl to have a fine 
young husk like that. I figure Will knew what he was doing 
when he persuaded you to take a chance on an old bum like 
him! They tdl me you come from St. Paul. We're going to 
get you to come to Boston some day." He leaned over the 
bed. ''Young man, you're the slickest sig^t I've seen this 
dde of Boston. With your permission, may we present jrou 
with a slight token of our regard and appreciation of your 
long service? " 

He hdd out a red rubber Pierrot. Hurfi remarked, " Gimme 
it," hid it under the beddothes, and stared at Bresnahan 
as though he had never seen the man before. 

For once Carol permitted hersdf the q>iritual luxury of 
not asking '' Why, Hug^ dear, what do 3^u say when some 
one gives you a present?" The great man was apparently 
waiting. They stood in inane suspense till Bresnahan led 
them out, rumbling, ^How about planning a fishing-trip, 
Wfll? " 

He remained for half an hour. Alwairs he told Carol what 
a charming person she was; always he looked at her knowingly. 

** Yes. He probably would make a woman fall in love with 
him. But it wouldn't last a week. I'd get tired of his coor 
founded buoyancy. His hypocrisy. He's a spiritual bully. 
He makes me rude to him in sdf-defense. CMi yes, he is ^ad 
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to be here. He does like m. He's so Rood an actor that he 
convinces his own self. ... I'd kate him in Boston* 
He'd have all the obvioos big-dty things. Limousines. Dis- 
creet evening-clothes. Order a clever dinner at a smart res- 
taurant Drawing-room decorated by the best firm— but the 
pictures giving him away. I'd rather talk to Guy Pollock in 
his dusty office. . . . How I liel His arm coaxed my 
shoulder and his eyes dared me not to admire him. I'd be 
afraid of him. Tjj^^ ^Iml . • • Oh, the inconcdvable 
egotistic imapnaGbn of women! All this stew of analysis 
about a man, a good, decent, friendly, efibdent man, because he 
was kind to me, as Will's wifel " 



IV 

The K^micotts, the Elders, the Oarks, and Bresnahan went 
fishing at Red Squaw Lake. They drove forty miles to the lake 
in Elder's new Cadillac. There was much laufi^ter and bustle 
at the start, much storing of lunch-baskets and jointed poles, 
much inquiry as to whether it would really bother Carol to 
at with her feet up on a roll of shawls. When ihey were 
ready to go Mrs. Qark lamented, '^ Oh, Sam, I forgot my 
magazine," and Bresnahan bullied, ^^Come on now, if you 
women think you're going to be literary, you can't go with 
us tou^ guysl " Every one laughed a great deal, and as 
they drove on Mrs. Clark explained that thouj^ probably she 
would not have read it, stiU, she mig^t have wanted to, while 
the other girls had a nap in the afternoon, and she was rig^t 
in the middle of a serial — ^it was an awftdly exciting story — 
it seems that this girl was a Turkish dancer (only she was 
really the dau^to* of an American hdy and a Russian prince) 
and men kept running after her, just disgustingly, but she 
remained pure, and there was a scene 

While the men floated on the lake, casting for black bass, 
the women prepared lunch and yawned. C^ol was a little 
resentful of the manner in which the men assumed that they 
did not care to fish. ** I don't want to go with them, but 
I would like the privilege of refusing." 

The lunch was long and pleasant. It was a background 
for the talk of the great man come home, hints of cities and 
large inq>a:ative affairs and famous people, jocosely mo<lest 
adTnissJons that, yes, their friend Perce was doing aboul ay 
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wdl as most of these '' Boston swdb tbat tbink so oudi of 
tbemsdves because they come from rich old fomilies and wnt 
to college and everything. Believe me, it's us new business mm 
that are running Beantown today, and not a lot of fiasy old 
bucks snoozing in their clubs! " 

Carol realized that he was not one of the s<ms of Gopher 
Prairie who, if they do not actually starve in the East, are 
invariably spdkea of as ^^ hig^ successful "; and she foimd 
bdiind Us too incessant flattery a genuine affection for Im 
mates. It was.in the matter of the war that he most favored 
and thrilled them. Dro|^>hig his voice while they bent nearer 
(there was no one within two mQes to overhear), he dbdosed 
the fact that in both Boston and Washington he'd been getting 
a lot of inside stuff on the war — rifi^t straight from head- 
quarters — ^he was in touch with some men— couldn't name 
them but they were dam U^ up in both the War and State 
Departments-Hind he would say— only for Pete's sake ihgr 
mnstn't breathe one word of this; it was strictly on the Q.T. 
and not generally known outside of Washington— but just 
between oursdvesr— and they couM take this for go^l Spiin 
had finally decided to join the Entente allies in fhe Grand 
Sarap« Yes, sir, there'd be two million folly equipped ^MOash 
soldiers fii^bting with us in France m one month now. Some 
surprise fcr Gmnany, all rig^tl 

''How about the proq>ects for levdution hi Germasy?^ 
reverently asked Kemiicott 

The authority grunted, ''Nothing to it. The one thing you 
can bet on is tluit no matter what happens to the G^man 
people, win or k)se, they'll stick by the Kaber till hdl freezes 
ever. I got that absolutdy strai^, frfnn a fellow who's on 
the inside of the inside in. Washington. No, sirl I don't 
pretend to know much about international a&trs but one ttdng 
you can put down as settled is that Germany will be a Hohea- 
zoUem onpire for the next forty 3rears« At that, I don't know 
as it's so bad. The Kaiser and the Junkos keq^ a firm hand 
on a lot of these red agitators who'd be worse than a kii^ if 
they could ^st omtrol." 

"I'm terribly interested in tins iqmsing that overthrew 
the Czar in Russia," suggested Carol. She had finally been 
conquo^sd by the man's wizard knowledge oi affairs. 

Kennicott apologized for her: ''Cairie's nuts about this 
Russian revolution. Is there much to it, Farce? " 
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''There is noil " Bresnafaan said flatly. << I can speak by 
the book there. Carol, lumty^ I'm surprised to find you talking 
Ike a New York Russian Jew, or one of these long*hairsl I 
can tell iron, only you doot need to let every one in on it, 
this is confidential, I got it from a man who's dose to the 
State Department, but as a matter of fact the Czar will be bade 
in power before the end of the irear. You read a lot about 
Us retking and about his being killed, but I know he% got a 
big army back of him, and hell show these damn agitators, 
la^ beggars hunting for a soft berth bossing the poor goats 
that fall for 'em, hell show 'em where tiiey get offi '' 

Carol was sorry to hear that the Car was coming back, 
b«t she said nothing. The others had looked vacant at the 
mention of a country so fat away as Russia. Now they edged 
in and asked Bresnahan what he thou^t about the Packard 
car, investments m Texas oil-wells, the comparative merits of 
young men bom in Minnesota and in Massachusetts, the ques- 
tion of pndiibition, the future cost of motor tbes, and wasnH 
it true that American aviators put it all over these French- 
men? 

They were glad to find that he agreed with them on every 
pdnt. 

As she heard Bresnahan amioance, '^ We^re perfectly willing 
to talk to any committee the men may choose, but we're not 
going to stand for some outside agitator buttnig in and telling 
us how weVe going to run our fdant! ^ Carol remembered 
that Jackson ^der (now me^ly receiving New Ideas) had 
said the same thing in the same words. 

While Sam Clark was digging up bom his memory a long 
and immensely detailed story ol the crushing things he had 
said to a PuUman porter, nan^ George, Bresnahan hugged 
his knees and rocked and watched Carol. She wondered if he 
did not understand the laboriousness of the smile with whidh 
she listened to Kennicott's account of the " good one he had 
on Gearie," that marital, coyly im[»oper, ten-times-told tale 
of how she had forgotten to attend to Hug^ because she was 
" all het up pounding the box "—which may be translated as 
'^ eagerly pdaying the piano." She was certain that Bresnahan 
saw throi^ her when she pretended not to hear Kennicott^ 
invitation to join a game of cribbage. She feared the comments 
he might make; she was uritated by her fear. 

3he was equally irritated, when the motor returned throut^ 
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Gopher Prairie, to find that she was proud of sharing in 
Bresnahan's kudos as people waved, and Juanita Haydodk 
leaned from a window. She said to herself, ^As thou^ I 
cared whether I'm seen with this fat phonograph! " and 
simultaneously, ^^ Everybody has noticed how much Will and 
I are playing with Mr. Bresnahan." 

The town was full of his stories, his friendliness, his memory 
for names, his clothes, his trout-flies, his generosity. He had 
given a hundred dollars to Father Klubok the priest, and a 
hundred to the Reverend Mr. Zitterd the Baptist minister, 
for Americanization work. 
At the Bon Ton, Carol heard Nat Hicks the tailor exulting: 
^'Old Perce certainly pulled a good one on this fellow 
Bjomstam that always is shooting off his mouth. He's 
supposed to of settled down since he got married, but Lord, 
those feUows that think they know it all, they never change. 
Well, the Red Swede got the grand razz handed to him, all 
rij^t He had the nerve to breeze tq> to Perce, at Dave Dyer's, 
and he said, he said to Perce, ' I've always wanted to lodL 
at a man that was so useful that folks would pay him a mUlioD 
dollars for existing,' and Perce gave him the onceover and 
come rig^t back, ' Have, eh? ' he says. ^ Well,' he says, ' I've 
been looking for a man so useful sweeping floors tlutt I could 
pay him four dollars a day. Want the job, my friend? ' Ha, 
ha, hal Say, you know how lippy Bjomstam is? Wdl for 
once he didn't have a thing to say. He tried to get fresh, 
and tell what a rotten town this is, and Paxre come ri^t 
back at him, ^ If you don't like this country, you better g^ 
out of it and go ImuJl to Germany, where you bdongl ' Say, 
maybe us fellows didn't give Bjomstam the horse-lau^ thought 
Oh, Perce is the white-haired boy in this burg, all rig^teel ** 



Bresnahan had borrowed Jackson Elder's motor; he stopped 
at the Kennicotts'; he bawled at Carol, rocking with Hu^ 
on the porch, ** Betto* come for a ride." 

She wanted to snub him. ^^ Thanks so mudi, but I'm being 
maternal." 

'' Bring him along! Bring him along! " Bresnahan was 
out of the seat, stalking up the sidewalk, and the rest of her 
protests and dignities were feeble. 
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She did not bring Hu^ along. 

Bresnahan was silmt for a mile, in words. But he looked 
at ho: as though he meant her to know that he understood 
everything she thought. 

She observed how deep was his chest 

" Lovely fields over there," he said. 

*' You really like them? There's no profit in thenu'' 

He chuckled. '^ Sister, you can't get away with it. I'm 
onto you. You consider me a big bluff. Wdl, maybe I am. 
But so are you, my dear — and pretty enough so that I'd 
try to make love to you, if I weren't afraid you'd slap me." 

^Mr. Bresnahan, do you talk that way to your wife's 
friends? And do you call them * sister ' ? " 

<<As a matter of fact, I dol And I make 'em like it. 
Score two! " But his chuckle was not so rotund, and he was 
very attentive to the anuneter. 

In a moment he was cautiously attacking: '^ That's a wonder- 
ful boy. Will Kennicott. Great work these country practi- 
tioners are doing. The oiher day, in Washington, I was 
talking to a big scientific shark, a professor in Johns Hq^kins 
medical school, and he was saying that no one has ever 
sufficiently appreciated the genaial practitioner and the S3nn- 
pathy and help he gives folks. These crack specialists, the 
young scientific fellows, they're so cocksure and so wrapped 
up in their laboratories that they miss the human element. 
E^cq>t in the case of a few freak diseases that no respectable 
human being would waste his time having, it's the old doc 
that keq>s a community well, mind and body. And strikes me 
that WOl is one of the steadiest and dearest-headed country 
practition^s I've ever met. Eh? " 

^ I'm sure he is. He's a servant of reality." 

''Come again? Um. Yes. All of that, whatevo* that 
fe. • • . Say, child, you don't care a whole lot for Gopher 
Ptairie, if I'm not mist^en." 

''Nope." 

" There's where you're missing a big chance. There's noth- 
ing to these cities. Believe me, I know! This is a good town, 
as they go. You're lucky to be here. I wish I could stay 
cml" 

" Very well, why don't you? " 

" Huh? Why— Lord— can't get away fr " 

" You don't have to stay. I dot So I want to change it. 
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Do yoa know tbat men like yna^ prominent men, do qidte a 
reasonable amount of harm by msisting that your native towns 
and native states are perfect? It's you who encourage the 
denizens not to change. They quote you, and go on believing 

that they live in paradise, and " She denched her fist 

'* The incredible duUness of iti " 

'^ Suppose yon were n^. Even so, dont you think yoo 
waste a lot of flnmdering on one poor scared little town? 
Kind of mean! '^ 

"I teU you it's duIL DMt'' 

^The folks don't find it dulL These couples like the 
HaydodLS have a high old time; dances and cards '* 

^* They don't. They're bored. Almost every one here is. 
Vacuousness and bad manners and quteful gossip— that's what 
I hate." 

^' Those thingi— course they*^ here. So are thq^ in Boston! 
And every place ebel Why, the &ults you find in this town 
are dimply human nature, and never will be changed." 

"" Perhi^M. But in a Boston all the good Carob (111 admil 
I have no faults) can find one another and play. But htre^ 
I'm alone, in a stale pool— except as it's stirred by the great 
Mr. BresnahanI " 

"^ My Lord, to hear you tdl it, a feDow 'd think that all 
the denizens, as you impolitely caH 'em, are so confoundedly 
mdiappy that it's a wonder ihey don't all up and commit 
suicide. But they seem to struggle along scnndiowl " 

^Thqr don't know what they miss. And anybody can 
endure anything. Look at men in mines and in prisons." 

He drew up on the south shore of Lake Minniemashie. 
He glanced across the reeds reflected on the water, the quiver 
of wavelets like crumpled tinfdl, the distant shores patched 
with dark woods, sOvery oats and deep ydlow wheat He 

patted her hand. ^ Sis Carol, you're a darling girl, but 

you're difficult Enow what I thuik? " 

**Yes." 

^' Humph. Maybe you do, but My humble (not too 

humble!) opinion is that srou like to be different. Yon like 
to think you're peculiar. Why, if you knew how many tens 
of thousands of women, especially in New York, say just what 
you do, you'd lose all the fun of th'nlring you're a lone genius 
and you'd be on the band-wagon whooping it up for Gopher 
Prairie and a good decent famOy life. There*^ almys about 
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a mfflkm yomg women jost out of college who want to teadi 
their graodmothera how to suck eggs.'' 

*^ How proud you are of that homely rustic metaphor I Yoa 
wse it at ^ banquets ' and directors' meetings, axid boast at 
yoor dimb from a humble homestead" 

^ Huhl You may have my nuizd>er« I'm not telUng. But 
look here: You're so prejudiced against Gopba Prairie that 
fon overshoot the mariL; you aningnnigi those wlto m^i be 

indioed to agree with you in some particulais but Great 

guns, the town cant be all wrongl " 

" No, it isn't. But it could be. Let me tell you a fable. 
Imagine a cavewoman complaining to her mate. She doesn't 
l&e one single thing; she hates the damp cave, the rats 
running over Iier bare legs, the stiff skin garments^ the eating 
of half-raw meat, her husband's bushy face, the constant 
battles, and the worship of the spirits who wQl hoodoo her 
imless she gives the priests her best daw necklace. Her man 
protests, ' But it can't all be wrimg! ' and he thinks he has 
reduced her to absurdity. Now you assume that a world 
which produces a Percy Bresnahan and a Vdvet Motor Com- 
pany most be dvilized. It is? Aren't we only about half-way 
aloi^ in barbarism? I suggest Mrs. Bogart as a test. Aixl 
well continue in barbarism just as long as people as neariy 
JntriKgmt as you continue to defend things as they are b6- 
cause they are." 

** You're a fair spider, child. But, by goUy, Td like to see 
jrou try to derign a new manifold, or run a factory and keep 
a lot of your fdlow reds from Qeech-slovenski-magyar- 
godknowsiHieria on the job! You'd drop your theories so 
dam quickl I'm not any defender of things as th^ are. 
Sure. They're rotten. Only I'm sensible." 

He preached his gospd: love of outdoors, Plasong the Game, 
loyal^ to friends. She had the neoph3rte's shock of discovery 
that, outside of tracts, conservatives do not tremble and find 
no answer when an iconodast turns on them, but retort with 
agility and confusing statistics. 

He was so much the man, the worker, the friend, that she 
fiked him when she most tried to stand out against him; he 
was so much the successful executive that she did not want 
him to despise her. His manner of sneering at what he called 
** parlor socialists " (though the phrase was not overwhdmingly 
new) had a power which made her wish to placate his 
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company of wdl-fed, speed-loving administrators. When he 
d^nandedy " Would you like to associate with nothing but a 
lot of turkey-neckedy hom-spectaded nuts that have ade- 
noids and need a hair-cut, and that sp^d all their time kicking 
about ' conditions ' and never do a lick of work? '' she said, 

" No, but just the same " When he asserted, " Even if 

your cavewoman was rig^t in knocking the whole works, I 
bet some red-blooded Regular Fellow, some real He-man, 
found her a nice dry cave, and not any whining criticizing 
radical," she wriggled her head feebly, between a nod and a 
shake. 

His large hands, sensual lips, easy voice supported his self- 
confidence. He made her fed young and soft — as Kenni- 
cott had once made her fed. She had nothing to say when he 
bent his powerful head and e]q)erimented, ''My dear, I'm 
sorry I'm going away from this town. You'd be a darling 
child to play with. You are pretty I Some day in Bostcm 
111 show you how we buy a lunch. Wdl, hang it, got to be 
starting back." 

The only answer to his gospd of beef whidi she could find, 
when she was home, was a wail of '' But just the same " 

She did not see him again before he dq>arted for Washing- 
ton. 

His eyes remained. His glances at h^ lips and hair and 
shoulders had revealed to li^r that she was not a wife-and- 
mothor alone, but a girl; that there still were men in the 
world, as thore had been in college days. 

That admiration led her to study Kennicot^., to tear at the 
shroud of intimacy, to percdve the strangeness of the most 
familiar. 
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All tbat midsummer month Carol was sensitive to Kennicott, 
She recalled a himdred grotesqueries: her comic dismay at 
his having chewed tobacco, the evening when she had tried 
to read poetry to him; matters which had seemed to vanish 
with no trace or sequence. Always she repeated that he had 
been heroically patient in his desire to join the army. She 
made much of her consoling affection for him in littie things. 
She liked the homeliness of his tilling about the house; his 
strength and handiness as he tightened the hinges of a shutter; 
his bo3rishness when he ran to W to be comforted because he 
had foimd rust in the barrel of his pump-gun. But at the 
highest he was to her another Hug^, without the ^amor of 
Hugh's unknown future. 

'Diere was, late in June, a day of heat-lightning. 

Because of the work imposed by the absence of the other 
doctors the Kennicotts had not moved to the lake cottage 
but remained in town, dusty and irritable. In the afternoon, 
when she went to Oleson & McGuire's (formerly DaU & 
Oleson's), Carol was vexed by the assumption of the youthful 
derk, recenUy come from the farm, that he had to be neigh- 
borly and rude. He was no more brusquely familiar than 
a dozen othor clerks of the town, but her nerves were heat- 
scorched. 

When she asked for codfish, for supper, he grunted, ** What 
dVou want that darned eld dry stuff for? " 

«I like itl'^ 

'^ Punk! Guess the doc can afford something better than 
that. Try some of the new wienies we got in. Swell. The 
Haydocks use 'em." 

She exploded. ^' My dear young man, it is not your duty to 
instruct me in housekeeping, and it doesn't particularly con- 
cern me what the Haydocks condescend to approve I " 

He was hurt. He hastily wrapped tq> the leprous fragment 
of fish; he gaped as she trailed out. She lamented, ^^I 

287 
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shouldn't have spoken so. He didn't mean aiqrthing. He 
doesn't know when he is being rude." 

Her repentance was not proof against Unde Whittier whoi 
she stopped in at his grocery for salt and a package of 
safety matches. Unde Whittier^ in a shirt collarless and soaked 
with sweat in a brown streak down his back, was whining 
at a derk, ^^ Come on now, get a hustle on and lug that pound 
cake up to Mis' Cass's. Some folks in this town tUnk a 
stordLeeper ain't got nothing to do but chase out 'phone- 
orders* • • • Hdlo, Carrie. That dress you got on looks 
kind of low in the neck to me. May be decent and modest — 
I suppose I'm old-fashioned— but I never thou^^t mudi of 
showing the whole town a woman's busti Hee, hee, heel 
.... Afternoon, Mrs. Hicks. Sage? Just out of it 
Lemme sdl you some other spices. Hdi? " Unde Whittier was 
nasally indignant ^'CerUMyt Got plenty other spices jus' 
good as sage for any purp'se whateverl Whafs the matter 
with— wdl, with all4>ice? " When Mrs. Hicks had gone, he 
raged, *' Some folks don't know what they want! " 

^ Sweating sanctimimious bully— my husband's unde! ^ 
thought Carol. 

She crept into Dave Dyer's. Dave hdd tq> his arms with, 
'' Don't shooti I surroideri " She smQed, but it occurred to 
her that for nearly five years Dave had kq>t up this game (rf 
pretending that she threatened his life. 

As she went dragging through the prickly-hot street die 
reflected that a dtizen of Gopher Prairie does not have jests — 
he has a jest. Every cold morning for five winters Lyman Cass 
had remarked, ^ Fair to middlin' chilly — get worse before it 
gets better." Fifty times had Ezra Stowbody informed the 
public that Carol had once asked, ^' Shall I indorse this chedk 
on the badL? " Fifty times had Sam dark called to her, 
'' Where'd you steal that hat? " Fifty tinns bad the mention 
of Barney Cahoon, the town drayman, like a nickd in a slot 
|Ht>duced from Kennicott the apocryphal story of Barney's 
directing a minister, '' Come down to the depot and get your 
case of rdigious books — ^they're leaking! " 

She came home by the unvarying route. She knew every 
house-fnmt, every street-crossmg, every billboard, every tree, 
every dog. She knew every blackened banana-skin and enqity 
dgarette-box in the gutters. She knew every greeting. When 
^ HowlaDd stopped and gaped at her there was no posddlilbr 
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tfiat lie WBS about to ccmfide aDythmg but his grodgiiigy ** WeQ, 
kaiyvfa t'day? '' 

AU her future life, this same red-labeled teead<3:ate in 
front (rf the bakery, this same thind)le-8haped cradL in the 
sidewalk a quarter of a block bcycod Stovbodly^ granite hitdn 
tag-posi 

She silently handed her purchases to the silent Oscarina. 
She sat on ttie pordi, rocking, farnung, twitcfay wiUi Hoj^'s 
whining. 

Kenmcott came home, grundded, <* What the de?a is the kid 
yapping about? '' 

** I guess you can stand it ten minntes if I can stand it all 
day!" 

He came to suiq;>er in his shirt sleeves, his vest partly open^ 
revealing discolored suspenders. 

** Why don't you put on your nice Palm Beadi suit, and take 
off that hideous vest? " she complained, 

^ Too much trouble. Too hot to go up-stairs.** 

She realized that for perhaps a year she had not definitdy 
looked at her husband. She regarded his tabte-manners. He 
iriolently chased fragments of fi^ about hfa plate with a knife 
and lic±ed the knife after gobbU^ them. She was sH^tly 
sick. She asserted, ** I'm ridiculous. What do these thingi 
matterl Don't be so simplel " But she knew that to her they 
did matter, these solecisms and mixed tenses of the table. 

She realized that they found little to say; that, incredibly, 
diey were like die talked-out coiq>les whom ahe had pitied at 
restaurants. 

Bresnahan would have spouted in a lively, ezdting, unre- 
Kable manner. . • . 

She realized that Kemdcott's clothes were sddom pressed. 
BBs coat was wrinkled; his trousers would flap at the knees 
wh^ he arose. His shoes were unblacked, and they were of 
an elderly shapdessness. He refused to wear soft hats; 
deaved to a hard derby, as a symbol d virility and pros- 
perity; and sometimes he forgorc to take it ofF in the house. 
She peeped at his cu£Es. They were frayed in prickles of 
starched linen. She had turned them once; she dipped Aem 
every week; but when she had begged him to tiaow ihe 
durt away, last Sunday morning at the crisis of the weddy 
bath, he had uneasily {protested, ** Oh, it'll wear quite a wfaO^ 
jret,'^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



290 MAIN STREET 

He was shaved (by himself or more socially by Del Snafflin) 
only three times a week. This morning had not been one of 
the three times. 

Yet he was vain of his new turn-down collars and sleek ties; 
he often q;>oke of the '' sl(q)py dressing " of Dr. McGanum; 
and he laughed at old men who wore detachable cufiEs or Glad- 
stone collars. 

Carol did not care much for the creamed codfish that eve- 
ning. 

She noted that his nails were jagged and ill-shaped from 
his habit of cutting them with a pocket-knife and deq>ising 
a nail-file as effeminate and urban* That they were invariably 
dean, that his were the scoured fingers of the surgeon, made 
his stubborn untidiness the more jarring. They were wise 
handSj kind hands, but they were not the hands of love. 

She remembered him in the days of courtshq>. He had tried 
to please her, then; had touched her by sheepishly wearing 
a colored band on his straw hat Was it possible that those 
days of fumbling for each other were gone so completely? 
He had read books, to inq)ress her; had said (she readied it 
ironically) that she was to point out his every fault; had 
insisted once, as they sat in the secret place beneath the walls 
of Fort Snelling 

She shut the door on her thoughts. That was sacred ground 
But it was a shame that 

She nervously pushed away ha* cake and stewed apricots. 

After supper, when they had beai driven in from the p<Mrcb 
by mosquitos, when Kennicott had for the two-hundredth 
time in five years commented, *^ We must ha ve a new screq i 
^on the porch — ^lets all the bug^ iii,'' they sat reading, and siie 
noted, and detested herself for noting, and noted again his 
habitual awkwardness. He slumped down in one chair, hb 
legs up on another, and he explored the recesses of his left 
ear with the end of his little finger— she could hear the 
faint smack— he kept it up — he kept it u p 

He blurted, " Oh. Forgot tell you. Some of the fellows com- 
ing in to play poker this evening. Sui^)Ose we could have some 
crackers and cheese and beer? " 

She nodded. 

"He might have mentioned it before. Oh wdl, it's his 
house." 

The pokn-party straggled in: Sam Clarkj Jack £l(kr, 
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Dave Dyer, Jim Rowland. To her they mechanicaDy said, 
'' 'DeveninV' but to Kennicott, in a heroic male manner, 
^ Well, well, shall we start plasrhig? Got a hunch I'm going 
to lic^ somebody real bad." No one suggested that she join 
them. She told herself that it was her own fault, because 
she was not more friendly; but she remembered that thqr 
never asked Mrs. Sam Clark to play. 

Bresnahan would have asked her. 

She sat in the living-room, glaiKdng across the hall at the 
men as th^ humped over the dining table. 

They were in shirt sleeves; smoking, chewing, spitting in- 
cessantly; lowering their voices for a moment so that she 
did not hear what they said and afterward giggling hoarsely; 
using over and over the canonical phrases: " Three to dole,'^ 
" I raise you a finif," " Come on now, ante up; what do you 
think this is, a pink tea? " The dgar-smoke was acrid and 
pervasive. The firmness with which the men mouthed their 
dgars made the lower part of thdr faces expressionless, heavy, 
unappealing. They were like politicians qmically dividing 
aiq)ointments. 

How could th^ understand her world? 

Did that faint and delicate world exist? Was she a fool? 
She doubted her world, doubted h^^f, and was sick in the 
add, smoke-stained air. 

She slq)ped back into brooding iq)on the habituality of the 
house. 

Kennicott was as fixed in routine as an isolated old man. 
At first he had amorously decdved himsdf into liking her 
eq>erim^ts with food — ^the one medium in whidi she could 
express imagination— but now he wanted only his round of 
favorite dishes: steak, roast beef, boiled pig's-feet, oatmeal, 
baked aiq>les. Because at some more flexible period he had 
advanced from oranges to grape-fruit he considered himsdf an 
q)icure. 

During their first autumn she had smiled over hb affection 
tot his huntmg-coat, but now that the leather had come un- 
stitched in dribbles of pale ydlow thread, and tatters of can- 
vas, smeared with dirt of the fidds and grease from gun- 
deaning, hung in a border of rags, she hated the thing. 

Wasn't her whole life like that hunting-coat? 

She knew every nick and brown spot on each piece of the 
let of china purdutsed by ELennicott's mother in 1895— disoeel 
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china with a pattern of wadied-out forget-me-nots^ rinuned 
with Uurred gold: the gravy-boat, in a saucer whicn did not 
match, the solemn and evangelical covered vegetaUe^lisfaes, 
the two [Otters. 

Twenty times had Kennicott si^^ed oirer the fad that Bca 
had broken the other platter— the medimn-aized one. 

The kitchen. 

Danq> black iron sink, dan^ whitqr-ydlow drain-board with 
shreds of discolored wood which from long scrubbing were 
as soft as cotton thread, warped table, alarm dock, slovf 
bravely blackened by Oscarina but an abomination in its 
loose doors and broken drafts and oven that never would ke^ 
an even heat 

Card bad done her best by the kitdien: painted it wbUb^ 
put up curtains, replaced a six-year-old cal^idar by a odor 
print She had hoped for tiling, and a kerosene range for 
summer codung, but Kennicott always postponed thoe ex- 
penses. 

She was better acquainted with the utensils in the kitdiCB 
than with Vida Sherwin or Guy Pollock. The can-opener, 
whose soft gray metal handle was twisted from some ancient 
effort to pry open a window, was more pertinent to her than 
all the cathedrals in Europe; and more si g nifican t than the 
future of Asia was the never-settled weekly question as to 
whether the small kitchen knife with the impainted handle or 
the second-best buckhom carving-knife was better for cuttinf 
up cold chicken for Sunday siq>per. 



She was ignored by the males till midni^t Her husband 
called, " SvKppose we could have some eats, Carrie?" As she 
passed through the dining-nxnn the mok smiled on her, hdfy- 
smiles. None of them noticed h& while she was serving the 
crackers and cheese and sardines and bear. Thgr were de- 
termining the exact p^chdogy of Dave Dyer hi standing 
pat, two hours before. 

When they were gone she said to Kennicott, '^ Your fri^idi 
have the manners of a barroom. They eipect me to wait en 
them like a servant Th^'re not so much interested in me as 
tliQr would be in a waiter, because th^ don't have to t^ mc^ 
Unfortunate^I WeU, good mghf" 
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So rardy did she nag in this petty, hot*weather faahkm 
that he was astonished rather than aoygry. "Hey I Wait I 

What's the idea? I mnst say I dont get yoo. The boys 

Barroom? Why, Perce Bresnahan was saying there int a 
fino* bunch of royal good fdlows anywhere than just the 
crowd that were here toni^ti '' 

They stood in the lower hall. He was too shocked to go on 
witfi his duties of locking the front door and winding his 
wirtch and the dock. 

" Bresnahanl I'm sick of himi " 9ie meant nothing in 
particular. 

" Why, Carrie, he's one of the biggest men in the country I 
Boston just eats out of his handl " 

^ I wonder if it does? How do we know but that in Boston, 
among well-bred people, he may be r^arded as an absolute 
lout? The way he calb womm * Sister,' and the way ^" 

'^ Now look herel Thatll do! Of course I know you don't 
mean it— you're 8inq>ly hot and tired, and trying to work 
off your peeve on me. But just the same, I won't stand your 

jumping on Perce. You It's just like your attitude 

toward the war— so dam afraid that America will beoMne mili- 
taristic '' 

'' But you are the pure patriot! ^ 

" By God, I ami ** 

** Yes, I heard yon taDdng to Sam dark toni^t about ways 
of avoiding the income taxi ** 

He had recovered enough to lock the door; he dun9)ed 
vp-slairs ahead of her, growling, ^ You don't know what you're 
talking about. Tm perfectly willing to pay my full tax— fact, 
I'm in favor of the income taz-*even thragh I do think it's 
a penalty on frugality and enterprise— fact, it's an unjust, 
darn-fod tax. But just the same, 111 pay it. Only, I'm not 
UBot enou^ to pay more than the government makes me pay, 
and Sam and I were just figuring out whether all automobile 
cq>en9es oug^'t to be exempticms. Ill take a lot ofF you, 
Carrie, but I don't propose for one second to stand your say- 
ing I'm not patriotic. You know mig^^ wdl and good tlutt 
IVe tried to get away and join die army. And at the be^nning 
of the whole fracas I said— I've said right along— that we 
ooe^t to have entered the war the minute Germany invaded 
Bd^ium. You don't get me at all. You can't appred- 
«te a man's work. You're abnormal. You've fussed so much 
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with these fool novds and books and all this higUmiw 
jimk You like to arguel '* 

It ended, a quarter of an hour later, in his calling her a 
** neurotic " before he turned away and pretended to sleq>. 

For the first time they had faUed to make peace. 

'^ There are two races of people, only two, and ibey live side 
by side. His calls mine 'neurotic'; mine calls his '8tiq>id.' 
Well never uoiderstand each other, never; and it's madness 
for us to debate— to lie together in a hot bed in a creq>y 
room— enemies, yoked/' 



m 

It clarified in her the longing for a place of her own. 

"While it's so hot, I think 111 deep in the spare room," she 
iudd next day. 

" Not a bad idea." He was cheerful and kindly. 

The room was filled with a lumbering double bed and a 
cheap pine bureau. She stored the bed in the attic; replaced 
it by a cot which, with a denim cover, made a couch by 
day; put in a dressmg-table, a rocker transformed by a ae- 
tonne cover; had MUes Bjomstam build book-shelves. 

Kennicott slowly undastood that she meant to keep up 
her seclusion. In his queries, '^ Changing the whole room? " 
^ Putting your books in there? " she cau^t his dismay. But 
it was so easy, once her door was closed, to shut out his wony. 
That hurt her— the ease of forgetting him. 

Aunt Bessie Small sleuthed out this anarchy. She yam- 
mered, "Why, Carrie, you ain't going to ^eq> all alone by 
yoursdf ? I don't believe in that. Married folks should have 
the same room, of coiu^I Don't go getting sOly notions. No 
Celling what a thing like that might lead to. Suppose I up 
and told your Uncle Whit that I wanted a room of my ownl " 

Carol q;>oke of recipes for corn-pudding. 

But from Mrs. Dr. Westlake she drew encouragem^t. She 
had made an afternoon call on Mrs. Westlake. She was icx 
the first time invited up-stairs, and found the suave old 
woman sewing in a white and mahogany room with a smaD 
bed. 

"Oh, do you have your own royal apartments, and the 
(doctor his? " Carol hinted. 

" Indeed I do! The doctor says it's bad enough to have to 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET ags 

stand my temper at meals. Do " Mrs. Westlake looked 

at her sharply. " Why, don't you do the same thing? " 

'' I've been thinking about it." Carol laughed in an em- 
barrassed way. '^ Then you wouldn't regard me as a conq>lete 
hussy if I wanted to be by myself now and then? " 

" Why, child, every woman ought to get off by herself and 
turn over her thou^ts — about diildren, and God, and how 
bad her complexion is, and the way men don't really under- 
stand her, and how much work she finds to do in the house, 
and how much patience it takes to endure some things in a 
man's love." 

^' Yesl " Carol said it in a ga^, her hands twisted to- 
gether. She wanted to confess not only her hatred for the 
Aunt Bessies but her covat irritation toward those she best 
loved: her alienation from Kennicott, her disappointment in 
Guy Pollock, her uneasiness in the presence of Vida. She had 
enough self-control to confine herself to, ** Yes. Men! The 
dear blundering souls, we do have to get off and laug^ at 
them." 

'^ Of course we do. Not that you have to lau^ at Dr. 
Kennicott so much, but my man, heavens, now there's a 
rare old birdl Rea^ng story-books when he ought to be tend- 
ing to business! * Marcus Westlake,' I say to him, ' you're a 
romantic old fool.' And does he get angry? He does not! 
He chuckles and says, 'Yes, my beloved, folks do say that 
married people grow to resemble each other! ' Drat him! " 
Mrs. Westlake laughed comfortably. 

After such a dtedosure what could Carol do but return 
the courte^ by remarking that as for Kennicott, he wasn't 
romantic enou^i — ^the darling. Before she left she had babbled 
to Mrs. Westlake her dislike for Aunt Bessie, the fact that 
Kennicott's income was now more than five thousand a year, 
her view of the reason why Vida had married Raymie (which 
included some thoroughly insincere praise of Raymie's '' kind 
heart "), her opinion of the library-board, just what Kenni- 
cott had said about Mrs. Carthal's diabetes, and wbaX Kenni- 
cott thought of the several surgeons in the Cities. 

She went home soothed by confession, inq;>irited by finding 
anew friend. 
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IV 

The tragicomedy of the '' domestic sitvatioiL'' 

Oscarina went back home to hdp on the farm, and Omd had 
a siKxession of maids, with gaps between. The lack of servants 
was becoming one of the most cran4>ing proUems of the prairie 
town. Increasingly the fanners' dan^ters rd>eDed against 
village dullness, and against the michiEmged attitude of die 
Juanitas toward^' hired girls.'' They went ofiF to d^ kitdiensL 
or to dty shops and factories, that they ought be free and 
even human after hours. 

The Jolly Seventeen |?cre delisted at Carol's desertion by 
tbe loyal Oscarina. Tliey reminded her that she had said, ^ I 
don't have ai^ troidble with maids; see how Oscarina stays oo." 

Between incumbencies of Finn maids bom the NorUi Woods, 
Germans from the prairies, occasional Swedes and Norwegians 
and Icelanders, Card did her own work— and endured Aunt 
Bessie'^ skittering in to tell her how to danq>en a broom for 
flu£^ dust, how to sugar doug^uts, how to stuff a gooses. 
Card was deft, and vron slqr praise from Kennicott, but as her 
shodder blades began to sting, she vrondered how many 
milliona of women had lied to Uiemsdves during the death- 
rinuned years through which they had pretended to enjoy the 
puerile methods persisting in housework. 

She doubted the convenience and, as a natural sequent, the 
sanctity of the monogamous and sq>arate home which she had 
regarded as the ba^ of all decent life. 

She considered her doubts vicious. She refused to remembtf 
how many of the women of the JoUy Seventeen nagged their 
husbands and were nagged by them. 

She energ^cally did not whine to Kennicott. But her ^es 
ached; she was not the gffl in breedies and a flannel shirt who 
had cooked over a canq>-fire fai the Colorado mountains five 
years ago. Her ambition was to get to bed at nine; bo: 
strongest emotion was resentment over rising at half-past mx 
to care for Hug^. The back of her neck ached as she got out 
of bed. She was cynical about the joys of a sinq;>le faOxMrkrai 
life. She understood why workmai and workmoi's wives are 
not gratefd to their kind en^)loyers. 

At mid-morning, when she was momaitarOy free from the 
adie in her nedL and back, she was glad of the reali^ of 
work. The hours were living and nimble. But she had no 
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doire to read the doquent little newspaper essays in praise oi 
hbcHT wbidi are daily written by the wliite4)rowed journal- 
istic prophets. She fdt independent and (thoi^ she hid it) 
a bit surly. 

In deamng the house she pondered upon the maid^s-room. 
it was a slant-roofed, small-windowed hole above the kitdien, 
oppressive in sununar, frigid in winter. She saw that while 
she had been considering bersdf an unusually good mistress, 
she had been permitting her f rienb Bea and Oscarina to live 
in a sty. She complained to Kennicott '^What's the matter 
with it?^ he growkd, as thqr stood on the perilous stairs 
dodging up from the kitchen. She commented upon the slop- 
ing roof (tf uq>lastered boards stained in brown rings by the 
la&i, the uneven floor, the cot and its tumbled discouraged- 
kxddng quilts, the broken rocker, the distorting mirror. 

'^ Maybe it aint any Hotel Radisson parlor, but still, it's 
so mudi better than anything these hired girb are accustomed 
to at home that thqr think it's fine. Seems foolish to speod 
mongr lAen they wouldn't spptedaitt it" 

But that night he drawled, with the casualness of a man idu> 
wishes to be surprising and ddigbtful, '' Carrie, don't know 
but what we m^t begin to think about building a new 
bouse, one of tibrae days. How'd you like that? " 

«W.why " 

** Vm gating to the point now wiiere I fed we can afiord 
one— and a corkerl I'll show this burg sometlung like a real 
housel Well put one over on Sun and Harryl Make folks 
sit iq> an' take noticel " 

«" Yes," she said. 

He did not go on. 

Daily he retmned to the subject of the new house, but as 
to time and mode he was indefinite. At first she believed. 
She babbled of a low stone house with lattice windows and 
tidq>-beds, of colonial brick, of a white frame cottage with 
green shutters and dormer windows. To her enthusiasms he 
answered, '^ Well, ye-ts^ mi^t be worth thinlung about. Re- 
mendier mbat I put my pipe? " When she pressed him he 
fidgeted, ^' I don't know; seons to me those kind of houses yoo 
sp^ <rf have bem overdone." 

It proved that irtiat he wanted was a house exactly like 
Sam Clark's, which was exactly like every third new house hn 
every town in the country: a sopoare, ydknr stolidity widi im- 
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maculate clapboards, a broad screened porch, tidy grass-plots, 
and concrete walks; a house resembling the mind of a mer^ 
chant who votes the party ticket strai^t and goes to cfaurck 
once a month and owns a good car. 

He admitted, ''Well, yes, maybe it isn't so dam artistic 

but Matter of fact, though, I don't want a place just like 

Sam's. Maybe I would cut o£f that fool tower he's got, and 
I think probably it would look better painted a nice cream 
color. That yellow on Sam's house is too kind of flashy. 
Then there's another kind of house that's mighty nice and 
substantial-looking, with shingles, in a nice brown stain, in- 
stead of clapboards — seen some in Minneapolis. You're way 
off your base when you say I only like one kind of house! " 

Uncle Whittier and Aunt Bessie came in one evemng when 
Carol was sleepily advocating a rose-garden cottage. 

'' You've had a lot of experience with housekeeping, aunty, 
and don't you think," Komicott appealed, '' that it would be 
sensible to have a nice square house, and pay more attention 
to getting a craduijack furnace than to all this architecture 
and doodads? " 

Aunt Bessie worked her lips as though thqr were an elastic 
band. '' Why of coursel I know how it is witfi young folks 
like you, Carrie; you want towers and bay-windows and pianos 
and heaven knows what all, but the thing to get is closets and 
a good furnace and a handy place to hang out die washing, and 
the rest don't matter." 

Uncle Whittier dribbled a little, put his face near to Carol's, 
and sputtered, " Course it don'tl What d^ou care what folks 
think about the outside of your house? It's the inside you're 
living in. None of my business, but I must say you young 
folks that'd rather have cakes tlum potatoes get me rfled." 

She reached her room before she became savage. Below, 
dreadfully near, she could hear Uie broom-swish of Aunt 
Bessie's voice, and the mop-pounding of Uncle Whittier's 
grumble. She had a reasoidess dread that they would in* 
trude on her, then a fear that she would yield to Gopher 
Prairie's cono^tion of duty toward an Aunt Bessie and go 
down-stairs to be " nice." She fdt the demand for standard* 
ized behavior coming in waves from all the citizens who sat 
in their sitting-rooms watdung her with respectable eytSf' 
waiting, demanding, unyielding. She snarled, " Oh, all ri^t, 
111 got " She powdered hw nose, straightened her coUara 
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and coldly inarched down-stairs. The three dders ignored 
her. They had advanced from the new house to agreeabU 
gemral fussing. Aunt Bessie was saying, in a tone like the 
munching of dry toast: 

'^ I do think Mr. Stowbodjr ou^t to have had the rain-pipe 
fixed at our store right away. I went to see him on Tuesday 
morning before t^, no, it was couple minutes after ten, but 
anyway, it was long before noon— I know because I went right 
from the bank to the meat market to get some steak— myl I 
think it's outrageous, the prices Oleson & McGuire charge for 
their meat, and it isn't as if they gave you a good cut either, 
but just any old thing, and I had time to get it, and I 
stopped in at Mrs. Bogart's to ask about her rheumatism " 

Carol was watching Unde Whittier. She knew from his 
taut expression that he was not listening to Aunt Bessie but 
herding his own thoughts, and that he would interrupt her 
bluntly. He did: 

^ Will, where c'n I get an extra pair of pants for this coat 
and vest? D' want to pay too much." 

** Wdl, guess Nat Hicks could make you vp a pair. But 
if I were you, I'd drop into Ike Rifkin'a— his prices are lower 
than the Bon Ton's." 

" Humph. Got the new stove in your office yet? " 

'' No, been looking at some at Sam Clark's but ** 

**Wen, y' ought get 't in. Don't do to put off getting a 
stove all summer, and then have it come cold on you in th^ 
lalL" 

Carol smiled iq>on them ingratiating. ^Do you demurs 
mind if I slip up to bed? I'm rather tired— deaned the up- 
stairs today." 

She retreated. She was certain that they were discussing 
her, and foully forgiving her. She lay awake till she heard the 
distant creak of a bed which indicated that Kennicott had 
retired. Then she fdt safe. 

It was Kennicoit who brou^t iq> the matter of the Smails 
at breakfast. With no visible connection he said, ^'Unde 
Whit is kind of dumsy, but just the same, he's a pretty wise 
old coot. He's certainly making good with the store." 

Carol smiled, and Kennicott was pleased that she had come 
to her senses. " As Whit says, after all the first thing is to 
have the inside of a house right, and dam the people on the 
outside looking inl " 
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It seemed settled that the house was to be a soimd caample 
of the Sam Oark school. 

Kemncott made much of erectuig it entirdy for her and the 
baby. He spoke of closets for her frodcs, and ^ a comfy sew- 
iag-room." But when be drew on a leaf from an old accomit- 
book (be was a pq>er-saver and a string-picker) the plans ftt* 
the garage, be gave much more attention to a cement floor 
and a work-bench and a gasoline^ank than he had to sewing- 
rooms. 

She sat back and was afraid. 

In the present look^ there were odd diings— a step up 
from the hall to the dinii^room, a pictm:esqneness in the shed 
and bedrag^ed IQac bush. Bnt the new place would be smoodi, 
standardized, fixed. It was probable, now that Kennicott was 
past forty, and settled, tlutt this would be the last venture 
he would ever make in building. So Icmg as she stayed in Has 
ark, she would alwa3rs have a possibility of change, but <Hioe 
die was in the new bouse, there ^ would sit for all the rest 
of her life— thare she would die. Desperatdy she wanted to 
put it off, against the chance of mirades. WhQe Ejenidcott 
was chattering about a patent swing-door for the garage abi 
saw the swing-doors of a prison. 

She never voluntarily returned to the project Aggrieved, 
Kennicott stopped drawing plans, and in ten days the new 
house was forgotten. 



Every 3^ear since their marriage Carol had longed for a trip 
through the East. Every year Komicott had talked oi at- 
tending the American Medkal Association convention, "and 
then afterwards we could do the East up brown. I know New 
York clean throu^— 6pent pretty near a week there— but I 
would like to see New England and all these historic places 
and have some sea-food.'' He talked of it from February to 
May, and in May be invariably decided that coming coi^n»- 
ment-cases or land-<kals would prevent his " getting away from 
home-base for veiy kmg i/ds year— and no sense going till we 
can do it ri^t" 

The weariness of dish-washing had increased her de^re to 
go. She pictured herself looking at Emerson's manse, bathing 
in a surf of jade and ivory, wearing a troUok and • 
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for, meedng an aristocratic Stranger. In the spring Kennicotl 
had pathetically vohmteered, ^ S*p06e you'd like to get in a 
good kmg tour this summer, but with Gould and Mac away 
and 90 maigr patients depending on me, dont see how I can 
make it. By goUy, I fed like a ti^twad thoi^ not taUQg 
yoa.^ ThnKis^ all this restless July after she had tasted Bres- 
nahan's disturbing flavor of travd axid gaiety, she wanted to go, 
bat she said nothing. They ^x>ke of and postpcoied a trip 
to the Twin Gties. When she suggested, as thotq|}i it were a 
tremendous joke, *^ I thhik baby and I nuf^ up and leave yon, 
and run off to Oipe Cod by ourselvesi '' his only reaction was 
^ Gol^, dont know but what 3^tt may almost have to do 
that, if we don't get in a trip next year.'' 

Toward the end of July he proposed, ^ Say, the Beavers are 
bokSng a convention in JoraleoxHi, street f sdr and everything. 
We nug^t go down tomorrow. And I'd like to see Dr. CaU* 
bree about some business. Put in the whole day. Might hdp 
some to make up for our trq>. Fine fellow. Dr. Csdibree." 

Joralemon was a pnine town of the size of Gopher Prairie. 

Their mottv was out of order, and there was no passenger- 
train at an early hour. They went down by freight-tnun, 
after the weighs and conversational business of leaving Hug^ 
with Aunt B^e. Carol was exultant over this irregular jaunt- 
iflg. It was the first unusual thii^ ezcq>t the g^ce of 
Bresnahan, that had happened since the weaning of Hug^ 
They rode in the caboose, the small red cqxda-topped car 
jerked along at the end of the train. It was a roving shanty, 
the cabin erf a land schooner, with Uack oilcloth seats aknag 
the side, and for desk, a pine board to be let down on hinges. 
Kemiicott pbyed 8even-iq> with the conductor and two hndte- 
men. Carol liked the blue silk kerchiefs about the brakeroen's 
throats; she liked their wdcome to her, and their air of 
friendly mdependence. Since there were no sweating passengers 
crammed in beside her, she revded in the train's slowness. She 
was part of thes^ lakes and tawiqr wheat-fields. She liked the 
smdl of hot earth and dean grease; and the Idsurdy chug-a- 
drag, chug-aK:hng of the tmdb was a song of contentment in 
Sie sun. 

She pretended that die was going to the Rodues. When 
ibey reached Joralemon die was rac&mt with holiday-making. 

Her eagerness began to lessen the moment th^ stopped at 
^ nd frame station exactly like the one they had just left 
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at Gopher Prairie, and Kennicott 3rawned, ''Rig^t on time. 
Just in time for dinner at the Calibrees'. I 'phoned the doctor 
from G. P. that we'd be here. ' Well catch the frdght that 
gets in before twelve/ I told him. He said he'd meet us at the 
dq)ot and take us right up to the house for dinner. Calibree 
is a good man, and youll find his wife is a mighty brainy 
little woman, bright as a dollar. By golly, there be is." 

Dr. Calibree was a squat, clean-shavoi, conscientious-looking 
man of forty. He was curiously like his own brown-painted 
motor car, with eye-glasses for windshield. ''Want you to 
meet my wife, doctor — Carrie, make you 'quainted with Dr. 
Calibree," said Kennicott. Calibree bowed quietly and shook 
her hand, but before he had finished shaking it he was con- 
centrating upon Kennicott with, ''Nice to see you, doctor. 
Say, don't let me forget to ask you about what you did in that 
ezopthalmic goiter case— that Bohemian woman at Wahkeen- 
yan." 

The two men, on the front seat of the car, chanted goiters 
and ignored her. She did not know it. She was trying to feed 
her illusion of adventure by staring at unfamiliar houses. . • • 
drab cottages, artificial stone bun^ows, square painty stolidi- 
ties with immaculate clapboards and broad screened porches 
and tidy grass-plots. 

Calibree handed her over to his wife, a thick woman who 
called her "dearie," and asked if she was hot and, visibly 
searching for conversation, produced, " Let's see, you and the 
doctor have a Little One, haven't you? " At dinner Mrs. Cali- 
bree served the corned beef and cabbage and looked stean^, 
looked like the steamy leaves of cabbage. The mm were 
oblivious of their wives as they gave the social passwords of 
Main Street, the orthodox opinions on weather, crops, and 
motor cars, then flung away restraint and gyrated in die de- 
bauch of shop-talk. Stroking his chin, drawling in the ecstasy 
of being erudite, Kennicott inquired, " Say, doctor, what suc- 
cess have you had with thyroid for treatmoit of pains in the 
legs before chUd-birth? " 

Carol did not resent their assumption that she was too igno- 
rant to be admitted to masculine mysteries. She was used to 
it. But the cabbage and Mrs. Calibree's monotonous " I dont 
know what we're coming to with all this difficult getting hired 
girls " were gumming her eyes* with drowsiness. She sou^t 
to dear *hem by ^)pealing to Calibree, in a manner of eiog- 
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gerated livdiness, '' Doctor, have the medical societies in Min- 
nesota ever advocated legislation for help to nursing mothers? ^ 
Calibree slowly revolved toward her. " Uh— IVe never — 
nh— never looked into it. I don't bdieve much in getting 
mixed up in politics.'' He turned squarely from her and, peer- 
ing earnestly at Kennicott, resumed, ^' Doctor, what's been your 
experience with unilateral pydonqdiritis? Buckbum of Balti* 
more advocates decap^ilation and nq;>hrotomy, but seems to 

Not till after two did ihey rise. In the lee of the stonily 
mature trio Carol proceeded to the street fair which added 
mundane gaie^ to tfie annual rites of the United and Fraternal 
Order of Beavers. Beavers, human Beavers, were everyiRiiere: 
thirty-second degree Beavers in gray sack suits and decent 
derbies, more flippant Beavers in crash summer coats and straw 
hats, rustic Beavers in shirt sleeves and frayed suspenders; 
but whatever his caste-S3rmbols, evay Beaver was distinguished 
by an enormous shrimp-colored ribbon lettered in silver, ^' Sir 
Kni^t and Brother, U. F. O. B., Annual State Convention.'' 
On the motherly shirtwaist of each of their wives was a badge^ 
"^ Shr Knis^t's Lady." The Duluth delegation had brought their 
femous Beaver amateur band, in Zouave costumes of green 
vdvet jacket, blue trousers, and scarlet fez. The strange 
thing was that beneath thdr scarlet pride the Zouaves' faces 
remained diose of American business-men, pink, smooth, eye- 
glassed; and as they stood playing in a circle, at the comer 
of Main Street and Second, as they tootled on fifes or with 
swelling che^ blew into comets, their ^es remained as 
owlish as though th^ were sitting at desks under the sign 
" This Is My Busy Day." 

Carol had supposed that the Beavers were average citizens 
organized for the purposes of getting cheap life-insurance and 
playing poker at the lodge-rooms every second Wednesday, but 
she saw a large poster which proclaimed: 

BEAVERS 
U. F. O. B. 

The greatest influence for good citizenship in the 
country. The j oiliest aggregation of red-blooded, 



open-banded, hnstle-em-up good fellows in the world. 
Joralemon welcomes you to her hospitable dty. 
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Kennicott read the poster and to Galibree aAnired, '^ Stnag 
lodge, the Beavers. Never joined. Don't know hot what I 
wilL" 

Calibree adumbrated, '^ They're a good bunch. Good strong 
lodge. See that fellow there that's playing the snare (from? 
He's the smartest wholesale grocer in Duluth, they say. Gue» 
it would be worth joining. Qb say, are yoo doing moch in- 
surance examining?" 

Tbey went on to the street fair. 

Lining one block of Main Street were the ^attractions "— 
two hot-dog stands, a lemonade and pop-corn stand, a meny- 
go-round, and boods in which balls nug^ be thrown at rag 
dolls, if one wished to throw balk at rag dolls. The dignffied 
delegates were shy of the booths, but country boys with brick- 
red necks and pale-Uue ties and brig^t-ydlow shoes, who had 
brought sweethearts into town in somewhat dusty and listed 
Fords, were wdfing sandwiches, drinking strawberry pop out of 
bottles, and ridmg the reviving crimson and gold horses. Th^ 
shrieked and glided; peanut-nasters whistled; the merry-go- 
round pounded out monotonous muaic; the barkers bawled, 
^ Here^your chance— here's your diance—oome on ha«, bof— 
come on here— give that girl a good times— give her a sweU 
time— here^ your chance to win a genuwine gokl watch for 
five cents, half a dime, the twentieth part of a ddlahl " The 
prairie sun jabbed the unshaded street with shafts that were 
like poisonous thorns; the tinny cornices above the brick stores 
were glaring; the dull breeze scattered dust on swea^ Beaven 
who crawled along in tight scorching new shoes, vp two blocks 
and back, up two blocks and back, wondering i^iat to do next, 
working at having a s^)od time. 

Carol's head adied as she trailed bdiind the unsmiling 
Calibrees along the bkxJc of booths. She chimQ>ed at Kenni- 
cott, '' Let's be wildl Let's ride on the merry-go-round and 
grab a gold ringi " 

Eennicott considered it, and mumbled to Calibree, " Think 
yovL folks would like to stop and try a ride on the merry-go- 
round? " 

Calibree considered it, and mumbled to his wife, '^ Think 
3^u'd like to stop and try a ride on the merry-go-round? " 

Mrs. Calibree smiled in a washed-out manner, and signed, 
^' Oh no, I don't believe I care to much, but you folks go ahead 
and try it" 
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Galibree stated to Kennicott, ^' No, I don't believe we care 
to a whole lot, but you folks go ah^ and try it." 

Kennicott summadzed tbe whole case against wOdness: 
** Let's try it some other time, Carrie." 

9ie gave it vp. She looked at the town. She saw that in 
adventuring from Main Street, Gopher Prairie, to Mdn Street, 
Joralemon, she had not stirred Thore were the same two- 
story brick groceries with lodge-signs above the awnings; the 
same one-story wooden millineiy shop; the same fire-brkk 
gurages; the same prairie at the open end of the wide street; 
llie same people wondering niiether the levity of eating a bot» 
dog sandwidi would break their taboos. 

They reached Go|dier Prairie at nine in the evening. 

"" You kx)k kmd of hot," said Kennicott 

•Yes." 

^ Jdrakmon is an en t erpri s ing town, dont yoo tUnk so? ^ 

She broke. ''No! I think if^ an ash-heap.** 

"Why, Carrie!** 

He worried over it for a week. While be ground his plate 
widi 1^ knife as be energetically pwsaed fra^nents of bsoon, 
lie peq)ed at her. 
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* Cassie's all right. She's finicky, but she'll get over it But 
I wish she'd hurry up about itl What she can't understand 
is that a fellow practising medicine in a small town like this 
has got to cut out the hi^brow stuff, and not ^end all his 
time gCHUg to concots and shining his shoes. (Not but what 
he might be just as good at all these intdlectual and art 
things as some otha* folks, if he had the time for itl) " Dr. 
Will Kennicott was brooding in his office, during a free moment 
toward the end of the summer afternoon. He hunched down 
in his tilted desk-chair, undid a button of his shirt, glanced 
at the state news in the back of the Journal of the American 
Medical Association, dropped the magazme, leaned back with 
his right thumb hooked in the arm-hole of his vest and his 
left thumb strewing the back of his hair. 

'* By golly, she's taking an awful big chance, though. You'd 
expect her to learn by and by that I won't be a parlor lisud. 
She says we try to ^ make her ova-.' Well, she's always trying 
to make me over, from a perfectly good M. D. into a damn 
poet with a socialist nec(Ltiel She'd have a fit if she knew 
how many women would be willing to cuddle iq> to Friend Will 
and comifort him, if he'd give 'em the chancel There's 
still a few dames that think the old man isn't so dam un- 
attractive! I'm glad I've ducked all that woman-game since 

I've been married but Be switched if sometimes I dont 

fed tempted to shine t^ to some girl that has sense enou|^ 
to take life as it b; some frau that doesn't want to talk 
Longfellow all the time, but just hold my hand and say, ^ You 
look all in, honey. Take it easy, and don't try to talk.' 

'' Carrie thinks she's such a whale at analydng folks. Giving 
the town the once-over. Telling us wh»e we get off. Why, 
she'd simply turn iq> her toes and croak if she found out how 
much she doesn't know about the high old times a wise guy 
could have in this burg on the Q.T., if he wasn't faithful to 
his wife. But I am. At that, no matter what faults she^ 
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got, there's nobody here, no, nor in Minn'aplus dtber, that's 
as nice-looking and square and bright as Carrie. She ought 
to of been an artist or a writer or one of those things. But 
CMice she took a shot at living here, she oug^t to stick by it 

Pretty Lord yes. But cold. She sinq>Iy doesn't know 

w^t passion is. She simply hasn't got an i-dea how hard 
it is for a full-blooded man to go on pretending to be satisfied 
with just being endured. It gets awful tiresome, having to 
led Vkt a criminal just because I'm normal. She's getting 
so she doesn't even care for my kissing her. Wdl 

** 1 guess I can weather it, same as I did earning my way 
through school and getting started m practise. But I wonder 
how long I can stand being an outsider in n^ own home? " 

He sat up at the entrance of Mrs. Dave Dyer. She slumped 
into a chair and gaq>ed with the heat He chuckled, " Wdl, 
wdl, Biaud, this is fine. Where's the subscr^>tion-list? What 
cause do I get robbed for, this trip? " 

** 1 haven't any subscrQ>tion-list, WQl. I want to see you 
professicnially." 

^ And you a Christian Sdentist? Have you givoi that up? 
What next? New Thought or Spuitualism? " 

^ No, I have not given it upl " 

** Strikes me it's kmd of a knock on the sisterhood, your 
coming to see a doctorl " 

" No, it isn't. It's just that my faith isn't strong enough 
ytt So there now! And besides, 3rou are kind of consoling, 
WU. I mean as a man, not just as a doctor. You're so strcmg 
and pladd." 

He sat on the edge of his desk, coatless, his vest swinging 
open with the thick gold line of his watch-chain across the 
gap, his hands in his trousers pockets, his big arms bent and 
ea^. As she purred he cocked an interested eye. Maud 
Dyer was neurotic, rdigiocentric, faded; her emotions were 
moist, and her figiure was unsystematic — splendid thig^ and 
arms, with thick ankles, and a body that was bulgy in the 
wrong places. But her mill^ skin was delicious, her eyes were 
alive, her chestnut hair shone, and there v^as a tender slope 
from her ears to the shadowy place below her jaw. 

With unusual solidtude he utta-ed his stock phrase, ^* WeD, 
what seems to be the matter, Maud? ^ 

"IVe got such a backache all the time. I'm afraid tlm 
ifganic trouUe that you treated me for is coming back." 
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'< Any definite sigiiB of it? *" 

'^ N-^x), but I think you'd better examine me.'' 

^ Nope. Don't believe it's necessary, Maud. To be honest, 
between old friends, I think your troubles are mostly imaginary. 
I can't really advise yon to have an eiamination." 

She flushed, looked out <rf the window. Hie was oonsdoos 
that his voice was not impersonal and even. 

She turned quickly. '^ Will, you always say my troiddes 
are imaginary. Why can't you be sdentific? IH^e been readii^ 
an article about these new nerv&^)ecialists, and they daia 
that lots of ' imaginary ' ailments, yes, and lots of real pain, 
loo, are what they call psychoses, amd they order a diange in 
a woman's way of living so she can get on a hi^^ plane " 

''Waitl Wait! Whoa-i^)! Wait now! Dont mix up 
your Christian Science and your p63rchdogyI Tluy're two 
entirdy different fadsl Youll be mixing in sociaUon ncxtl 
You're as bad as Carrie, with your ' psydhoses.' Why, Good 
Lord, Maud, I could talk about neuroses and pqrcfaoses and 
inhibitions and rq>res8ions and complexes just as well as aogr 
damn spedaltet, if I got paid for it, if I was in the dty and 
had the nerve to charge the fees that those fdlows do. If a 
q>ecialist stung you for a hundred-dollar consultation-fee and 
told you to go to New Yorik: to duck Dave's nagging, you'd 
(k> it, to save the hundred dollars I But 3^ou know me— I'tai 
your neighbor— you see me mowing the lawn— you figure Tm 
just a plug general practitioner. If I said, ' Go to New YcMrk,' 
Iteve and you would laug^ your heads off and say, ' Look al 
the airs Will is putting on. What does he think he is? ' 

" As a matter of fact, you're ri^t. You have a perfectly 
weD-developed case of repression of sex instinct, and it raises 
the okl Ned with your body. What you need is to get awav 
from Dave and travd, yes, and go to every dog-gone kind of 
New Thou^t and Bidiai and Smmi and Hooptedoodle meet- 
ing you can find. I know it, wdl % you do. But how can 
I advise it? Dave would be up here taUng my hide off. 
I'm willing to be family ph3r8ician and priest and lawyer and 
plumber wd wet-nurse, but I draw the line at maki]^ Dave 
loosen up on money. Too hard a job in weatho* like dnsi 
So, savvy, my dear? Believe it will rain if ttiis heat 
keeps " 

'' But, Will, he'd never give it to me on iwy say-so. He'd 
never let me go away. You know how Dave is: so jo^ and 
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liberal ia society, and €h, jnat laves to matdi qoarters, and such 
a perfect sport U he loses! But at home he pinches a nkkd 
till the bi^o dnpB blood. I hove to nag him for every 
sin^e dollar.'' 

^^ Sure, I know; but it's ytm fight, honey. Keq) after hiiB. 
He'd simp^ resent my bntting in." 

He crossed over and patted her shoidder. Outside the win* 
doir, beyond the fltv^soeen that was opaque with dost and 
Cottonwood lint. Main Street was hushed except for the im- 
patient throb of a standing motor car. She took his firm 
hand, pressed his knuckles against her cheelc 

'' O Will, Dave is so mean and litde and noisy— 4ie shrimpl 
You're so calm. When he's cuttfaig up at parties I see ]wu 
lyiafiHing back and watdnng him— the way a wastiS watdies 
a terrier." 

He foiq^t for professional dignity with, ^Dave 's not a 
bad feUow." 

Lingering^ she rdeased his hand. ''WiD, drop round by 
file house tlds evening and scold me. Make me be good and 
acnsihle. And I'm so londy." 

^ If I did, Dave would be there, and we'd have to pby cards. 
It's his evening off from the store." 

''No. The derk just got called to Corinth— motibor sick. 
Dave will be in the store till midnight. CHi, come on over. 
There's some lovely beer on the ice, and we can sit and talk 
and be all cool and la^. That wouldn't be wrong of us, 
wwMitf" 

** No, no, course it wouldn't be wrong. But still, ou^^t 

Id ^ He saw Card, slim black and ivory, cool, scornful 

ef intrigue. 

''Allri^t. But in be so lonely." 

Her throat seemed young, above her loose blouse of muslin 
and machine-lace. 

^ Tdl you, Maud: IH drop in just for a mhiute, if 1 hifipen 
to be called down that way." 

^ If you'd like," demurdy. '' O Will, I just want comfort. 
I know you're all married, and my, such a proud psapa^ and of 

course now If I could just sit near you in the dusk, and 

be quiet, and forget Dave! You wSl come? " 

"Sure I Willi" 

''111 emectyou. I'D be lonely if jrou don't cornel Good- 
ly-" 
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He cursed himself: '' Darned fool, what 'd I promise to go 
for? Ill have to keep my promise, or shell fed hurt. Sbe'^ 
a good, decent, affectionate girl, and Dave's a cheap skate, 
all right. She's got more life to her than Carol has. All my 
fault, anyway. Why can't I be more cagey, like Calibree aiKl 
McGanum and the rest of the doctors? Oh, I am, but Maud's 
such a demanding idiot. Deliberatdy bamboozlii^ me into 
going up ih&ce toni^. Matter of principle: ou^t not to 
let her get away with it I won't go. I'U call her up and 
tdl her I won't go. Me, with Carrie at home, finest little 
woman in the world, and a messy-minded female like Maud 
Dyer — ^no, sir! Though there's no need of hurting ho: feelings. 
I may just drop in for a second, to tell her I can't stay. All 
my fault anyway; ou^t never to have started in and jollied 
Maud along in the old days. If it's my fault, I've got no 
right to puidsh Maud. I could just drop in for a second and 
then pretend I had a country call and beat it. Damn nuisance, 
thou^, having to fake up excuses. Lord, why can't the women 
let you alone? Just because once or twice, seven hundred 
million years ago, you were a poor fool, why can't they let 
you forget it? Maud's own fault 111 stay strictly away. 
Take Carrie to the movies, and forget Maud. . . • But it 
would be kind of hot at the movies tonight." 

He fled from himself. He rammed on his hat, threw his 
coat over his arm, banged the door, locked it, tramped down- 
stairs. ^' I won't gol " he said sturdily and, as he said it, 
he would have given a good deal to know whether he was 
going. 

He was refreshed, as always, by the familiar windot^s and 
faces. It restored his soul to have Sam Qark trustingly bd- 
low, ^^ Better come down to the lake this evening and have a 
swim, doc. Ain't you going to open your cottage at all, diia 
summer? By golly, we miss you." He noted the progress 
on the new garage. He had triumphed in the laying of every 
course of bric^; in them he had seen the growth of the town. 
His pride was ushered back to its throne by the respectfulness 
of OIqt Sundquist: "Evenin', doc I The woman is a lot 
better. That was swdl medicine you gave her." He was 
calmed by the mechanicalness of the tas£s at home: burning 
the gray web of a tent-worm on the wild cherry tree, sealing 
with gum a cut in the rig^t front tire of the car, sprinkling 
the road before the house. The hose was cool to hb hands. 
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As the bright arrows fell with a faint puttering sonndp 9 
crescent of blackness was formed in the gray dust 

Dave Dyer came along. 

«* Where going, Dave? " 

^ Down to the store. Just bad supper." 

^ But Thursday 's your m^ ofi." 

** Sure, but Pete went home, ifis mother % su^xned to 
be sick. Gosh, these clerks jrou get nowad ays overpay 'em 
and then they won't work! " 

'* That's toug^ Dave. YOU'D have to work dear up tiD 
twdve, then." 

*' Yiq[>. Better drop in and have a dgar, if you're down- 
town." 

"^ Wdl, I may, at that May have to go down and see Mrs. 
Chanq> Perry. She's ailing. So kmg, Dave." 

Kennicott had not yet entered the house. He was con- 
scious that Carol was near him, that she was in^rtant, that 
he was afraid of her disapproval; but he was content to be 
alone. When he had finished ^xinkling he strolled into the 
house, iq> to the balqr^ room, and cried to Hug^, " Story- 
time for the dd man, di? " 

Card was hi a low diair, framed and haloed by the window 
behind her, an image in pale gold. The baby curled m her 
lap, his head on her arm, listening with gravity while she 
gang from Gene FIdd: 

Tis little Laddy-Dud in the iBoming— 

Tis little Luddy-Dud at night; 

And all day long 

Tis the same dear song, 

Of that growing, crowing, knowing little sprite; 

Eemiicott was enchanted. 

«' Maud Dyer? I should say noti " 

When the current maid bawled up-stairs, '^Supper on de 
tablel " Kennicott was upon his bad:, flapping Us hands in 
the earnest effort to be a seal, thrilled by the strength with 
which his son kicked him. He slipped his arm about Carol's 
shoulder; he went down to supper rejoicing that he v^as deansed 
of perilous stuff. While Carol was putting the baby to bed 
be sat on the front stqps. Nat Hicks, tailor and rou6, came 
to sit beside him. Between waves of his hand as he drove 
off mosquitoB, Nat whispered, '^ Say, doc, you don't fed like 
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iitia gining 3roa Ye a baAddore again, and coming oat for m Tini 
tonight, do you? " 

"As how?" 

" You know this new dressmaker, Mrs. Swiftwaite?— swdl 
dame with blondine hair? Wdl, die's a pretty good goer. 
Me and Hany HaydodL are gomg to take her and that &t 
wren that works in the Bon Ton— nice kid, too— on an auto 
ride tcmight. Maybe well drive down to that farm Harry 
bou^t. WeVe taking some beer, and some of the smoothest 
rye you ever laid tongue to. I'm not predicting none, but 
if we don't have a picnic. 111 miss my guess." 

" Go to it No skin (rff my ear, Nat Think I want to 
be fifth wfaed in the coach? " 

''No, but look here: The little Swiftwaite has a frioid with 
her from Winona, dandy looker and some gay bird, and Harry 
and me thought maybe you'd like to sneak off for one evemng." 

" Rats now, doc, ftHrget your everlasting dignity. You used 
to be a pretty good sport yoursdf , when you were foot-free." 

It may have been the fact that Mrs. Swiftwaite's friend 
remained to Kennicott an ill-told rumor, it may have been 
Carol's voice, wistful in the pallid evening as she sang to 
Hu^ it may have been natural and commendable virtue, but 
certainly he was positive: 

'' Nope. I'm married for keeps. Don't pretend to be aoy 
saint Like to get out and raise Cain and shoot a few drinks. 

But a fellow owes a doty Straight now, won't you fed 

like a sneak when you come back to the missus after your 
jamboree? " 

« Me? My moral in life is, 'What th^ don't know won't 
hurt 'em none.' The way to handle wives, like the fellow 
says, is to catch 'em earfy, treat 'te roug^ and tell 'em 
nothing! " 

''Well, that's your business, I siq)po8e. But I cant get 
away wiA it. Besides that — way I figure it, this illicit love- 
making is the one game that you always lose at. If you do 
lose, you fed fodish; and if you win, as soon as you find out 
bow little it is that you've been scheming for, why then you 
lose worse than ever. Nature stinging us, as usinl. But at 
that, I guess a lot of wives in this burg wouM be surprised if 
they ki^ everything that goes on bdiind their backs, eh, 
Nattie? " 
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^WowU theyl Say, Ixqrl If the good wives knew what 
some of the boys get away with when they go down to the 
Oties, why, th^d throw a fiti Sure you won't come, doc? 
Think of getting all cooled off by a good long drive, and then 
the lov-e-^ Swif twaite's white hand mixing jrou a good stiff 
highbaUi" 

''Nope. Nope. Sony. Guess I won't,** gnnnUed 
Kennioott* 

He was g^ that Nat showed signs of gung. But he was 
restless. He heard Card on the stairs. '' Come have a seat — 
have the whole earthi '' he shouted jovialfy. 

She did not answer his joviality. She sat on the porch, 
rocked sQently, then si^ed, '' So many mosquitos out here. 
You haven't had the screen fixed." 

As though he was testing her he said quietfy, '' Head adiing 
agam?" 

** Oh, not much, but This maid is so slow to learn. 

I have to show her everything. I had to dean most of the 
silver myself. And Huc^ was so bad all afternoon. He 
wdiined so. Poor soul, he was hot, but he did wear me out" 

<<Uh— — You usually want to get out. Like to walk down 
to the lake shore? (The gbi can stay home.) Or go to 
tfie movies? Come oo, let's go to the movies! Or shsd^ we 
jump in the car and run out to Sam's, for a swim? " 

^^If you doDt mhid, dear, Vm afraid I'm rather tured." 

** Why don't you sleep down-stairs tonight, on the coudi? 
Be cocder. I'm gping to bring down my mattress. Come onl 
Keep the dd man compaiqr. Can't tdl— I mig^t get scared of 
bur^brs. Lettin' little fdkiw like me stay all alone by hun- 
sdfl" 

^ It^ sweet of you to thfaik of it, but I like my own room 
so much. But you go ahead and do it, dear. Why don't 
you sleep on the coudi, instead of putting your mattress on 

the floor? Well I believe 111 run in and read for just 

a second— want to look at the last Vogtte—Bnd then perhaps 
111 go by-by. Unless you want me, dear? Of course if 
there's anything you resdly want me for ? " 

** No. No. . . . Matter of fact, I really ought to run 
down and see Mrs. Champ Perry. She's ailing. So you sk^ 

in and May drop in at the drug store. If I'm not home 

when 3^u get sleepy, don't wait up for me." 

He kissed her, randUed off, nodded to Jim Howland, stopped 
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Indifferently to speak to Mrs. Terry Gould. Bat his hesrt 
was radngy his stomach was constricted. He walked more 
slowly. He r^iched Dave Dyer's yard. He glanced in. On 
the pOTch, sheltered by a wild-grape vine, was the figure of a 
woman in white. He heard the swing-couch creak as she 
sat 19 abruptly^ peered, then leaned back and pretended 
to rdax. 

'' Be nice to have some cool beer. Just dn^ in for a second,'* 
he insisted, as he opened the Dyer gate. 



Mrs. Bogart was calling iq)on Carol, protected by Aunt 
Bessie Smafl. 

'^ Have you heard about this awful woman that's supposed 
to have come here to do dressmaking— a Mrs. Swiftwaite— 
ftwfid peroxide blonde? " moaned Mrs. Bogart./ ^^ They say 
there's some of the awfullest goings-<m at her house— mere 
boys and old gray-headed rips sneaking in there evenings 
and drinking li(±er and every kind of 9)ings-on. We women 
can't never realize the carnal thoughts in Uie hearts of tool 
I tell you, even though I been acquainted with Will Eennicott 
almost since he was a mere boy, seems like, I wouldn't trust 
even himi Who knows what designin' women mig^t tempt 
himi Especially a doctor, with women rushin' in to see him 
at his office and alll You know I never hint around, but 
haven't you fdt that '* 

Carol was furious. ''I don't pretend that Will has no 
faults. But one thing I do know: He's as simple-hearted 
about what you call ^ goings-on ' as a babe. And if he ever 
were such a sad dog as to look at another woman, I certainly 
hope he'd have spirit enough to do the tempting, and not be 
coaxed into it, as in your depressing picture I " 

'' Why, what a wicked thing to say, Carriel ** from Aunt 
Bessie. 

*^ No, I mean iti Oh, of course, I don't mean iti But 

I know every thought in his head so well that he couldnt 

hide anything even if he wanted to. Now this morning 

He was out late, last night; he had to go see Mrs. Perry, 
who is ailing, and then fix a man's band, and this morning 
he was so quiet and thouj^tful at break&st an d * * Sbf 
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lesned forward, breathed dramatically to the two perched 
harpies, ^ What do you suppose he was thinking of? " 

'' What? '' trembled Mrs. Bogart 

'* Whether the grass ueeds cutting, probably I There, iherel 
Oon't mind my nauj^tinesB. I have sraie fresh-made raisfai 
mdues for yotL** 
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Cabql's liv^est interest wbs in her walks with the baby. 
Hugh wanted to know wbat the boz-dder tree said, and what 
the Ford garage said, and what the big doud said, and she 
tdd him, with a feeling that she was not in the least making 
vp stories, but discovering the souls of things. They had an 
espedal fondness for the hitdiing-post in front of the mill« 
It was a brown post, stout and agreeable; the smooth leg 
of it hdd the sunlight, while its nedL, grooved by hitdiing- 
Btraps, tidded one's fingers. Card had never been awake 
to Uie earth except as a diow of changmg color and great 
satisfying masses; she had lived in people and in ideas about 
having ideas; but Hugh's questions made her attentive to the 
comedies of sparrows, robins, blue jays, yellowhammers; she 
regained her pleasure in the arching flight of swallows, and 
added to it a sdidtude about their nests and family squabUes. 

She forgot her seasons of boredom. She said to Hugjh, 
^ We're two fat disrq>utable old minstrels roaming round the 
world,'' and he echoed her, '^ Roamin' round— roamin' round.'' 

The hi^ adventure, the secret place to which th^r both 
fled joyously, was the house of Mfles and Bea and Olaf 
Bjomstam. 

Kennicott steadily disi^roved of the Bjomstams. He pro- 
tested, ''What do you want to talk to that crank f(»? " He 
hinted that a former '' Swede hired girl " was low coiap^xxy 
for the son of Dr. Will ELennicott. She did not ezpladn. Sb» 
did not quite understand it hersdf ; did not know that in the 
Bjomstams she found her friends, her dub, her sympathy, 
and her ration of blessed psmidsm. For a time the gossip of 
Juanita Haydock and the Jolly Seventeen had been a refuge 
from the droning of Aunt Bessie, but the rdief had not con- 
tinued. The young matrons made her nervous. They talked 
90 loud, always so loud. They filled a room with clashing 
cackle; their jests and gags they repeated nine times over. 
Unconsdously, she had discarded the Jolly Seventeen, Gqr 
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FoDodk, Vida, and every one save Mis. Dr. Westlake and the 
friends wlxmi she did not dearly know as friends— the 
Bjomstams. 

To Ho^ the Red Swede was the most heroic and powerful 
person in the worhL With unrestrained adoration he trotted 
after whfle Ades fed the cows, chased his one pig— an animal 
of lax and migratory instincts — or dramatically slaughtered a 
chicken. And to Hug^ Olaf was lord among mortal men, less 
stalwart than the old monardi, King Miles, but nunre under- 
standing of the rdations and values of things, of small sticks^ 
lone playing-cards, and irretrievably injured hoops. 

Carol saw, though she did not admit, that Olaf was not 
only more beautiful than her own daric child, but more gradous. 
CMaf was a Norse chieftain; straight, sunny-haired, large- 
limbed, reqdendentfy amiable to his subjects. Hugh was a 
vulgarian; a bustling business man. It was Hugh that bounced 
and said *^ Let's play "; Olaf that opened luminous blue eyes 
and agreed ^' All right,'' in condescending gentleness. If Hug^ 
batted him— and Hu^ did bat him— Olsli was unafraid but 
shocked. In magnificent solitude he mardied toward the 
bouse, wfaOe Huj^ bewailed his sin and the overdouding of 
angust favor. 

The two friends played with an imperial chariot whidi 
MOes had made out of a starch-box and four red spools; to- 
gether they stuck switches into a mouse-hole, with vast satisfac- 
tion though entirdy without known results. 

Bea, the chubby and humming Bea, impartially gave cookies 
and scoldings to both children, and if Card refused a cup of 
€(rffee and a wafer of buttered knackebrod, she was desolated. 

Miles had done well with his dairy. He had six cows, 
two hundred chickens, a cream separator, a Ford truck. In the 
spring he had buQt a two-room addition to his shack. That 
illustrious building was to Hug^ a carnival. Unde Miles did 
the most spectacular, unexpected things: ran 19 the ladder; 
stood on the ridge-pole, waving a hammer and singing some- 
thing about '^ To arms, my dtizens "; nailed shii^es faster 
than Aunt Bessie could iron handkerchiefs; and lifted a two- 
lyy-six with Huc^ riding on one end and Olaf on the other. 
Unde Mfles's most ecstatic trick was to make figures not on 
paper but right on a new pine board, with the broadest softest 
pencil in the world. There was a thing worth seeingi 

Thetodlsl In his office Father had tools fascinating in thdr 
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shininess and curious shapes, but they were sharp, they wm 
something called stoized, and they distinctly were not far 
boys to touch. In fact it was a good dodge to volunteer ^ I 
must not toiK±," when you looked at the toob on the i^aas 
shdves in Fatb'ir's office. But Uncle Miles, who was a person 
altogether superior to Father, let you handle all his kit except 
the saws. T^iere was a hammer with a silver head; there was a 
metal thing like a big L; there was a magic instrument, very 
precious, made out of costly red wood and gold, with a tube 
which contained a drq) — ^no, it wasn't a drop, it was a nothing^ 
which lived in the water, but the nothing looked like a drop, 
and it ran in a fri^tened way up and down the tube, no 
matter how cautiously you tilted the magic instrument. And 
there were nails, very different and clever— 4)ig valiant spflLCS, 
middle-sized ones which were not very interesting, and shingle* 
nails much jollier than the f ussed-iq> fairies in the ydlow 
book. 



While he had worked on the addition Mfles had talked 
frankly to Carol. He admitted now that so long as he stayed 
in Gopher Prairie he would remain a pariah. Bea's Lutheran 
friends were as much offended by his agnostic gibes as the 
merchants by his radicalism. '^ And I can't seem to keep my 
mouth shut. I think I'm being a baa-lamb, and not springing 
any theories wilder than ^c-a-t ^ells cat,' but when folks 
have gone, I relize I've been stepping on their pet religious 
corns. Oh, the mill foreman keq)s dropping in, and that DamA 
shoemaker, and one fellow from Elder's factory, and a few 
Svenskas, but you know Be: big good-hearted wench l&lr 
her wants a lot of folks around — ^likes to fuss over 'em — never 
satisfied unless she tiring herself out makiqg coffee for some* 
body. 

^' Once she kidnapped me and drug me to the Methodist 
Church. I goes in, pious as Widow Bogart, and sits stfll 
and never cracks a smQe while the preacher b favoring us 
with his misinformation on evolution. But afterwards, "when 
the old stalwarts were pumphandling everybody at the door 
and calling 'em ' Brotho: ' and * Sister,' ibey let me sail rig^ 
by with nary a clinch. They figure I'm the town badman. 
Always will be^ I guess. Itll have to be Olaf who goes on 
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And sometimes Blamed if I don't fed like coming out and 

aajong, 'I've been craservative. Nothing to it. Now I'm 
going to start scmiething in these rotten one-horse lumber- 
can^ west of town.' But Be's got me hynotized. Lord, Mrs. 
Keimicott, do you relize what a jolly, square, faithful woman 

she is? And I love Olaf Oh well, I won't go and get 

sentimental on you. 

^ Course I've had thoughts of pulling up stakes and gdng 
West. Maybe if they didn't know it beforehand, they wouldn't 
find out I'd ever been guilty of trying to think for mysdf. 
But— oh, I've wcnrked hard, and buOt up this dairy business, 
and I hate to start all ovar again, and move Be and the kid 
into another one-room shack. That's how they get usi En- 
courage us to be thrifty and own our own houses, and then, 
by goUy, th^'ve got us; tbey know we won't dare risk 
everything by committing lez— what is it? lez majesty?— -I 
mean they know we won't be hinting around that if we had 
a co-operative bank, we could get aJong without Stowbody. 
Well—— As long as I can sit and play pinochle with Be, 
and tdl who^ers to Olaf about his daddy's adventures in the 
woods, and how he snared a wapaloosie and knew Paul Bun- 
yan, why, I don't mind being a bum. It's just for them that 
I mind. Sayl Sayl Don't whi^>er a word to Be, but when 
I get this addition done, I'm going to buy her a phonographi " 

He did. 

While she was bu^ with the activities her work-hungry 
miBcles found— washing, irowig, mending, baking, dusting, 
preserving, plucking a dicken, painting the sink; tUks which, 
because die was MOes's full partner, were exciting and crea- 
tive — Bea Ustened to the phonogri^h records with nature like 
that of cattle in a warm stable. The addition gave her a 
kitdien with a bedroom above. The original one-room shack 
was now a living-room, with the phonograph, a genuine leather- 
q>holstered golden-oak rocker, and a picture of Governor John 
Johnson. 

In late July Carol went to the Bjomstams' desirous of a 
chance to express her opinion of Beavers and Calibrees and 
Joralemons. She found Olaf abed, restless from a sli^t fever, 
and Bea flushed and dizzy but trymg to keep up her work. 
Sbe lured Miles aside and worried: 

" They don't look at all well. What's the matter? ^ 

^ Their stomachs are out of whack. I wanted to call in 
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Doc Keimicott, bat Be lUiiks the doc doesa't like i»— 
die thinks maybe he's sore bectose yon come dowm here. But 
I'm getting worried." 

^ I'm going to call the doctor at once.'* 

She yearned over Oiaf . His lambent eyes were stupid, he 
moaned, he rubbed his fordiead. 

''Have they been eating sraiething that^ been bad for 
them? '' she fluttered to Miles. 

"* Mi^t be bum water. Ill tdl you: We used to get our 
water at Oscar Eklund's place^ over across the street, but 
Oscar kept dinging at me, and hinting I was a ti^twad not 
to dig a well of my own. One time he said, 'Sure, you 
socialists are great on divvying up other folks' money— and 
waterl ' I knew if he kept it up there'd be a fuss, and I 
ain't safe to have around, once a fuss starts; I'm likely to 
forget mysdf and let loose with a punch in the snoot. I 
offered to pay Oscar but he refused— he'd rather have the 
diance to kid me. So I starts getting water down at Mrs. 
Fageros's, in the hollow there, and I don't bdieve it's red 
good. Figuring to dig n^ own weQ thb fall." 

One scarlet word was before Carol's eyes wMe she listened. 
She fled to Kennicott's office. He gravely heard her out, 
nodded, said, " Be right over." 

He eiaminfd Bea and Olaf . He shook his head. ^ Ye& 
Looks to me like typhoid." 

" GoDy, I've seen typhoid in lumb^-camps," groaned Miles, 
all the strength dr^^ing out of him. "Have they got it 
very bad?" 

'' Oh, well take good care of them," said Kennicott, and 
for the first tfane in their acquaintance he smiled on Miles 
and clapped his shoulder. 

'' Won't you need a nurse? " demanded Carol. 

''Why " To MOes, Kennicott hinted, "Couldn't you 

get Bea's cousin, Tina? " 

" She's down at the old folks', in the country." 

*' Then let me do it! " Carol indsted. " They need some 
one to cock for them, and isnt it good to give them qxmgs 
baths, in typhcud? " 

" Yes. All ri^t."' Kennicott was automatic; he was the 
official, the physician. " I guess probably it would be hard to 
get a nurse here in town jvBt now. Mrs. Stiver is bu^ wiA 
an obstetrical case, and that town nurse <rf youn is off on 
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ftcatioD, aint she? All rij^t, Bjornstam €aa ipdl yoa at 
night." 

All week, from eig^ each monung till midmghty Cand fed 
than, bathed them, smoothed sheets, to(dL tenyerature s . 
Miles refused to let her cook. Terrifiedt pallid, noiseless in 
stocking feet, he did the kitchen vork and the sweeping, his 
big red hands awkwardly careful* Eennicott came in three 
times a day, unchangingly tender and hopeful in the sick- 
loom, evenly polite to MQes. 

Carol understood how great was her love for her friends. 
It bore her through; it noade her arm steady and tireless to 
bathe them. What exhausted her was the si^t of Bea and 
Olaf turned into flacdd invalids, uiccmifortably flushed after 
takiAg food, begging for the healing <rf sleep at ni^t. 

Duijag the second wedL CHaf 's powerful legs were flabby. 
Spots of a vidoaefy ddicate [Hnk came out on his chest and 
back. His cheeks sank. He looked fri^tened. His tongue 
was brown and revolting. His confident voice dwimUed to a 
bemhkred murmur, ceasdess and raddng. 

Bea had stayed on her feet too long at the beginning. The 
moment Kennicott had ordered ha* to bed she had b^^un to 
cdlapse. One early evening she startled Uiem by screaming, 
in an intense abdominal pain, and within half an hour she was 
in a delfrimn. Till dawn Carol was with her, and not all of 
Bea's groping throng^ the blackness of half-delirious pain 
was so pitifid to Carol as the way in which Miles silently 
peo^ into the room from the top of the narrow stairs. Carol 
slept three hours next morning, and ran back. Bea was alto- 
ge&er delirious but she muttered nodiing save, ^(^f— -ve 
have sudi a good tim e ^ 

At ten, wMle Carol was preparing an ice-bag in the kitchen. 
Miles answered a knock. At the front door she saw 
Vida Sherwin, Maud Dyer, and Mrs. Zitterd, wife of the 
Baptist pastor. They were canying grapes, and women's- 
magarinrs, magaaanes with hij^i-oolored pictures and optimistic 
fiction. 

" We just heard your wife was sick. We've come to sec 
if there isn't something we can do,'' chirruped Vida. 

Mfles looked steadily at the three women. '^ You're too 
hte. You can't do nothing now. Bea's always kind of hoped 
that you folks would come see ha*. She wanted to have a 
chance and be friends. She used to sit waiting for someboclty 
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to knock. Fve seen her sitting here, waiting. No w Ob, 

you ain't worth God-damning.'' He shut the door. 

AD day Carol watched Olaf's strength oozing. He was 
emaciated. His ribs were grim dear lines, hb skin was 
clammy, his pulse was feeble but terrifying^y n^id. It beat — 
beEit — ^beat in a drum-roll of death. Late that afternoon 
he sobbed, and died. 

Bea did not know it. She was delirious. Next morning, 
when she went, she did not know that Olaf would no longer 
swing his lath sword on the door-step, no longer rule his 
subjects of the cattle-yard; that Miles's son would not go 
East to college. 

Mfles, Carol, Eennicott were sflent Tliqr washed the bodies 
together, their eyes veQed. 

** Go home now and sleq;>. You're pretty tired. I cant ever 
pay 3rou back for what 3rou done," Miles whispered to Card. 

'' Yes. But 111 be back here tomorrow. Go with you to 
the funeral," she said laboriously. 

When the time for the f unmd came. Card was in bed, 
collapsed. She assumed that ndgUxNrs would go. They had 
not tdd her that word of Miles's rd>uff to Vida had spntA 
through town, a cydonic fuiy. 

It was only by chance that, leaning on her dbow in bed, 
she financed through the window and saw the funeral of Bea 
and Olaf. There was no music, no carriages. There was only 
Miles Bjomstam, in his black wedding-suit, walking quite 
alone, head down, behind the shabby hearse that bore the 
bodies of his wife and baby. 

An hour after, Hugh came into her room oying, and when 
she said as cheerily as she could, '' What is it, dear? " he be- 
sought, " Munmiy, I want to go play with Olaf." 

That afternoon Juanita Haydock dropped in to bri^ten 
Carol. She said, '' Too bad about this Bea that was your 
hired girl. But I don't waste any syrapaihy on that man of 
hers. Everybody says he drank too mudi, and treated his 
famflty awful, and that's how thqr got sidL" 
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A LETTER from Rasnnie Wutherspoon, in France^ said that he 
had been sent to the fronts been slightly wounded, been made 
a captain. From Veda's pride Carol sought to draw a stimulant 
to rouse her from dqpression. 

Miles had sold his dairy. He had several thousand dollars. 
To Carol he said good-by with a mumbled word, a harsh 
hand-shake, ** Going to buy a farm in northern Alberta— far 
off from folks as I can get.'' He turned sharply away, but 
he did not walk with his former ^ring. His shoulders seemed 
old. 

It was said that before he went he cursed the town. 
There was talk of arresting him, of riding him on a rail. It 
was rumored that at the station old Champ Perry rebuked 
him, " You better not come back here. WeVe got req>ect for 
your dead, but we haven't got any for a bla^hemer and a 
traitor that won't do anything for his country and only bought 
<me Liberty Bond." 

Some of the people who had been at the station declared that 
Miles made some dreadful seditious retort: something about 
loving German workmen more than American bankers; but 
others asserted that he couldn't find one word with which to 
answer the veteran; that he merely sneaked up on the plat« 
form of the train. He must have fdt guilty, everybody agreed, 
for as the train left town, a farmar saw him standing in the 
vestibule and looking out 

His house— with the addition which he had built four 
months ago — ^was very near the track on which his train passed. 

When Carol went there, for the last time, she found Olaf 's 
chariot with its red spool wheels standing in the sunny comer 
beside the stable, ^e wondered if a quick eye could have 
noticed it from a train. 

That day and that week she went reluctantly to Red Cross 
work; she stitched and packed silently, while Vida read the war 
bulletins. And she said nothing at all when Kennicott com- 
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mented, '' From what Champ says, I guess Bjonistam was a 
bad egg, after all. In spite of Bea, don't know but what tht 
citizens' committee ought to have forced him to be patriotic — 
let on like they could send him to jafl if he didn't volunteer and 
come through for bonds and the Y. M. C A. TheyVe worked 
that stunt fine with all these German farmera." 



She f oond no inqiiratioii but she did find a dependd)le 
kindness in Mrs. Westlake, and at last she yidded to the old 
woman's recq>tivity and had rciief in sobbing the story of 
Bea. 

Guy Pollock she often met on the street, but he was merdy 
a pleasant vnce whidi said things about Charles Lamb and 
sunsets. 

Her most positive experience was the revelation of Mrs. 
Flickerbaug^y the tall, thin, twitchy wife of the attorney. 
Card encountered her at the drug store. 

** Walking? " snqiped Mrs. FUckerbaugb. 

"Wlqr, yes.** 

^'Hnmph. Guess you're the only female hi tUs town Oat 
retains the use of ho* legs. Come home and have a cup o* 
lea with me." 

Because she had nothing dse to do, Caxci went But she 
was uncomfortable in the presence of the amused stares whidi 
Mrs. Flickerbai^'s raiment drew. Today, in reeking early 
August, she wore a man's cap, a skinny hir like a d^ cat, 
a neckbce of imitation pearls, a scabrous satin blouse, and a 
thick doth skut hiked up in front. 

^Comein. Sit down. Stick the baby hi that rocker. Hope 
you don't mind the htMise looking like a rat's nest. You don't 
like this town. Ndthcr do I,** said Mrs. FUc^ectaugh. 

"Why " ^ 

** Course you don'tl ^ 

"" Well then, I donti But Vm sure that some day III find 
some solution. Probably I'm a hexagonal peg. Solution: find 
tbt hexagonal hole.'' Caxti was very brisk. 

" How do you know you ever will &id it? " 

** There's Mrs. Westlake. She's naturally a big-dty woman- 
she ought to have a lovdy old house in Philadelplua or Boston 
^*ut she escapes by bdng absorbed in reading." 

^ You be satisfied to never do anything but read? ** 
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^UOf but Heavens, one cant go on hating a town 

alwaysl" 

"Why not? I cani IVe hated it for thirty-two years. Ill 
cBe htf e— and 111 hate it till I die. I ought to have been a 
business woman. I had a good deal of tident for tending to 
figures. AU gone now. Some folks think I'm crazy. Guess 
I am. Sit and grouch. Go to church and sing hymns. Folks 
think Fm religious. TutI Tiying to forget washing and 
inming and mending aocks. Want an office of vay own, and 
sdl things. Julius never hear of it Too late." 

Carol sat OQ the gritty couch, and sank into fear. Onild 
tius drabness of Ufe keq> up forever, then? Would she some 
day so despise hersdf £xA her ndg^ibora that she too would 
mJk Main Street an old skinny eccentric woman in a mangy 
cafs^or? As she crept home she felt that the trap had 
fiMlly dosed. She went into the house, a frail small womui, 
atiH winsome but hopeless of eye as she staggered with the 
veig^ of the drowsy boy in her arms. 

She sat alone on the pordi, that eveaing. It seemed that 
Komicott had to make a professional adl on Mrs. Dave 
JDyer« 

Under the stilly bou^ and the black gau2se of dusk the 
street was medied in silence. There was but the hum of 
motor tires crundiing the road, the creak of a rocker on the 
Howlands' porch, the slap of a hand attacking a mosquito^ a 
beat-weary amversation starting and dying, the precise rhythm 
of crickets, the thud of moths against the screen — sounds that 
were a distilled sflence. It was a street beyond the fnd of J<te 
ifSddrb&jfODd the bouncEH^ oFEc^. "Tbou^^ she diould sit 
liere forever, no brave procession, no one who was interesting, 
would be onning by. It was tediousness made tangible, a 
street builded of lassitude and of futility. 

Myrtle Cass appeared, with Cy Bogsut. She giggM ^^ 
bounced urtien C^ tickled her ear in village love. Iley strolled 
with the half-dandng gait of lovers, kiddog their feet out side- 
ways or shuffling a dn^;ging jig, and the concrete walk sounded 
to the broken two-four rbytt^ Their voices had a dusky 
twbulence. Suddenly, to the wc»nan rocking on the porch of 
. the doctor's hous^ the ni^t came alive, and she felt that 
everywhere in the darkness panted an ardent quest which she 
was missing as she sank baa to wait for-— There must ba 
iooiething. 
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It was at a supper of the J0II7 Seventeen in Angost tim 
Carol beard of " Elizabeth,'' from Mrs. Dave Dyer. 

Carol was fond of Maud Dyer, because she had been partioi- 
larly agreeable lately; had (diviously repented of the nervous 
distaste which she had once shown. Maud patted her hand 
when they met, and asked about Hugh. 

Kennicott said that he was '^kind of sorry for the giil, 
some ways; she's too dam emotional, but stOl, Dave is sort 
of mean to her." He was polite to poor Maud ^riien tbqr 
all went down to the cottages for a swim* Caxci was proud of 
that synipathy in him, and now she took pains to sit with dieir 
new friend. 

Mrs. Dyer was bubbling, '' Oh, have you folks heard about 
this young fellow that's just come to town that the bqys caO 
'Elizabeth'? He's working in Nat Hicks% tailor shop. I bet 
he doesn't make d^teen a week, but myl bn't he the perfect 
lady thought He talks so refined, and oh, the lugs he puts 00 
— belted coat, and piqu6 collar with a gold pin, and socks 
to match his necktie, and honest— you won't believe this, but 
I got it strai^t— this fellow, 3rou know he's sta3ring at Mrs. 
Gurrey's pimk old boarding-house, and they say he asked Mrs. 
Gurrey if he ought to put on a dress-suit for stqpperl Imaginel 
Can you beat that? And him nothing but a Swede tailor— Erik 
Valborg his name is. But he used to be in a tailor shop 
in Minneapolis (they do say he's a smart needle-pusher, at 
that) and he tries to let on that he's a regular city fdlow. 
They say he tries to make people think he's a poet— carries 
books around and pretends to read 'em. Myrtle Cass says 
she met him at a dance, and he was mooning around all 
OV& the place, and he asked her did she like flowers and 
poetry and music and everything; he ^ided like he was a 
regular United States Senator; and Myrtle— she's a devil, that 
girl, hal ha! — she kidded him along, and got him going, and 
honest, what d^ou think he said? He said he didn't find anr 
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intenectual companionship in this town. Can you beat it? 
Imaginel And him a Swede tailorl Myi And they say he's 
the most awful mdlycoddle — ^looks just like a girl. The boys 
call him 'Elizabeth/ and they stop him and ask about the 
books he lets on to have read, and he goes and tells them, and 
they take it all in and jolly him terribly, and he neva: gets 
onto the fact they're kidding him. Oh, I think it's just too 
funnyl " 

The Jolly Seventeen lauded, and Card lauded with them. 
Mrs. Jack Elda: added that this Erik Valborg had confided 
to Mr^. Gurrey that he would "love to design dothes for 
women." Imaginel Mrs. Harvgr Dillon had had a glimpse 
of him, but honestly, she'd thought he was awfully hand- 
some. This was instantly controverted by Mrs. B. J. Gouger- 
ling, wife of the banker. Mrs. Gougarling had had, she re- 
ported, a good look at this Valborg fellow. She and B. J. 
had b^ motoring, and passed " Elizabeth " out by McGruder's 
Bridge. He was wearing the awfullest dothes, with the waist 
pinched in like a girl's. He was sitting on a rock doing 
nothing, but when he heard the Gougerling car coming he 
snatched a book out of his pocket, and as they went by he 
pretended to be reading it, to show off. And he wasn't really 
good-looking— just kind of soft, as B. J. had pointed out. 

When the husbands came they joined in the expose. " My 
name is Elizabeth. I'm the cdclirated musical tailor. The 
skirts fall for me by the thou. Do I get some more veal 
loaf? " morily shrieked Dave Dyer. He had some admirable 
stories about the tricks the town youngsters had played on 
Valborg. Tliey had dropped a decaying perch into his pocket. 
They had piimed on his back a sign, '^ I'm the prize boob, 
kick me." 

Glad of any laughter, Carol joined the frolic, and surprised 
them by crying, ** Dave, I do think you're the dearest thing 
since you got your hair cut I " That was an excdlent sally. 
Everybody applauded. Eomicott looked proud. 

She dedded that sometime she really must go out of her 
way to pass Hicks's shop and see this freak. 

n 

She was at Sunday morning service at the Baptist Churchy 
(n a solemn row with her husband, Hugh, Unde Whittier, 
Aunt Bessie. 
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Dtspitje Aunt Bessie's nagging the Eennicotts rasdy A 
tended dmrch. The doctor asserted, ^* Sure, reli^cm is a fins 
influence— gjot to have it to keep the lower daases in order — 
fact, it's the only thing that appeals to a lot of those f dlovs 
aiMl makes 'em respect the rights of property. And I guess this 
theology is O.K.; lot of wise old coots figured it all out, and 
they knew more about it than we do*" He bdieved in the 
Christian religion, and never thought about it; he believed 
hi the church, and sddom went near it; he was shocked by 
Card's lack of faith, and wasnt quite sure what was the 
nature of the faith that she lacked. 

Carol hersdf was an uneasy and dodging agnostic. 

When she ventured to Sunday School and heard the teadiers 
droning that the genealogy of Shamsherai was a valuable 
ethical problem for children to think about; when she ex- 
perimented with Wednesday prayer-meeting and listened to 
store-keeping elders giving their unvarying weekly testimony 
in primitive erotic symbc^ and such gory Chaldean phrases 
as *^ washed in the blood of the lamb " and '' a vengeful God "; 
when Mrs. Bogart boasted that through his bqyhood she had 
made Qy confess ni^tly upon the basis of the Ten Com- 
mandments; then Card was dismayed to find the Christian 
religion, in America, in the twentieth century, as abnormal as 
Z(H^trianism— without die splendor. But when she wait 
to church suppers and f dt the friendliness, saw the gaiety with 
which the sisters served cold ham and scalloped potatoes; 
when Mrs. Chanq> Ferry cried to her, on an afternoon call, 
" My dear, if you just knew how happy it makes you to come 
into abiding grace,^ then Carol found the humanness bdiind 
the sanguinary and alien thedogy. Always she perceived that 
the churches — Methodist, Baptist, Congregational, Catholic, 
all of them— which had seemed so unin^rtant to the judge's 
home in her childhood, so isdated from the dty struggle in 
St. Paul, were still, in Gopher Prairie, the strongest of the 
forces con^lling respectabflity. 

This August Sunday she had been tenq>ted by the announce- 
ment that the Revercsid Edmund Zitterel would preach on the 
topic " AmCTica, Face Your Froblemsl " With the great war, 
workmen in every nation showing a desire to contrd indus- 
tries, Russia hintmg a leftward revdution against Karensky, 
woman suffrage ccMning, there seemed to be plenty of problems 
tor the Reverend Mr. Zitterd to call on America to faofe 
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Oad gatfMred her family and trotted off bdiiiid Uncle 
Whittier. 

The congregation faced the heat with infcmnality. Men 
with hig^y jd^ered hair, so pamfidly shaved that their feces 
kMAed siM^, removed their coats, sig^, and nnbuttoned two 
tmttons of their nncreased Sunday vests. Large-bosomed, 
wUte-Uoused, hotHiecked, K)ectacled matrons— the Mothers 
fa Israel, pioneers and friends of Mrs. Chanq> Perry— waved 
tfadr palm-leaf fans in a steady rhythm. Abashed boys slunk 
fato the rear pews and giggled, while milky little girls, up front 
vith their mothers, self-consciously kept from turning around. 

The church was half bam and half Gopher Prairie partor. 
^The streaky brown wallpaper was brd^en in its dismal sweep 
coly l^ framed texts, ** Come unto Me ^ and ^ The Lord is 
My ^pherd," by a list of h3rmns, and by a crimson and 
green diagram, staggeringly drawn vpon hemp-colored paper, 
indicating the alarming ease with ^di a young man may 
descend from Palaces of Pleasure and the House of Pride to 
Eternal Damnation. But the varnished oak pews and the new 
red carpet and the three large chairs on the platform, behind 
the bare reading-stand, were all of a rocking-chair comfort. 

Cand was civic and ndghborly and commendable today. 
9ie beamed and bowed. She troUed out with the others the 
hymn: 

How pleasant 'tis on Sabbath morn 
To gather in the church. 
And there FU have no carnal thoufljits» 
Nor sra shall me besmirch. 

With a rustle of starched Unea skhts and stiff shirt-fronts, 
the congregation sat down, and gave heed to the Reverend 
Mr. Zitterel. The priest was a thin, swart, intense young 
man with a bang. He wore a black sack suit and a lilac tie. 
He smote the enormous Bible on the reading-stand, vociferated, 
*^ Come, let us reason together,'' delivered a prayer informing 
Almighty God of the news of the past wedL, and began to 
reason. 

It proved that the only problems which America had to 
face were Mormonism and Prohibition: 

''Don't let any of these self-conceited fellows that are 
Bhmys trjdng to stir up trouble deceive you with the bdief 
that there's anything to all these smart-aleck movements to 
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let the unions and the Farmers' Noiq)artisan League kill aA 
our initiative and enterprise by fixing wages and prices. There 
isn't any movement that amounts to a whoop without it's got 
a moral background. And let me tell you that while folks 
are fussing about what they call ' economics ' and * socialism ' 
and ' science ' and a lot of things that are nothing in the world 
but a disguise for atheism, the Old Satan is busy spreading 
his secret net and tentades out there in Utah, under Ids guise 
of Joe Smith or Brig^iam Young or whoever their leaders 
hq)pen to be today, it doesn't make any difference, and they're 
mt^king game of the Old Bible that has led this Americas 
people tb-ough its manifold trials and tribulations to its firm 
position as the fulfilment of the prophecies and the recognized 
leader of all nations. * Sit thou on my right hand till I make 
thine enemies the footstool of my feet/ said the Lord of Hosts» 
Acts II, the thirty-fourth verse — and let me tell you right now, 
you got to get up a good deal earlier in the morning than you 
get up even when you're going fishing, if you want to be 
smarter than the Lord, who has shown us the straight and nar- 
row way, and he that passeth therefrom is in eternal pail and, 
to return to this vital and terrible subject of Mormonism — and 
as I say, it is terrible to realize how little attention Is given 
to this evil ri^t hexe in our midst and on our very doorstep, 
as it were — ^it's a shame and a disgrace that the Congress o^ 
these United States spends all its time talking about incon- 
sequential financial matters that ought to be left to the Treasury 
Department, as I understand it, instead of arising in theic 
might and passing a law that any one admitting he is a Mormon 
shall simply be deported and as it were kicked out of this 
free country in which we haven't got any room for polygamy 
and the t3n'annies of Satan. 

^' And, to digress fcH* a moment, especially as there are more 
of them in this state than there are Mormons, though you 
never can tell what will liaiq>en with this vain generation of 
young girls, that think more about wearing silk stockings than 
about mincUng their mothers and learning to bake a good loaf 
of bread, and many of them listening to these sneaking Mormon 
missionaries — and I actually heard one of them taUdhg ri^t 
out on a street-comer in Duluth, a few years ago, and the 
officers of the law not protesting — but still, a« they are a smaller 
but more immediate problem, let me stop for just a moment 
to pay my respects to these Seventh-Day Adventists. Not that 
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they are immoral, I don't mean, but wben a body of men 
go on insbting that Saturday is the Sabbath, afttf Christ him- 
sdf has dearly indicated the new dispensaticm, then I think 
the legblature oug^t to step in " 

At this point Carol awoke. 

She got through three more minutes by studying the face 
of a girl in the pew across: a sensitive unhappy girl whose 
longing poured out with intimidating sdf-revelation as she w(^- 
shiped Mr. Zitterd. Card wondered who th^ girl was. She 
bad seen her at churdi suppers. She considered how many 
of the three thousand people in the town she did not know; 
to how many of Uiem the Thanatopsis and iht Jolly Seventeen 
ware icy social peaks; how many of them mig^t be toiling 
throu^ boredom thicker than her own— with greater courage. 

She examined her nails. She read two hymns. She got some 
satisfaction out of rubbing an itching knuckle. She pillowed 
on her shoulder the head of the baby who, after killing time 
in the same manner as his mother, was so fortunate as to 
fan asleep. She read the introduction, title-page, and acknowl- 
edgment of copyrights, in the hjmmal. She tried to evolve 
a philosophy which would explain why Eennicott could never 
tie his souf so that it would reach the top of the gap in his 
turn-down collar. 

There were no other diversions to be found in the pew. 
Sht glanced back at the congregation. She thou^t that it 
would be amiable to bow to Mrs. Champ Perry. 

Her slow turning head stopped, galvanized. 

Across the aisle, two rows back, was a strange young man 
who shone among the cud-chewing dtizens like a visitant from 
the sun — camber curls, low forehead, fine nose, chin smooth 
but not raw from Sabbath shaving. His lips startled her. The 
lips of men in Gopher Prairie are flat in the face, strai^t and 
grudging. The stranger's mouth was arched, die upper lip 
diort. He wore a brown jersey coat, a ddft-blue bow, a white 
silk shirt, white flannd trousers. He suggested the ocean 
beach, a tennis court, ai^thing but the sun-blistered utility 
of Main Street. 

A visitor from Minneapolis, here for business? No. He 
?Fasn't a business man. He was a poet. Eeats was in his face, 
and Shelley, and Arthur Upson, whom she had once seen in 
Minneapolis. He was at once too sensitive and too sophis- 
ticated to touch business as she knew it in Gopher Pnurie. 
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With restrained amusement he ^was analyzing the noisy Ifr* 
Stterd. Carol was ashamed to have this spy from the Great 
World hear the pastor^ maundering. She fdt responsible lor 
the town. She resented his gaping at their private rites. 
She flushed, turned away. But she continued to feel his 
presence. 

How could she meet him? She mnstl For an hour ci talk. 
He was all that she was hungry for. She could not let 
him get away without a word — and she would have to. She 
pictured, and ridiculed, hersdf as walldng up to him and 
remarking, ^ I am sick with the Village Virus. Will jrou please 
tdl me what people are sajdng and playing in New York? '^ 
She pictured, and groaned over, the expression of Kennioott 
if she should say, ** Why wouldn't it be reasonaUe for you, ray 
soul, to ask that complete stranger in the brown jers^ coat to 
come to supper tonight? ^ 

She brooded, not looking back. She warned herself that 
she was probably exaggerating; that no young man could have 
aU thoe eialted qualities. Wasn^ he too obviously smart, 
too glossy-new? Like a movie actor. Probably he was a 
travding salesman who sang tenor Bnd fancied himsdf hi 
imitations of Newport dotte and spoke of ^tiie swdlest 
business proposition that ever came down the pike.'' In a 
panic she peored at him. Noi This was no hustling salesman, 
this boy with the curving Grecian lips and the serious eyes. 

She rose after the sorice, carefully taking Kennicott's arm 
and smiling at him in a mute assertion that she was devoted 
to him no matter what happened. She followed the Afystery^ 
soft brown jersey shoulders out of the church. 

Fatty Hi^, the shrill and puffy son of Nat, flapped hb 
hand at the beautiful stranger and je^ ed, " How's the kid? 
M dolled up like a plush horse today, ain't wel " 

Carol was exceeding sick. Her herald from the outside 
was Erik Valborg, " Elizabeth." Apprentice tailor! Gasdhne 
and hot goose! Mending dirty jackets! Respectfully holdhig 
a tape-measure about a paunch! 

And yet, she insisted, this boy was also himsdf. 

in 

They had Sunday dinner with the Smafls, in a dininig*fOQai 
wbkh centered about a fruit and flower piece and a crayun- 
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eni a r g ttne m of Unde Whittier. Card (fid not heed Avtt 
Bessie's fussing in regard to Mrs. Robert B. Sduninke^ bead 
nrrkhtfe and Whittier's error in putting on the striped pants, 
day like this. She did not taste the shreds of roast pork. She 
0aid vacuously: 

^ Uh—Will» I wonder if Oat young man in the iriiite flanad 
tiOQsers, at church this monnng, was this Valborg person that 
tfiey^e all talking about? " 

^ Yump. That's him. Wasn't that the damdest get-up he 
had cml " Kennkott scratched at a iriiite smear on his hard 
gfBy deeve. 

^It wasn't so bad I wonder where he comes from? He 
seems to have lived in cities a good deaL Is he from the 
East?" 

<< The East? Him? Why, he comes from a farm rif^t up 
north here, just this side of Jefferson. I know his father 
di^^tly— Adolph Valborg— Qn;>ical cranio old Swede farmer.'' 

"Oh, reaUy? " blandly. 

" BeUeve he has lived in Minneapolis for quite some time, 
Ooug^ Learned his trade there. And I will say he's brig^ 
some ways. Reads a lot Pollock says he takes more books 
out of the library than anybody else in town. Huhl He's 
Und of like you in that! " 

The Smails and Eennicott laughed very much at this sly 
}est Unde Whittier seized the conversation. ^ That fdbw 
that's working for Hidu? Milksop, that's what he is. Makes 
me tired to see a young fdlow that oug^t to be in the war, 
OT anyway out in the fidds earning his living honest, like 
I done when I was young, doing a woman's work and then 
come out and dress vp like a show-actorl Why, when I was 
liisage " 

Carol reflected that the carving-knife would make an 
dcdlent dagger with which to kill Uncle Whittier. It would 
slide in easily. The headlines would be terrible. 

Kennicott said judiciously, ^' Oh, I don't want to be unjust 
tohlnu I bdieve he took his physical examination for military 
service. Got varicose veins— not bad, but enough to disqualify 
jdm. Thou^ I will say he doesn't look like a fellow that 
woidd be so awful dam crazy to poke his bayonet into a 
Hun's guts." 

"Willi Please!'* 

^Wdl,hedont. Looks soft to me. And th^r si^ he told 
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Dd Snafflin, when he was getting a hair-cut on Satordayy tint 
he wished he could play the piano.'' 

*' Isn't it wonderful how mudi we all know about one another 
in a town like this," said Carol innocently. 

Kmnicott was suspicious, but Aunt Bessie, serving the float* 
Ing island pudding, agreed, '* Yes, it is wonderful. Folks can 
get away with all sorts of meannesses and sins in these ter- 
rible dtieSy but they can't here. I was noticing this tailor 
fellow this morning, and when Mrs. Riggs offered to share her 
hymn-book with him, he shook his head, and all the while we 
was singing he just stood there like a bump on a log and never 
opened his mouth. Everybody says he's got an idea that 
he's got so much better manners and all than what the rest 
of us have, but if that's what he calls good manners, I want to 
knowl" 

Carol again studied the carving-knife. Blood on the white 
Hess of a tablecloth might be gorgeous. 

Then: 

'' Fool I Neurotic inqpossibilistl Tdling yourself orchard 
fairy-tales— at thirty. . . . Dear Lord, am I really /Air^jff 
Tbat boy can't be more than twenty-five.^ 

IV 

She went calling. 

Boarding with the Widow Bogart was Fern Mullins, a girl 
df twenty-two who was to be teacher of English, French, and 
gymnastics in the high school this coming session. Fern 
Mullins had come to town early, for the six-weeks normal 
course for country teachers. Carol had noticed her on the 
street, had heard almost as much about her as about Erik 
Valborg. She was tall, weedy, pretty, and incurably rakish. 
Whether she wore a low middy coUar or dressed reticently 
for school in a black suit with a high-necked blouse, she was 
airy, flippant. ''She looks like an absolute totty," said all 
ihe Mrs. Sam Clarks, disapprovingly, and all the Juanita Hay* 
docks, enviously. 

That Sunday evening, sitting in baggy canvas lawn-chairs 
beside the house, the Kennicotts saw Fern laug^iing with Cy 
Bogart who, though still a junior in high school, was now 
a lump of a man, only two or three years younger than Fern. 
Cy had to go downtown for weighty matters competed with the 
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pool-parlor. Fan drooped on the Bogart porch, her chin in 
her hands. 

'' She looks lonely/' said Kennicott. 

** She does, poor soul. I believe VH go over and speak to 
her. I was introduced to her at Dave's but I haven't called." 
Carol was slipping across the lawn, a white figure in the dim- 
ness, faintly bru^iing the dewy grass. She was thinking of 
Erik and of the fact that her feet were wet, and she was casual 
in her greeting: '' Hellol The doctor and I wondered if you 
were lonely." 

Resentfully, " I ami ^ 

Qu^l concentrated on her. ^ My dear, you sound so! I 
know how it is. I used to be tired when I was on the job— 
I was a litoirian. What was your college? I was Blodgett." 

More interestedly, ^I went to the U." Fern meant the 
University of Minnesota. 

^ You must have had a splendid time. Blodgett was a bit 
dun." 

^ Where were you a librarian? " challengingly. 

" St. Pan!— the main library." 

^ Honest? Oh dear, I wish I was back in the GtiesI This 
k my first year of teaching, and I'm scared stiff. I did have 
the best time in college: dramatics and basket-ball and fussing 
and dandng — ^I'm simply cnuy about dancing. And here, 
except when I have the Uds in gymnasium dass, or when I'm 
chaperoning the basket-ball team on a trip out-of-town, I won't 
dare to move above a whispo*. I guess they don't care much 
if you put any pep into teaching or not, as long as you look 
like a Good Influence out of school-hours— and that means 
never doing anything }^u want to. This normal course is 
bad enough, but the regular school will be fierce! If it wasn't 
too late to get a job in the Cities, I swear I'd resign here. 
I bet I won't dare to go to a single dance all winter. If I cut 
loose and danced the way I lO^e to, they'd think I was a 
perfect hellion— poor harmless met Oh, I oughtn't to be 
talking like this. Fern, you never could be cageyl " 

"^ Don't be frightened, my dear I . . . Doesn't that 
aound atrociously old and khidl I'm talking to you the way 
Mrs. Westlake talks to met Thaf^ having a husband and a 
kitdien range, I suppose. But I fed young, and I want to 
dance like a--like a hellion?— too. So I sympathize." 

Fein made a aound of gratitude. Carol inquiredy ''What 
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eiperieiice did ytm have with ooOege dmnatics? I tried to 
start a kind of Little Theater here. It was dreadfuL I mart 
tdl you about it "^ 

Two hours fatter, when Kennicott came over to greet Fern 
and to jrawn, '' Look here, Carrie, dont you suppose 3rou better 
be thinking about turning in? IVe got a hard day tonmrow,* 
the two were talking so intimate diat they constantly inter- 
nqpted each other. 

As she went respectably hom^ convoyed by a husband, and 
decorously holding up har skirts, Card rejoiced, ^ Eveiything 

has changedl I have two friends, Fern and But w4io^ 

the other? That's queer; I though thore was (Xi, how 

absurd!'' 



She often passed &ik Valborg on die street; the brown 
jersey coat became unremarkable. When she was driving widi 
Komicott, in early evening, she saw him on the lake ah<ve, 
reading a thin book which might easfly have been poetry. She 
noted that he was the only person in the motCHized town who 
sdll took long walks. 

She told hersdf that she was Ae daughter of a judge, the 
wife of a doctor, and that she did not care to know a capering 
tailor. She told hersdf that she was not responsive to men 
. • . not even to Percy Bresnahan. She told hersdf 
that a woman of thirty lAo heeded a boy of twenty-five was 
ridiculous. And on Friday, when she had convinced hersdf 
that the errand was necessary, she went to Nat Hicks's shop, 
hairing the not very romantic burden of a pair of her husband^ 
trousers. Hicks was in the back room. She face^ the GreA 
god who, in a some?diat ungodlike way, was stitdiing a cost 
on a scaley sewing-machine, in a room of smutted plaster walb. 

She saw that his hands were not in keq)ing with a Hellenic 
face. They were thick, roug^iened with ne^e and hot iron 
and plow-handle. Even in the shop he persisted in his finefy. 
He wore a silk shirt, a topaz scarf, thin tan shoes. 

This she absorbed wUle she was saying curtly, ''Can I 
get these pressed, please? " 

Not rising from the sewing-machine he stuck out his hand, 
mumbled, '' When do you want them? " 

''Oh, Monday." 
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The advciitiire ma over. She was marrMng o«t 

"^ What name? "" he called after her. 

He had risen and, despite the farcicality of Dr. WO, Kemii- 
cott's bulgy trousers draped over his arm, he had the grace 
of a cat. 

*' Kennicott'' 

^Kennicott Otk\ Ohsay^yoa'toMrs.Dr.Keoiiicott then, 
aren't you? " 

'' Yes.'' She stood at the door. Now that she had carried 
out her prq[)osterous impulse to see what he was like, she was 
ooldy she was as ready to detect familiarities as the virtuous 
Hiss Ella Stowbody. 

^' I've heard about you. Myrtle Cass was saying you got 
up a dramatic dub and gave a dandy play. I've dways widied 
I had a chance to bdong to a LitUe Theater, and give some 
European plays, or whiimical like Barrie, or a pageant." 

He pronounced it ^pagent "; he rhymed ** peg " with "rag.'* 

Carol nodded in the manner of a lady being kind to a tracks- 
man, and one of her sdves sneered, " Our Erik is indeed a lost 
John Keats." 

He was appealing, " Do you suppose it would be possible 
to get up another <£amatic dub this coming fall? " 

" Wdl, it mi^t be worth thinking of." 9ie came out of 
her several conflicting poses, and said sincerdy, ^ There*^ a new 
teacher, Miss Mullins, who migiht have some talent. That 
would make three of us for a nudeus. If we could scrape up 
half a <fozen we mig^t give a real play with a small cast Have 
you had any experience? " 

" Just a bum dub that some of us got iq> in Minneapolis 
irilien I was working there. We had one good man, an intoior 
decoraUx*— jbaybe he was kind of sis azxi eff^ninate, but he 

really was an artist, and we gave one dandy play. But I 

Of course I've alwajrs had to work hard, and study by mysdf, 
and I'm probably sloppy, and I'd love it if I had training in 
rehearsing— I mean, the crankier the director was, the better 
I'd like it. If you didn't want to use me as an actor, I'd love 
to ^sign the costumes. I'm cnuy about fabrics — ^textures 
and colors and designs." 

She knew that he was trjong to keep her from going, trjring 
to indicate that he was something more than a person to whom 
one brought trousers for pressing. He besought: 

^ Some day I hope I can get away from thb fool npairing, 
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when I have the money saved up. I want to go East and work 
for some big dressmaker^ and study art drawing, and become 
a high-class designer. Or do you think that's a kind of fiddlin' 
ambition for a fellow? I was brou^t up on a faim. And then 
monkeyin' round with silks! I don't know. What do you 
think? Myrtle Cass says you're awfully educated." 

'' I am. Awfully. Tell me: Have the boys made fun of 
your ambition? " 

She was seventy years old, and sexless, and more advisory 
than Vida Sherwin. 

" Well, they have, at that. They've jollied me a good deal, 
here and Minneapolis both. They say dressmaking is ladies' 
work. (But I was willing to get drafted for the war I I tried 
to get in. But they rejected me. But I did try ! ) I thou^t 
some of working up in a gents' furnishings store, and I had 
a chance to travel on the road for u dothing house, but some- 
how — ^I hate this tailoring, but I can't seem to get enthusiastic 
about salesmanship. I keep thinking about a room in gray 
oatmeal paper with prints in very narrow gold frames — or 
would it be better in white oiamd paneling?--but anyway, it 

looks out on Fifth Avenue, and I'm designing a sumptuous ^ 

He made it '' sunq>-too-ous " — ^^ robe of linden green chiffon 
over dodi of goldl You know— tileul. It's d^ant. • . . 
What do you think? " 

''Why not? What do you care for the opimon of dty 
rowdies, or a lot of farm boys? But you mustn't, you really 
mustn't, let casual strangers like me have a chance to judge 
you." 

" Well You aren't a stranger, one way. Myrtle Caas 

— ^Miss Cass, should say— ^e's spoken about you so often. I 
wanted to call on you— ajid the doctor— but I didn't quite 
have the nerve. One evening I walked past your house, but 
you and your husband were talking on the porch, and 3rou 
looked so chummy and happy I didn't dare butt in." 

Maternally, ''I think it's extremely nice of you to want 
to be trained in — ^in enundation by a stage-director. Perhaps 
I could hdp you. I'm a thoroughly sound and uninspired 
schoolma'am by instinct; quite hopelessly mature." 

" Oh, you aren't either t " 

She was not very successful at accepting his fervor with the 
air of amused woman of the world, but she soimded reasonably 
impersonal: '' Thank you. Shall we see if we really can get 
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i^> a new dramatic dub? Ill tell you: Come to the house this 
eveningy about eig^t. lU ask Miss Mullios to come ova:, and 
well talk about iU" 



VI 

'' He has absolutely no sense of humor. Less than Will. But 

hasn't he What is a ' sense of humor ' ? Isn't the thing 

he lacks the back-slapping jocosity that passes for humor here? 

Anyway Poor lamb, coaxing me to stay and play with 

himi Poor lonely Iambi If he could be free from Nat Hickses, 
from pec^le who say ' dandy ' and ' btmi/ would he develop? 

'' I wonder if Whitman didn't use Brooklyn back-street slang, 
as a boy? 

''No. Not Whitman. He's Keats— sensitive to silken 
things. ' Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes as are the 
tiger-moth's deq>-damask'd wings.' Keats, here! A bewildered 
spirit fallen on Main Street. And Main Street lau^ till it 
aches, giggles till the ^irit doubts his own self and tries to give 
up the use of wings for the correct uses of a ' gents' furnishings 
store.' Gopher Prairie with its celebrated eleven miles of 
cement walk. ... I wonder how much of the cement 
is made out of the tombstones of John Keatses? " 

vn 

Kennicott was cordial to Fern Mullins, teased her, told her 
he was a "great hand for running off with pretty school* 
teachers," and promised that if the ^ool-board should ^ject 
to her dancing, he would ** bat 'em one over the head and tdl 
'em how luc^ they were to get a girl with some go to her, for 
once." 

But to Erik Valborg he was not cordial. He shook hands 
loosdy, and said, '' H' are yuh." 

Nat Hicks was socially accq>table; he had been here for 
years, and owned his shop; but this person was merely Nat's 
workman, and the town's principle of perfect democracy was 
not meant to be applied indiscriminately. 

The conference on a dramatic dub theoretically included 
Kamicott, but he sat back, patting yawns, conscious of Fern's 
ankles, smiling amiably on die children at their sport. 

Fern wanted to tell her grievances; Carol was sulky every 



Digitized by 



Google 



MO MAIN STREET 

time she thoni^t of ^ The Girl from Xankakfif **; it ms 
who made suggestions. He had read with astounding breadth, 
and astounding lack of judgment. His voice was sensitive to 
HquidSy but he overused the word ''glorious.'^ He mispro- 
nounced a tenth of the words he had from books, but he knew 
it He was insistent, but he was shy. 

When be demanded, '' Td like to stage ' Soppcessed Desires,' 
by Cook and Miss (Saspeli," Carol ceased to be patroniziqg. 
He was not the yeamer: be was the artist, sure of hb visioo. 
^ I'd make it simple. Use a big window at the back, with a 
cydorama of a blue that would sinq)ly hit you in the eye^ 
and just one tree-brandi, to suggest a park bek>w. Pot the 
breakfast taUe on a dais. Let the odors be kind of ar^ and 
tea-roomy — orange chairs, and orange and blue table, and blue 
Tapanese breakfast set, and some place, one big flat smear oi 
black— bang! Oh. Another play I wish we could do is Tenny- 
son Jesse's ^The Black Mask.' IVe never seen it but 

Glork)US ending, where this woman looks at the man with his 
bee all blown away, and she just gives one horrible scream.'* 

'^ Good Ciod, is that your idea of a j^orious ending? " bayed 
Kennicott 

'' That sounds fiercel I do love artistic things, but not llie 
horrible ones," moaned Fetn Mullins. 

Erik was bewOdered; glanced ^t Carol. She nodded loyal^^ 

At the end of the conference th^ had decided notlung. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 



She bad walked up tlie railroad track with Hug^ this Smiday 
afternoon. 

She saw Erik Valborg ooimng, in an ancient higbwater sint, 
tnuiping sullenly and alone, striking at the raib with a stidL 
For a second she unreasoningly wanted to avoid him, but die 
kept on, and she serenely talked about God, whose voice, Hu|^ 
asserted, made the humming in the telegraph wires, ^k 
stared, straightened. They greeted each other with '' Hello." 

<< Hugh, say how-do-you^ to Mr. Valborg." 

^ Oh, dear me, he's got a buttcm uid)uttiMied," worried Erik, 
kneeling. Carol frowned, then noted the strei4;th with whidi 
be s?nmg the baby in the air. 

" May I walk along a piece with you? " 

^Fmtired. Let's rest oo those ties. Then I must be trotting 
bsck." 

They sat on a heap of discarded raihoad ties, oak logs 
spotted with dnnamon-colored dry-rot and marked with me- 
tallic brown streaks where iron plates bad rested. Hu|^ 
learned that the pfle was the hiding^lace of Injuns; he went 
gimning for them while the ^lera talked of uninteresting 
things. 

Tlie tdq;raph wy» thrummed, thrummed, thrummed above 
than; the raib were {faring hard lines; the goldenrod smelted 
dusty. Across the tnuJL was a pasture of dwarf dover and 
tpeise lawn cut by earthy cow-paths; beyond its pladd narrow 
green, the rou^ immensity of new stubble, jagged with wheat- 
stacks like huge i»neapples. 

Erik talked of books; flamed like a recent convert to any 
faith. He exhibited as many titles and authors as possible, 
halting only to appeal, '^ Have you read his last book? Don't 
yoo think he's a terribly strong writa*? " 

She was dizzy. But when he insisted, ^'You've been a 
librarian; tdl me; do I read too much fiction? " she advised 
Urn loftily, rather discursivdy. He had, she indJcated, 

Ml 
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studied. He had skipped from one emotion to another. Es* 
pedaily — she hesitated, then flimg it at him — he must not guess 
at pronunciations; he must endure the nuisance of stopping to 
reach for the dictionary. 

'' I'm talking like a cranky teacher," she sighed. 

'' Nol And I will studyl Read the damned dictionary rig^t 
through." He crossed bis legs and bent over, clutching hb 
ankle with both hands. ^' I know what you mean. I've b^n 
rushing from picture to picture, like a kid let loose in an art 
gallery for the first time. You see, it's so awful recent that 
I've found there was a world— well, a world where beautiM 
things coimted. I wad on the farm till I was nineteen. Dad 
is a good farmer, but nothing else. Do you know why he first 
sent me off to learn tailoring? I wanted to study drawing, 
and he had a cousin that'd made a lot of money tailoring out 
in Dakota, and he said tailoring was a lot like drawing, so bo 
sent me down to a punk hole called Curlew, to work in a 
tailor shq;>. Up to that time I'd only had three months' school- 
ing a year — ^walked to school two miles, throu^ snow up to 
my knees — and Dad never would stand for my having a sing^ 
book ejLcept schoolbooks. 

" I never read a novd till I got ^ Dorothy Vernon of Haddon 
Hall' out of the library at Curlew. I thought it was the 
loveliest thing in the worldl Next I read ^ Barriers Burned 
Away' and dien Pc^'s translation of Homer. Some com- 
bination, all rightl When I went to Minneapolis, just two 
years ago, I guess I'd read pretty much everything in that 
Curlew library, but I'd never heard of Rossetti or John Sargent 

or Balzac or Brahms. But Yiunp, 111 study. Lookherel 

Shall I get out of this tailoring, this pressing and rq>airing? " 

" I don't see why a surgeon should spend very much time 
cobblmg shoes." 

^' But what if I find I can't really draw and design? After 
fussing around in New York or Chicago, I'd feel like a fool 
if I bad to go back to work in a gents' furnishings storel " 

" Please say * haberdashery.' " 

'' Haberda^eiy? All right. Ill remember." He shrugged 
and spread his fingers wide. 

She was humbled by his humility; she put away in her 
mind, to take out and worry over later, a speculation as to 
whether it was not she who was naive. She urged, ''What 
U you do have to go back? Most of us dol We can't aU 
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be artists — ^myself, for instance. We have to dam socks, and 
yet we're not content to think of nothing but socks and darning* 
cotton. I'd demand all I could get — ^whether I finally settl^ 
down to designing frocks or building temples or pressing pants. 
What if you do drop back? Youll have had the adventure. 
Don't be too meek toward life! Gol You're young, you're 
unmarried. Try everything! Don't listen to Nat Hicks and 
Sam Clark and be a ' steady young man ' — ^in order to help 
them make money. You're still a blessed innocent. Gk> and 
play till the Good People capture you! " 

*' But I don't just want to play. I want to make something 
beautiful. God! And I don't know enough. Do you get it? 
Do you understand? Nobody else ever has! Do you under* 
^tand?" 

"Yes.^ 

''And so-^— But here's what bothers me: I like fabrics; 
^Bnky things like that; little drawings and elegant words. Bui 
took over there at those fidds. Big! New! Don't it seem 
kind of a shame to leave this and go back to the East and 
Europe, and do wbat all those people have been doing so long? 
Being careful about words, when there's millions of bushels of 
wheat here! Reading this fellow Pater, when I've helped Dad 
to dear fidds! '' 

'' It's good to dear fidds. But it^s not for you. It's one 
<rf our favorite American m3rths that broad plains necessarily 
make broad minds, and hi^ mountains make high purpose. 
I thought that mysdf , when I first came to the prairie. ' Big — 
new.' Oh, I don't want to deny the prairie future. It will 
be magnificent. But equally I'm hanged if I want to be bullied 
by it, go to war on behalf of Main Street, be bullied and bullied 
by the faith that the future b already here in the present, and 
that all of us must stay and worship wheat-stacks and insist 
that this is * God's Country '—and never, of course, do any- 
thing ori^nal or gay-colored that would hdp to inake that 
future! Anyway, you don't bdong here. Sam Gark and Nat 
fficks, that's what our big newness has produced. Go! Before 
it's too late, as it has been for — for some of us. Young man, 
go East and grow up with the revolution! Then parhaps you 
may come back and tdl Sam and Nat and me what to do with 
the land we've been dearing— if we'll listoi— if we don't lynch 
you first! " 

He lodLed at her revereotbr. She could hear him sayings 
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^Vye ahntys wanted to know a woman n^ would ta& ta 
me like that'' 

Her hearing was fonlQr. He was saying nothing of the sotL 
He was saying: 

'' Why arent yon happy with your htidband? ^ 

«I_yoii » 

'' He doesn't care for the ' blessed innocent ' part of yoi^ 
doeshel'' 

« Erik, yon mustn't ^ 

" First you tdl me to go and be free, and then yoo say (hat 
I'mustntM** 

^ I know. But you mustn't You must be more im- 
personal! " 

He glowered at ha: like a downy young owl. She waan^ 
sure but she thought that he muttered, '^ I'm damned if I wiU." 
She omsidered with wholesome fear the perib of meddling with 
other people's destinies, and she said timklly, '^ Hadn't we 
better start back now? " 

He mused, '^ You're younger than I am. Your lips are for 
songs about rivers in the morning and lakes at twiUgjbt. Idont 
see how anybody could ever hurt yoo. • . • Yes. We 
better go." 

He trudged beside her, his eyes averted. Hug^ eqwi- 
mentally took his thumb. He lodged down at the baby serir 
ously. He burst out, " All rigjit. Ill do it I'll stay here 
one year. Save. Not spend so mudi money on clothes. And 
then in go East, to art-sdiool. Vfotk on the side — tailor shop, 
dressmaker's. Ill learn what I'm good for: designing dothoi 
stage-settings, illustrating, or sdling collars to bt men. Afl 
settled." He peered at her, unsmiling. 

^ Can you stand it here in town for a year? " 

"With you to look at?" 

" Pleasel I mean: Don't the people here think you'^ an 
odd bird? (They do me, I assure youl ) " 

" I dont know. I never notice much. Oh, they do kid me 
about not being in the army— ^especially the old warhorses, the 
old men that aren't going themselves. And this Bogart bpy. 
And Mr. Hicks's son---he^ a horrible brat But probabfy be'ft 
licensed to say what he thinks about his father's hired man! " 

''He's beastly!" 

They were in town. They passed Aunt Bessie's house. Aonl 
BcMie and Mrs. Bogart were at the jmdom, and Carol aaw 
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dial they were staring so intently that they answered her wave 
oidy with the stiffly raised hands of aatomatons. In the next 
block Mrs. Dr. Westlake was gaping from her porch. Carol 
said with an embarrassed quaver: 

^' I want to nm in and see Mrs. Westlake. m8aygood43y 
here.'* 

She avoided his gres. 

Mrs. Westlake was affatde. Carol fdt that she was expected 
to espbun; and whfle she was mentally asserting that she'd 
be han{^ if she'd eq>lainy she was eq>laining: 

*' Bx^ captured that Valborg boy up the track. They be- 
came such good friends. And I talked to him for a while. I'd 
heard he was eccentric, but really, I found him quite intelligent. 
Crode, but he reads— reads almost the way Dr. Westlake does.** 

^ That*^ fine. Why does he stick here in town? What's 
this I hear about his being interested in Mjrrtle Cass? " 

^ I don't know. Is he? I'm sure he isn*tl He said he was 
quite lonelyl Besides, Myrtle is a babe in arms! '' 

'' Twenty-one if she*^ a dayl " 

''Wdll Is the doctor going to do any hunting tUa 

fan?'* 



The need of explaining Erik dragged her bad: into doubting. 
For all his ardent reading, and his ardent life, was he anything 
but a small-town youth bred cm an illiberal farm and in cheap 
taflor shops? He liad roug^ hands. She had been attnurted 
only by hands that were fine and suave, like those of her father. 
Delicate hands and resolute purpose. But this boy--powerful 
seamed hands and flabby wiU. 

^ It's not appealing weakness like his, but sane strength that 

wfl] animate tl^ Gopher Prairies. Only Does that mean 

anything? Or am I echoing Vida? Tlie world has always let 
* strong ' statesmen and soldiers— the men with strong voices^ 
take control, and what have Ae thundering boobies done? 
What is ' strength 7 

^ This classifying of peoplel I suppose taflcns differ as much 
as burglars or kings. 

^Er& frightened me when he turned on me. Of course 
he didn't mean anything, but I mustn't let him be sc personal 

^'Amaziog inmertinencel 
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*' But he didn't mean to be. 

^His hands are firm. I wonder if sculptors don't have 
thick hands, too? 

^Of course if there really is anything I can do to hdp 
the boy 

^Though I despise these people who interfere. He most 
be indepcaodent." 

m 

She wasn't altogether pleased, the week after, when Erik was 
lndq>endent and, without asking for her in^iration, planned 
the tennis tournament. It provd that he had learned to play 
in Minneapolis; that, next to Juanita Haydock, he had the 
best serve in town. Tennis was well ^x>ken of in Gopher 
Prairie and almost never played. There were three courts: 
one belonging to Harry Haydock, one to the cottages at the 
lake, and one, a roug^ field on the outskirts, laid out by a 
defunct tennis assodaticm. 

Erik had been seen in flannds and an imitation panama hat, 
playing on the abandoned court with Willis Woodf curd, the derk 
in Stowbody's bank. Suddenly he was going about proposing 
the reorganization of the tennis association, and writing names 
in a fifteen-cent note-book bought for the purpose at Dyer^ 
When he came to Carol he was so ezdted over being an 
organizo* that he did not stop to talk of himsdf and Aid>rqr 
Beardsley for more than ten minutes. He begged, *^ Will 3roa 
get some of the folks to come in? " and she nodded agreeabty. 

He pr<9)0sed an informal exhibition match to advertise the 
assodation; he suggested that Carol and himsdf, the Haydocks, 
the Woodfords, and the Dill(His play doubles, and that the 
association be formed from the gathered enthusiasts. He had 
asked Harry Haydock to be tentative president. Harry, he 
reported, had promised, '' All ri^t You bet But you go 
ahead and arrange things, and 111 O.K. 'em." Erik planned 
that the matdi ^uld be hdd Saturday afternoon, on the old 
public court at the edge of town. He was happy in h&ng, for 
the first time, part of Gopher Prairie. 

Through the wedc Caidk heard how sdect an attendanoe 
there was to be. 

Kennicott growled that he didn't care to go. 

Had he any ol:uectioo8 to her playing with Erik^ 

No; sure not; she needed the exerdae. 
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drol went to the match early. The court was in a meadow 
out on the New Antonia road. Only Erik was there. He was 
dashing about with a rake, trying to make the court somewhat 
less like a plowed field. He admitted that he had stage- 
fright at the thou^t of the coming horde. Willis and Mrs. 
Woodford arrived, Willis in home-made knidLers and black 
sneakers through at the toe; then Dr. and Mrs. Harvqr Dillon, 
peq;>le as harmless and grateful as the Woodfords. 

Carol was embarrassed and ezcessivdy agreeable, like the 
bishop's ladty trying not to fed out of place at a Baptist 
bazaar. 

They waited. 

The match was sdieduled for three. As spectators there as- 
sembled one youthful grocay derk, stopping his Ford delivery 
wagon to stare from the seat, and one solemn small boy, tug- 
ging a smaller sister who had a cardess nose. 

^' I wonder where the Haydocks are? They oug^t to show 
iq>, at least/' said Erik. 

Carol smiled oonfidently at him, and peered down the empty 
road toward town. Qidy heat-waves and dust and dusty 
weeds. 

At half-iMist three no one had come, and the grocery boy 
rductantly got out, cranked his Ford, g^lared at them in a 
disiUusioned manner, and rattled away. Tlie small boy and hit 
sister ate grass and sighed. 

The players pretended to be exhilarated by practising serv^ 
ke, but they startled at each dust-doud from a motor car. 
None of the cars turned into the meadow— nrae till a quarter 
to four, when Kennicott drove in. 

Carol's heart swelled. '' How loyal he isl Dq>end on himl 
He'd come, if nobody dse did. Even thou^ he doesn't care 
for the game. The old darlingi ^ 

Eennicott did not alight He called out, ^ Carriel Harry 
Haydock "phcmed me that they've dedded to hold the tennis 
matches, or \diatever 3^ou call 'em, down at the cottages at the 
lake, instead of here. The bundi are down there now: Hay- 
docks and Dyers and darks and everybody. Harry wanted to 
know if I'd bring you down. I guess I can take the time — 
come right back after supper." 

Before Carol could stun it all up, Erik staeanered, '^ Why, 
Haydock didn't say anything to me about the change. Of 
coarse he's the president, but ^ 
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Keaaicott kwked at him heavily, and g^ted» '^ I dcmt kaov 
a thing about it . • • Coming, Carrie? " 

'' I am notl The match was to be here, and it win be herel 
You can tdl^ Harry Haydock that he's beastly rude! ^ She 
rallied the five who had been left out, who would always be 
left out. ^' Come on! Well toss to see lAich four of us pbgr 
the Only and Original First Annual Tennis Tournament ci 
Forest Hills, Dd MontCL and Gopher Prairiel " 

''Don't know as I blame you,'' said Kennicott ^WeH 
have supper at home then? " He drove off. 

She hated him for his composure. He had ruined her de- 
fiance. She fdt much less like Susan B. Anthony as she turned 
to her huddled followers. 

Mrs. Dillon and Willis Woodford lost the toss. The others 
played out the game, slowly, painfully, stumbling on the rou|^ 
earth, muSBng the easiest shots, watched only by the small b^ 
and his sniveling sbter. Beyond the court stretched the eternal 
stubble-fields. The four marionettes, a^wardly going tfaroui^ 
exercises, insignificant in the hot sweq> of contemptuous ku^ 
were not heroic; their vmces did not ting out in the score, but 
sounded apologetic; and when the game was over they guanoed 
about as tbou^ they were waituig to be lau^ied at. 

They walked home. Carol took Erik*^ arm. Throu^ her 
thin linen sleeve she could fed the crumply warmth of his 
familiar brown jersey coat. She observed that there were 
purple and red-gold threads interwoven with the brown. She 
ranembared the first time she had seen it 

Their talk was nothmg but improvisations on the thane: 
*^ I never did like this Haydodc He just condders his own 
convenience.'' Ahead of them, the Dillons and Woodfords 
spoke of the weather and B. J. Goi:^erling's new bungalow. No 
one referred to their tennis tournament At her gate Card 
shook hands firmly with Erik and smiled at him. 

Next morning, Sunday morning, when Card was on the 
porch, the Haydocks drove vip. 

^< We didn't mean to be rude to you, dearie! ^ inq>lored 
Juanita. '' I wouldn't have you think that for anjrthing. We 
planned that Will and you should come down and have supper 
at our cottage." 

^ No. I'm sure you didn't mean to be." Carol was super- 
neighborly. '< But I do think you ou^t to apologixe to poor 
Erik Valborg. He was terribly hurt." 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 349 

''OIl VaBborg. I don't care so much what he tUnks/' 
objected Harry. ^^He's nothing but a conceited buttinsky. 
Juanita and I kind of figured he was tiying to run tUs 
tennis thing too dam much anyway." 

*^ But you asked him to make arrangements." 

'^ I know, but I dont like him. Good Lord, you couldn't 
hurt his fedings! He dresses up like a chorus man— and, 
t^ golly, he lodLS like cmel — but he^ nothing but a Swede farm 
boy, and these f oretgnecs^ they all got hides like a covqr of 
rhinoceroses." 

''But he if hurt!" 

^Wdl I dont suppose I oui^ to have gone ofE half- 
cocked, and not jollied him akmg. Ill give him a cigar. 
Hell ^" 

Juanita had been licking her Iqps and staring at Card. She 
Inlemyt ed her husband, ''Yes, I do think Harry oufi^t to 
fix it up with him. You Kifc^ him, d^^ you, Carol? " 

Over and throu^ Carol ran a fri^tened cautiousness. 
^ Like him? I haven't an f-dea. He seems to be a veiy decent 
joung man. I just felt that ^Aen he'd worked so hard on 
the {dans for the match, it was a shame not to be nice to him." 

" Maybe there's something to that," mundbled Hany ; then, 
at si^t of Komicott coming round the comer tug^g Uie red 
garden hose by its brass nozde, he roared In rdief, "What 
d' you think you're trying to do, doc? " 

Whfle Kennicott explained in detail all that he thou^t he 
was trying to do, while he rabbed his chin and gravdy stated, 
" Struck me the grass was looking kind of brown in patches — 
didn't know but what I'd give it a sprinkling," and irtiOe 
Harry agreed that this was an excdlent idea, Juanita made 
friendly noises and, behind the gQt screen of an affectionate 
smile, watched Carol's face. 



IV 

She wanted to see Erik. She wanted some one to play with! 
There wasn't even so dignified and sound an excuse as 
having Kennicott's trousers pressed; when she Inspected them, 
all three pairs looked discouraginj^y neat. ^ probably 
would not have ventured on it had she not spied Nat Hidis 
in the pool-parlor, being witty over bottle-pool. Erik was 
aiknel She fluttered toward the tailor shop, dashed into its 
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davenly heat with the comic fastidiousness of a hmmniiig Inrd 
dq^ing into a dry tiger-lify. It was after she had entered 
that she found an excuse. 

Erik was in the back room, cross-legged on a long table, sew- 
ing a vest. But he looked as thou^ he were doing this ec- 
centric thing to amuse himself. 

^' Hello. I wonder if you oouldn^ (dan a q)orts-8uit for 
me? " she said breathlesdy. 

He stared at her; he protested, *^ No, I wontl God! Fm 
not going to be a tailor with yoal ** 

'< Why, ErikI ^ she said, like a mildly shocked mother. 

It occurred to her that she did not need a suit, and that 
the order mi^^t have been hard to explain to Komicott. 

He swung down from the table. ^'I want to show yon 
something." He rummaged in the roll-top desk on whkh Nat 
Hicks kept bills, buttons, calendars, buckles, thread-diannded 
wax, shotgun shells, samples of brocade for ^ fancy vests,*^ 
fishing-re^, pornographic post-cards, shreds of buckram lin- 
ing. He puUed out a blurred sheet of Bristol board and 
anxiously gave it to her. It was a sketch for a frock. It 
was not wdl drawn; it was too finicking; the pillars in the 
background were grotesqudy squat. But the frock had an 
original back, very low, with a central triangular secticm from 
ihe waist to a string of jet beads at the neck. 

'^ It's stunning. But how it would shock Mrs. Clark! ^ 

''Yes, wouldn't itl »» 

'' You must let yoursdf go more when j^u're drawing.'' 

''Don't know if I can. I've started kind of late. But 
listen! What do you think I've done this two wei^? I've 
read almost dear through a Latin grammar, and about twenty 
pages of Caesar." 

"Splendid! You are lucky. You havent a tead^* to makt 
you artifidal." 

" You're my teachar! " 

Thare was a dangerous edge ^f personality to his vcMce. 
She was offended and agitated. She turned ha: shoulder on 
him, stared throu^^ the back window, stwfying this typiod 
center of a typiod Main Street block, a vista hidden from 
casual strollers. The backs of the chief establishments in town 
surrounded a quadrangle neglected, dirty, and incomparably 
dismal. From the front, Howland & Could*^ grocery was 
smug enough, but attached to the rear was a lean-to of stomoh 
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streaked pine lumber with a sanded tar roof— a staggering 
doubtful shed behind which was a he^> of ashes, ^lintered 
packing-boxes, shreds of excdsior, crunq>led straw-board, 
broken olive-bottles, rotten fruit, and utterly disintegrated 
vegetables: orange carrots turning black, and potatoes with 
ulca^. The rear of the Bon Ton Store was grim with blistered 
Uack-painted iron shutterSi under them a pile of once glo^ 
red shirt-bozes, now a pu^ from recent rain. 

As seal from Main Street, Oleson & McGuire's Meat Market 
had a sanitary and virtuous expression with its new tile 
counter, fresh sawdust on the floor, and a hanging veal cut 
in rosettes. But she now viewed a back room witib a home- 
made refrigerator of yeDow smeared with black grease. A man 
in an apron q)otted with dry blood was hoisting out a hard 
slab of meat 

Behind Billy's Lunch, the cook, in an apron which must 
long ago have been wUte, smoked a pipe and spat at the 
pest of sticky flies. In the center of the block, by itself, was 
the stable for the three horses of the drayman, and beside it a 
pile of manure. 

The rear of Ezra Stowfoody's bank was whitewashed, and 
back of it was a concrete walk and a three-foot square of 
grass, but the \dndow was barred, and behind the bars she 
saw Willis Woodford cramped over figures in pompous books. 
He rabed his head, jeriuly rubbed his ^es, and went badL 
to the eternity of figures. 

The backs of the other shops were an inq)ressionistic picture 
of dirty grays, drained browns, writhing heaps of refuse. 

'' Mine is a back-yard romance — ^with a journeyman tailorl ** 

She was saved from self-pity as she began to think through 
Erik's mind. She turned to him with an indignant, "It's 
disgusting that this is all you have to look at." 

He considered it. '^Outside there? I don't notice much. 
I'm learning to look inside. Not awful easyl " 

" Yes. ... I must be hurrying." 

As she walked home— without hurrying— she remembered 
her father saying to a serious ten-year-old Carol, " Lady, only 
a fool thinks he's superior to beautiful bindings, but ooily a 
double-distilled fool reads nothing but bindings." 

She was startied by the return of her father, starded by a 
sudden conviction that in this flaxen boy she had found 
the gray reticent judge who was divine love, perfect under- 
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standing. She OdiMted it, furiously denied it, reaffirmed it, 
ridiculed it. Of cme thing she was mihappilsr certain: there 
>iiras nothing of the bekved &ther image in Win Suemiioott 



She wondered lAxy she sang so often, and lAxy she fonod 
so many pleasant things — lamidi|^t seen thou^ trees on 
a cool evening, smishine on brown wood, morning sparrows, 
black sloping roofs turned to plates of sflver by moonlig^ 
Pleasant things, small friendly things, and pleasant place&--a 
field of goldenrod, a pasture by the oredL-^and suddenly a 
wealth of pleasant pe^le. Vida was lenient to Carol at the 
surgical-dressing class; Mrs« Dave Dyer flattered her with 
questions about her health, baby, cook, and opinions on die 
war. 

Mrs. Dya: seemed not to share the town^ pr^udice agaiml 
Erik. '' He's a nice-looking fellow; we must have him go ea 
one of our picnics some time/' Unexpectedly, Dave Dya* also 
liked him. The ti^t-fisted little farceur had a omf used rever- 
ence for anything that seined to him refined or clever. He 
answered Hany Haydock's sneers, '^That's all ri^t nowl 
Elizabeth may doll himself up too much, but he's smart, and 
don't you forget iti I was asking round trymg to find 
out where this Ukraine is, and dam if he didn't tdl me. 
What's the matter with his talking so polite? Hell's belb, 
Hany, no harm in being polite. There's some regidar he- 
men that are just as polite as women, prett' near." 

Carol found herself going about rejoicing, ^' How n^iborly 
the town isl " She drew up with a dismayed *^ Am I falling in 
bve with this boy? That's ridicidousi I'm merely interestol 
in him. I like to think of heipiog him to succeed." 

But as she dusted the living-room, mended a collar-band, 
bathed Hugh, she was picturing hersdf and a young artist— 
an Apollo nameless and evasive---buflding a house in the Berk- 
ihires or in \%ginia; exuberantly buying a chair with his 
first check; reading poetry together, and frequmtly bdng 
earnest over valuable statistics about labcn*; tumbling out ci 
bed early for a Sunday walk, and chattering (where K^mloott 
woukl have spawned) over bread and butter by a lake. Hti^ 
was in her pictures, and he adored the young artist, who made 
castles of chairs and rugs for hint Bqrood these playtimes 
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she saw the ^ tbiiigB I could do for Erik "—and she adimtted 
that Erik did partly makeup tiie image of her altogether perfect 
artist 

Id panic she insisted on being attentive to Eennicott, when 
he wanted to be left alone to read the new8pq>er. 

VI 

She needed new clothes. Kennicott had promised, ^' Well 
have a good trip down to the Cities in the fall, and take plenty 
of time for it, and yon can get your new g^-rags then." But 
as she examined her wardrobe she flung her andent blBidk 
vdvet frock on the floor and raged, '^ They're disgraceful 
Everything I have is falling to pieces." 

There was a new dressmaker and milliner, a Mrs. Swift- 
waite. It was said tfiat she was not altogether an devating 
influence in the way she glanced at men; that she woukl as 
soon take away a legally appropriated husband as not; that if 
there was any Mr. Swif twaite, ^ it certainly was strange that 
nobody seemed to know anythhig about himi " But s&e had 
made for Rita Gould an organdy ftock and hat to matdi 
universally admitted to be ^ too cunning for words," and the 
matrons went cautioudy, with darting eyes and excessive 
pditeness, to the rooms ipi4iich Mrs. Swiftwaite had taken in 
the old Luke Daws<m house, on Floral Avenue. 

With none of the spiritual preparaticm whidi normal^ pre- 
cedes the bu3ring of new dothes in Gq[dier Prairie, Card 
mardied into Mrs. Swiftwaite's, and demanded, '^ I want to 
see a hat, and possibly a blouse." 

In the dhigy old frrat parlor wfaidi she had tried to make 
smart with a pier glass, covers from fashion magazines, 
anemic French prints, Mrs. Swiftwaite moved smoothly sxnxmg 
the dress-dummies and hatpreM, spdte smoottily as she took 
vp a small black and red turtoi. ^* I am sure the lady wiQ| 
find this eztrondy attractive." : 

'^ It's- dreadfully tabby and smaD-towiqr," tiboug^t Car61|i 
lAile she soothed, " I dcm't bdieve it quite goes with me." 

** It's the chdcest thing I have, and I'm sure you'll find 
ft suits you beautifully. It has a great deal of cUc. Please 
tiy it on," said Mrs. Swiftwaite, more smoothly than ever. 

Carol stucUed the woman. She was as imitative as a glass 
diamond. Sbe was the more rustic in ha effort to appear 
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urban. She wore a serere hij^b-ccdlared blouse with a row of 
small black buttons, which was becoming to ha: low-breasted 
slim neatness, but her skirt was hysterically checkered, her 
chedLS were too highly rouged, her lips too sharply penciled 
She was magnificently a specimen of the illiterate divwc^e of 
forty made up to look thirty, clever, and alluring. 

While she was trying on die hat Ourd f dt very condescend- 
ing. She took it ofif, shook her head, explained with the kind 
sooile for inferiors, *^ I'm afraid it won't do, thoufi^ it's un- 
usually nice for so small a town as this." 

*' But it's really absdutdy New-YoriLtih." 

« Wen, it " 

'^ You see, I know my New York styles. I Uved in New 
York for years, besides almost a year in AkronI " 

<< You did? " Cared was polite, and edged away, and went 
home unhappily. She was wondering idiether her own airs 
were as lauj^iable as Mrs. Swiftwaite^. She put on the eye- 
glasses whidh Komicott had recently given to her for reading, 
and looked over a grocery bill. 1^ went hastOy up to hor 
room, to her mirror. She was in a mood of sdf-depredation. 
Aocuratdy or not, this was the picture she saw in the mirror: 

Neat rimless ^e-g^asses. Bbuck hair dumsOy tucked undef 
a mauve straw hat whidi would have suited a spinster. Cheeki 
dear, bloodless. Thin nose. Gentle mouth and chin. A 
modest voile blouse with an edging of lace at the neck. A 
virginal sweetness and timorousness — no flare of gaiety, no 
suggestion of dties, music, quidL laughter. 

^ I have become a small-town woman. Absolute. T^picaL 
Modest and moral and safe. Protected from life. CetUedl 
The Village Virus — the village virtuousness. My hair — just 
scrambled together. What can Erik see in that wedded spinster 
there? He does like mel Because I'm the only woman who^ 
decent to himi How long before hell wake up to me? . . • 
I've waked up to mysdf. • . • Am I as dd as— as old 
as I am? 

*^ Not really old. Become cardess. Let mysdf look tablqr. 

^'I want to diuck eveiy stitch I own. Black hair aiid 
pale dieeks — ^th^'d go with a Spanish dancer's costume- 
rose bdiind my ear, scarlet mantilla over one shoulder, die 
other bare." 

She sdzed the rouge sponge, daubed her che^, scratdied at 
her UpB with iht vermflion pendl until th^ stung, tore opes 
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bcr collar. She posed with her thin arms in the attitude of 
the fandango. She dropped them sharply. She shook her head. 
"My heart doesn't dance/' she said. She flushed as she 
fastened her blouse. 

** At least I'm much more graceful than Fern Mullins. 

*^ Heavens! When I came htxe from the CitieSi girls imitated 
me. Now I'm trying to imitate a d^ girL" 
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FlBiM If uffiiiB nsbed into the boose od a Sstorday 
early in Sq>lember ami shrieked at Csrol, ^ School starts next 
Tooday. IVe got to have one more spree before I'm arrested. 
Let's get up a picnic down the lake for diis afternoon. Wont 
yon come, Mrs. Kennicott, and the doctor? Cy Bogart wants 
to go— he^ a brat but he% lively.'' 

""I don't thhik the doctor can go," aedatdy. ''He said 
aomrrhing about having to make a oomitry call diis afternoon. 
Bnt I'd love to." 

''That's dandyl Who can we get?" 

" Mrs. Dyer nuj^ be chaperon. She^ been so nke. Aaci 
maybe Dave, if he coold get away from the store." 

"How about Erik Valborg? I think he's got lots more style 
than these town boys. Yon like him all riji^t, dont you? " 

So tiie picnic ot Cand, Fern, Erik, Cy Bc^^art, and the 
Dyers was not only moral but inevitable. 

They drove to the turdi grove on the sooth Aore of Lake 
Minnicmashie. Dave Dyer was his most downiah sdf . He 
ydped, jigg^ wore Card^ hat, dropped an ant down Femli 
badk, and when they went swimming (the women modestly 
changmg in the car with the ade cortains iq>, the men mi- 
dres^ig bdiind the bushes, constantly repeating, " Gee, hope 
we don't nm into poison ivy"), Dave ^>Iashed water on 
them and dived to dutch his wife's ankle. He infected the 
others, l&ik gave an imitation of the QttA dancers he had 
seen in vaudeville, and when thqr sat down to picnic su|)per 
q>read on a lap-robe on the grass, Cy dimbed a tree to throw 
acorns at them. 

But Carol could not frolic 

She had made hersdf young, with parted hair, sailor bloose 
and large blue bow, iPiUte canvas shoes and short linen skirt 
Her mirror had asserted that she looked exactly as she had in 
college, that her throat was smooth, her collar-bone not v^ 
noticeable. But she was under restraint When thqr 
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die enjoyed the freshness of the water but she was irritated I^ 
Cy's trickSy by Dave's excessive good spirits. She admired 
E^'s dance; he could never betray bad taste, as Cy did, and 
Dave. She waited for him to come to her. He did not come. 
By his joyonsness he had apparently endeared himsdf to 
the Dyers. Maud watched him and, after supper, cried to 
him, ** Come sit down beside me, bad boyi '^ Card winced 
at hb willingness to be a bad boy and come and sit, at his ai- 
joyment of a not very stimulating game in ndiich Maud, Dave, 
uid Cy snatched slices of cold tongue from one another's 
plated. Maud, it seemed, was sU^^t^ diz^ from the swim. 
She remarked pid>licly, *^ Dr. Eennicott has helped me so much 
by putting me on a diet,'' but it was to Erik alone that she 
gave the complete version of her peadiarity in being so sensi- 
tive, so easily hurt by the slightest aoss word, that she sinqdy 
had to have nice cheery friemls. 

Erik was nke and dieery. 

Carol assured hecsdf, ^Whatever foults I may have, I 
certain)^ couldn't ever be jealous. I do like Maud; she^ 
always so pleasant But I wonder if she isn't just a bit fond of 
fishing for men's sympathy? Playing with Erik, and her 

marrkd Wdl-- — But she loAs at him in that languish- 

ing, swooning, mid-Victorian way. DisgustingI " 

Cy Bogart lay between the roots of a big birdi, smoking his 
pipe and teasing Fern, assuring her that a wedL from now, 
when he was again a hij^i-school boy and she his teacher, he'd 
wink at her in dass. Maud I^er wanted Erik to ^ come down 
to the beach to see the darling little minnies." Carol was left 
to Dave, who tried to entertain htx with humorous accounts 
(rf EUa Stowbody's fondness for diocolatc peppermints. She 
watched Maud Dyer put her hand on Erik's shouMer to steady 
hersdf. 

'' DisgustingI " she thou^t. 

Qr Bogart covered Fern's nervous hand with his red paw, and 
when she Ixnmced with half-anger usd shrieked, " Let go, I 
tc^ youl " he grinned and waved his i»pe— a gai^^ing twenty* 
year-old satyr. 

'' DisgustingI " 

When Maud and Erik returned and the groiqdng shifted, 
Erik muttered at Carol, ^ There^ a boat on shore. Let's sk^ 
c& and have a row." 

^What will th^ tUnk?" she worried. She saw Maud 



Digitized by 



Google 



358 MAIN STREET 

Dyer peer at Erik with moist possessive eyes. ^ YesI Let's! " 
she said. 

She cried to the party, with the canonical amount of spright- 
linesSy " Good-by, everybody. Well wireless you from China." 

As the rhythmic oars plopped and creaked, as she floated 
on an unreality of delicate gray over which the sunset was 
poured out thin, the irritation of Cy and Maud slipped away. 
Erik smiled at her proudly. She considered himr-coatless, in 
white thin shirt. 9ie was conscious of his male differentness, 
of his flat masculine sides, his thin thi^, his easy rowing. 
They talked of the library, of the movies. He hummed ai^ 
«he softly sang ''Swing Low, Sweet Chariot." A breeze 
shivered across the agate lake. The wrinkled water was like 
armor damascened and polished. The breeze flowed round the 
boat in a chill current Cared drew the collar of her mid<^ 
blouse over her bare throat. 

'' Gettfaig cold. Afraid well have to go back," she said. 

'' Let's not go back to them yet Thqrll be cutting vip. 
Let's keq> along the shore." 

'' But you enjoy the ' cutting upl * Maud and you had a 
beautiful time." 

''Whyl We just walked on the shore and talked about 
flahingl" 

She was relieved, and ^>oIogetic to her friend Maud. ** Of 
coarse. I was joking." 

" 111 tell youl Let's land here and sit on the shore — that 
bunch of ha^-brush will shelter us from the wind — and watch 
the sunset. It's l&e melted lead. Just a short while! We 
don't want to go back and listen to them I " 

"No, but " She said nothing while he sped ashore. 

The ked clashed on the stones. He stood on the for¥raird seat, 
holding out his hand. They were alone, in the ripple-lapping 
sUence. She rose slowly, slowly stepped over the water in the 
bottom of the old boat. She took his hand confidently. Un- 
q>eaking they sat on a bleached log, in a russet twill^^t which 
Unted of autimm. Linden leaves fluttered about them. 

" I wish Are you cold now? " he whispered. 

" A little." She shivered. But it was not with cold. 

" I wish we could curl up in the leaves there, covered all 
up, and lie looking out at the dark." 

^* I wish we could." As thou|^ it was comf(Mtably under- 
stood that he did not mean to be taken seriously. 
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''Like what all the poets say— brown iqmiph and foun.'' 

** No. I can't be a nymph any more. Too old— — Erik, 
am I old? Am I faded and small-towny? " 

"Why, you're the youngest Your eyes are like a 

girl's. Th^'re so— wdl, I mean, like you believed every- 
thing. Even if you do teach me, I fed a thousand years older 
than you, instead of maybe a year younger." 

" Four or five years younger I " 

'' Anyway, your eyes are so innocent and your cheeks so 

soft Damn it» it makes me want to cry, somdiow, you're 

so defenseless; and I want to protect you and lliere's 

nothing to protect you againsti " 

" Am I young? Am I? Honestly? Truly? " She be- 
trayed for a moment the chikiish, mock-imploring tone that 
comes into the voice of the most serious woman when an 
agreeable man treats her as a girl; the childish tone and 
cUldish pursed-iq> lips and shy lift of the cheek. 

" Yes, you are! " 

''You're dear to beUevc it. Will— £«*/" 

'* Will you play with me? Alot?" 

"Perhaps." 

"Would you really like to curl in the leaves and watch the 
•tars swing by overhead? " 

<' I think it's rather better to be sitting herel " He twined 
bis fingers with hers. "And Erik, we must go back." 

"Why?" 

"It's somevdiat late to outline all the history of social 
cnstoml " 

" I know. We must. Are yon glad we ran away thou^^? " 

" Yes." She was quiet, patecHy sinqple. But she rose. 

He circled her waist with a brusque arm. She did not resist. 
She did not care. He was neither a peasant taOor, a potential 
artist, a social complication, nor a pml. He was himself, and 
in him, in the personality flowing from him, she was unreason- 
ingly content. In his nearness she cau£^t a new view of his 
head; the last Ugjat brought out the planes of his neck, his 
flat ruddied cheeks, the side of his nose, the depression of his 
tenq>les. Not as coy or unea^ lovers but as companions they 
walked to the boat, and he lifted her up on the prow. 

She began to talk intently, as he rowed: " Erik, you've got 
to work I You ought to be a personage. You're robbed of 
your kingdom. Fig^t for itl Take one of these corre^)onr 



Digitized by 



Google 



36d main street 

dcnoe counes is drawing— they mayn't be any good fn 
advesy but tbeyll make yon try to draw and ** 

As they reached the picnic ground she pcrcdved that it wv 
darl^ that they had been gone for a long time» 

^ What will they say? '' she wondered. 

The others greeted them with the inevitable storm of humor 
and sli£^t vexation: ^ Where the deuce do you think 3rou've 
been? " ^^ You're a fine pair, you arel ^ Erik and Carol 
looked self-consdous; failed in thdr effort to be witty. All the 
way home Carol was embarrassed. Once Cy winked at her. 
Tluit Cy, the Peeping Tom of the garage-loft, should consider 

her a f eUow-sinner She was furious and fri^tened and 

exultant by turns, and in all her moods certain that Kennicott 
would read her adventmring in her face. 

She came into the home awkwardly defiant 

Her husband, half asleep under tiie lamp, greeted her, '^ Wdl, 
weD, have nice time? ** 

She could not answer. He looked at her. But his look 
did not sharpen. He began to wind his watdi, yawning the old 
^ Wdlimi, guess it's about time to turn in." 

That was all. Yet she was not glad. She was almost disap- 
pointed. 



Mrs. Bogart caUed next day. She had a hen-like, crumb- 
pecking, diligent appearance. Her smfle was too innocent The 
pecking started instantly: 

** Cy says you had lots of fun at the picnic yesterday. Did 
you enjoy it?" 

** Oh yes. I raced Cy at swimming. He beat me badl^. 
He's so strong, isn't he! " 

" Poor boy, just crazy to get into the war, too, but 

This Erik ValbcMrg was along, wa'n't he? " 

"Yes." 

'' I think he's an awful handsome fdlow, and they say be^ 
smart Do you like him?" 

" He seems very polite." 

** Cy says you and him had a lov^ boat-ride. My, that 
must have been pleasant" 

^' Yes, except tfiat I couldn't get Mr. Valborg to say a word. 
I wanted to ask him about the suit Mr. Hicks is making for 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 361 

sy Irasband. But he insisted od singiiig; Still, it was restfd, 
floatiiig around cm the water and singing. So hapi>y and in- 
nocent Don't you think it's a shame, BIrs.Bogart, that peo[de 
in this town don't do more nice dean things like that, instead 
of all this horrible g06Sf)ing? "* 

"Yes. . . . Yes." 

Mrs. Bogart sounded vacant Her bonnet was awry; she 
was incomj^uraUy dowc^. Carol stared at her, fdt contemp- 
tuous, ready at last to rtbd against the imp, and as the rus^ 
goodwife fished again, ^Flamiin' some more picmcs?" she 
flung out, '' I haven't the sligjitest kleal Oh. Is that Hufi^ 
crying? I must run iq> to htm." 

But up-stairs she remembered that Mrs. Bogart had seen her 
walking with Erik from the raikoad trade into town, and she 
was cUUy with disquietude. 

At the Jolly Seventeen, two days after, she was effusive to 
Maud Dyer, to Juanita Haydock. She fancied that every one 
was watdiing her, but she could not be sure, and in rare strong 
moments she did not care. She could rebd against the town's 
prying now that she had something, however indistinct, for 
which to rdl>d. 

In a passionate escape there must be not only a place from 
which to flee but a place to which to flee. She had known 
that she would eM^y l^ve Gopher Prairie, leave Main Street 
and an that it signified, but she had had no destination. She 
had one now. That destination was not Erik Valborg and the 
love of Eiik. She continued to assure hersdf that ^ wasnt 
in love with Mai but merdy ^ fond of him, and interested In 
his success." Yet in him she had discovered both her need of 
3routh and the fact that youth would wdcome her. It was not 
Erik to whom she must escape, but universal and joyous youth, 
in class-rooms, ifli studios, in offices, in meetings to protest 
against Things in General. . • • But universal and joyous 
youth rather resembled Erik. 

*AI1 week she thous^t of things die widied to say to him. 
Hi^, improving things. She began to admit that she was 
londy without him. Then she was afraid. 

It was at the Baptist diurch siQ^>er, a wedL after the picnic, 
tibat she saw him again. She had gone with Kennicott and 
Aunt Bessie to the supper, which was spread on oildoth* 
covered and tresUe-supported tables in the diurch basement 
£Eik was hewing Myrtle Cass to fill o^ee cups for the wait* 
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resses. The congregation had doffed their piety. ChildreQ 
tumbled under the tables, and Deacon Pierson greeted the 
women with a rolling, ^* Where's Brother Jones, sister, where's 
Brother Jones? Not going to be with us tonight? Wdl, 
you tell Sister Perry to hand you a plate, and ms&e 'em give 
you enough oyster piel ^ 

Erik shared in the cheerfulness. He laughed with Myrtle, 
jogged her elbow when she was filling ciq>s, made deq> noock 
bows to the waitresses as th^ came up for coffee. Myrde 
was enchanted by his humor. From the other end of the room» 
a matron among matrons, Carol observed MyrUe, and hated 
her, and caught herself at it ^^ To be jealous of a wooden- 
faced vOlage girl I " But she kept it up. She detested Erik; 
gloated over his gaucheries— liis ^breaks," she called them. 
When he was too expressive, too much like a Russian dancer, 
in saluting Deacon Pierson, Carol had the ecstasy of pain in 
seeing the deacon's sneer. When, trying to talk to three girb 
at once, he dropped a cup and effeminate^ waUed, " Oh dearl " 
sha sympathized with— -and ached ova: — the insulting secret 
Ranees of the girls. 

From meanly hating him she rose to conq>assfon as she saw 
that his eyes begged every one to like him. She perceived how 
inaccurate her judgments could be. At the picnic she had 
fancied that Maud Dyer looked \xpoa Erik too sentimentally, 
and she had snarled, ** I hate these married women who cheapen 
themselves and feed on boys." But at the supper Maud was one 
of the waitresses; she bustled with platters of cake, she was 
pleasant to old women; and to Erik she gave no attention at all. 
Indeed, when she had her own supper, she joined the Kenni- 
cotts, and how ludicrous it was to siq)pose that Maud was a 
gourmet of emotions Carol saw in the fact that she talked 
not to one of the town beaux but to the safe Kennicott him- 
self! 

When Carol glanced at Erik again she discovered that Mrs. 
Bogart had an eye on her. It was a shock to know that at last 
there was something which could make ha: afraid of Mrs. 
Bogart's ^ying. 

'' What am I doing? Am I in love with Erik? Unfaithful? 
If I want youth but I don't want him — ^I mean, I don't want 
youth — enou^ to break iq> my life. I must get out of thb. 
Quick." 

She said to Kamicott on their way home, ** Willi I want to 
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nm away for a few days. Wouldn't you like to skip down to 
Chicago?'* 

"^ Still be pretty hot there. No fun in a big dty till winter. 
What do you want to go for? '' 

'^Peoplel To occupy my mind. I want stimulus." 

^'Stimulus?'' He spoke good-naturedly. '' Who's been feed- 
ing you meat? You got that ' stimulus ' out of one of these fool 
stories about wives that don't know when they^e wdl ofiL 
Stimulus! Seriously, thoug^i to cut out the jdfying, I can't 
get away.** 

^ Then why don't I run off by myself? " 

^ Why Tisn't the nxmey, you undeistand. But what 

about Hugh?" 

** Leave him with Aunt Bessie. It would be just for a few 
days." 

** I don't think much of this business of leaving kids around. 
Bad for 'em." 

«* So you don't think " 

"^ 111 ten you: I think we better stay put till after the war. 
Then well have a dandy k>ng trip. No, I don't thhik yon 
better [dan much about going away now." 

So shr was thrown at Erik. 



m 

Sbt awoke at ebb-time, at three of the morning, woke sharply 
and fully; and sharply and coldly as ha: father pronouncing 
sentence on a crud swhidler she gave judgment: 

^' A pitifid and tawdry love-affair. 

^^No ^lendOT, no defiance. A self-deceived little woman 
whispering in omiers with a pretentious little man. 

** No, he is not He is fine. Aspuing. It's not his fault. 
His eyes are sweet when he looks at me. Sweet, so sweet." 

She pitied herself that her romance should be pitiful; she 
sic^ that in this colwless hour, to this austere self, it shoukl 
seem tawdiy. 

Then, in a very great deske of rebellion and unleashing of all 
her hatreds, ** The pettier and more tawdry it is, the more blame 
to Main Street It shows how much I've been longing to escape. 
Any way out I Ai^ humility so long as I can flee. Main Street 
has done this to me. I came here eager for nobilities, ready for 
work, and now Any way out. 
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^ I came tnistiiig them. The^ beat me with rods of duDncflL 
They don^ know, they don't understand how agonizing their 
complacent duUness is. Like ants and Angost son on a wound. 

''Tawdry! Pitiful! Carol— the clean girl that used to 
walk so fasti— sneaking and tittering in diffk comers, bdng 
sentimental and jealous at drardi siqipersi " 

At breakfast-time her agonies were ni^itpUurred, and per- 
sisted only as a nervous inesohttion. 



Few of the aristocrats of the JdDy Seventeen attended the 
humble folk-meets of the Bs^tist and Methodist church siqipcrs, 
where the Willis Woodfords, the Dillons, the Champ Perrys, 
Oleson the butcher. Brad Bemis the tinsmith, and Deacon Pier- 
eon found rdease from loneliness. But all of the smart set 
went to the lawn-festivak of the Episcopal Church, and wcrt 
reprovingly polite to outsiders. 

The Harry Haydocks gave the last lawn-festival of the sea* 
son; a splendor of Japanese lanterns and card-tables and 
chidien patties and Neapolitan ice-cream. Erik was no longer 
entirely an outsidar. He was eating his ice-cream with a group 
of the people most solidly ^^ in " — ^the Dyers, Myrtle Cass, Gigr 
Pollock, the Jackson Elders. The Haydo(±s thoi^ves kept 
aloof, but the others tolerated him. He woidd never, Carol 
ianded, be one of the town pillars, because he was not ortho- 
dox in hunting and motmng and poker. But he was winning 
^^robation by his livelinesB, his gaiety— the qualities least 
inq>ortant in him. 

When the group summoned Card she made sevm^ very 
well-taken points in regard to the weather. 

Myrtle cried to Erik, ^' Come onl We don't bdong with 
these old folks. I want to make you 'quainted with the jdliest 
^rl, she comes from Wakamin, she's stajring with Mary How^ 
land." 

Carol saw him being profuse to the guest from Wakamin. 
She saw him confidentially strdling witti Myrtle. She burst 
out to Mrs. Westlake, ^^ Vdborg and Myrtle seem to have quite 
a crush on each otlusr." 

Mrs. Westlake glanced at her curiously before she mundded* 
•'Yes, don't they." 

'^Vm mad, to talk this way," Carol worried. 
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She had regained a feding of social virtue by tdlisg Joanita 
Haydod: *^ hour darling her lawn looked wiUi the Jsqxmese 
lanterns " when she saw that Erik was stalking her. Tbxmi^ 
he was merely ambling about with his hands in his pockets, 
tiiom^ be (fid not peep at her, she knew that be was calling 
ber. She sidled away from Juanita. Erik hastened to her. She 
nodded coolly (she was proud of her codness). 

** Carol! I've got a wonderfid chancel Don't know but 
what some wasrs it mig^t be better than going East to take 
art. Myrtle Cass says I dropped in to say howdy to 

Myrtle last evening, imd had quite a long talk with her fathei^ 
and he said he was hunting for a fellow to go to work in the 
flour mill and learn the whole business, and maybe become 
general manager. I know something about wheat from nqr 
farming, and I worked a couple ot months in the flbur mill at 
Curlew ^rtien I got sick of tailoring. What do you think? You 
said any work was artistic if it was done by an artist. And 
flour is so important What do you think? ^ 

"WaitI Wait!** 

This sensitive bpy woidd be veiy skilfully stamped into con- 
formity by Lyman Cass and his sallow dauj^ter; but did she 
detest the plan for this reason? ^ I must be honest* I mustn't 
tanq;)er witti his future to please my vanity." But she had no 
sure vision. She turned on him: 

^How can I decide? It's up to 3rou. Do you want to 
become a person like Lym Cass, or do you want to become a 
person like— yes, like me! Wait! Don't be flattering. Be 
honest. TUs is important." 

** I know. I am a person like you now! I mean, I want to 
ffebd." 

** Yes. We'te alike," gravdy. 

^ Only I'm not sure I can put through my schemes. I really 
cant draw much. I guess I have pretty fair taste in fabrics, but 
since I've known you I don't like to think about fussing with 
dress-designing. But as a miller, I'd have the means— j^ooks, 
piano, travel." 

^ I'm gorng to be frank and beastly. Don't you realize that 
it isn't just because her papa needs a brij^t young man in the 
mill that Myrtle is amiable to you? Can't you understand 
what shell do to you when she haa you, when die sends you to 
church and makes you become respectable? " 

He scared at her. '^ I don't know. I siq)pose so." 



Digitized by 



Google 



366 MAIN STREET 

" You are thorou^y unstable! ^ 

""What if I am? Most fish out of water are! Don't taft 
like Mrs. Bogart! How can I be anytbing but * unstaUe '-^ 
wandering from farm to taflor shop to bodes, no training^ 
nothing but trying to make bodLs talk to me! Probably IH 
fafl. Oh, I know it; probably I'm uneven. But I'm not un- 
stable in thinking about this job in the mill— and Myrtle. I 
know what I want I want you! ** 

** Please, please, oh, [dease! " 

^ I do. I'm not a schoolboy any more. I want you. If 
I take Myrtle, it's to forget you.'' 

" Please, please! " 

^ It's you that are unstable! You talk at things and pbgr 
at things, but you're scared. Would I mind it if you and I 
went off to poverty, and I had to dig ditches? I would not! 
But you would. I think you would come to like me, but j^ou 
won't admit it I wouldn't have said tlus, but when you 

sneer at Myrtle and the mill If I'm not to have good 

sensible things like those, d' j^ou think 111 be content with 
trying to become a damn dressmaker, after yout Are yoo 
fan-? Are you? " 

^ No, I siq)po8e not** 

** Do you like me? Do you? *• 

^ Yes No! Please! I can't talk aiqr more.** 

** Not here. Mrs. Haydock is looking at us." 

^ No, nor anyvdiere. O Erfk, I am fond of you, but Fn 
afraid." 

"What of?** 

*" Of Them! Of my rulers— Gopher Prairie. ... My 
dear boy, we are talking very foolishly. I am a normal wife 
and a good mother, and 3rou are— oh, a college freshman." 

" You do like me! I'm going to make you teve me! " 

She looked at him once, reckl^y, and walked away with a 
serene gait that was a disordered flij^t 

Kennicott grumbled on thehr way home, ^You and tfiis 
Valborg fellow seem qmte chummy." 

*^ Oh, we are. He^ interested in Myrtle Cass, and I was 
tdling him how nice she is." 

In her room she marvded, ^I have become a liar. I'm 
marled with lies and foggy analyses and desires— I who was 
dear and sure." 

Sie hurried into Kennicott's room, sat on the edge of his 
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bed. He Sapped a drowsy welaHning hand at her from the 
eipanse of quilt and dented pOlows. 

''Will, I really think I oug^t to trot ofiF to St Fftul of 
Qiicago or some place/' 

'' I thought we settled all that, few ni^ts ago I Wait till 
we can have a real trip." He shook himself out of his 
drowsiness. '' You might give me a good-night kiss." 

She did— dutifully. He held her lips against his for an intol- 
erable time. '* Don't you like the old man any more? " he 
coaxed. He sat up and shyly fitted his pafan about the 
slimness of her waist 

'' Of course. I like you very much indeed." Even to her* 
self it sounded flat. 9ie longed to be aUe to throw into her 
vdce the fadle passion of a U^t woman. She patted his chedc 

He sifted, ''I'm sorry you^ so tired. Seems like 

But of course you aren't very strong." 

" Yes. . . • Then you don't think— you're quite sure I 
ought to stay here in town? " 

" I tcid you sol I certainly do! " 

She crept back to her room, a small timorous figure in white. 

"I can't face Will down--demand the right He'd be 
obstinate. And I can't even go off and earn n^ living again. 

Out of the habit of it He's driving me I'm afraid of 

what he's driving me to. Afraid. 

"That man in there, snoring in stale air, niy husband? 
Could any ceremony make him my husband? 

" No. I don't want to hurt him. I want to love him. I 
can't, ^dien I'm thinking of Erik. Am I too honest — a funny 
tq>sy-turvy honesty — the faithfulness of unfaith? I wish I 
bad a more compartmental mind, like men. I'm too monoga^- 
mous — toward Enkl — ^my child Erik, who needs me. 

" Is an illicit affair like a gambling debt — demands stricter 
honor than the legitimate debt of matrimoi^, because it's not 
legally enforced? 

"That's nonsense! I don't care in the least for Erikl 
Not for any man. I want to be let alone, in a woman world — 
a world without Main Street, or politicians, or business men, 
or men with that sudden beastly hungry look, that glistening 
imfrank expression that wives know 

" If Erik were here, if he would just sit quiet and kind anl 
talk, I could be still, I could go to sleep. 

"I am 80 tired. If I could 1 
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THEDt night came unheralded. 

Kennicott was on a country call. It was cool but Caral 
huddled on the porch, rocking, meditating, rocking. The bouse 
was lonely and repdlent, and though she sighed, "I ou^ 
to go in and read— so many things to read— ou^t to go in," she 
remained. Suddenly Erik was coming, turning in, swinging 
open the screen door, touching her band. 

"ErikI'' 

** Saw your husband driving out of town. Couldn't stand 
it'' 

''Well You mustn't stay more than five minutes." 

^ Couldn't stand not seeing you. Every day, towards eve- 
ning, felt I had to see you— pictured you so dear. I've been 
good though, stajring away, haven't II " 

** And you must go on being good." 

"Why must I?" 

''We better not stay here on the porch. The Rowlands 
across the street are such window^peepers, and Mrs. Bo- 
gart " 

She did not look at him but she could divine his tremulous- 
Aess as he stumbled indoors. A moment ago the night had been 
coldly ecopty; now it was incalculable, hot, treactoous. But 
it is women who are the calm realists once they discard the 
fetishes of the premarital hunt Carol was serene as she 
murmured, " Hungry? I have some little honey-colored cakes. 
You may have two, and then you must skip home." 

" Take me up and let me see Hu{^ asleep." 

"I don't believe " 

"Just a glimpse!" 

a^eD " 

She doubtfully led tbe way to the ballroom-nursery. Tlieir 
beads close, Erik's curls pleasant as they touched her diedc, 
they looked in at the baby. Hugh was pink with slumber. 
Jie had burrowed into his pillow with such energy that it 

J68 
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almost smothering Wbl Beside it was a cdlidml 
rhmoceros; tig^t in his hand a torn incture of Old King 
Cole. 

'' Shhhl '' said Card, quite automatically. She tiptoed in 
to pat the pillow. As she returned to Erik she had a f rioidly 
sense of his waiting for her. Th^ smiled at each other. She 
did not think of Kennicott, the baby's father. What she did 
think was that some one rather like Erik, an dder and surer 
Erik, ought to be Hugh's father. The three of than would 
play — incredible imaginative games. 

'^ Caroll YouVe told me about your own romn. Let me 
peep m at it." 

^* But you mustn't stay, not a second. We must go down- 
stairs." 

** Yes " 

**WiUyoubegood?" 

^' R-reasonably! " He was pale, large-eyed, serious. 

^^ You've got to be mote thaoi reasonably good! " She fdt 
sensible and siq>erior; she was energetic about pushing open 
the door. 

Kennicott had always seemed out of place there but Erik 
surprisingly harmonized with the ^irit of the room as he 
stroked the books, ^anced at the prints. He held out his 
hands. He came toward her. She was weak, betrayed to a 
warm softness. Har head was tflted back. Her eyes wore 
closed. Har thoughts were formless but ^nany-colored. She 
felt his kiss, diffident and reverent, on her ^eUd. 

Then she knew that it was impossible. 

She shook herself. She ^>rang from him. ^ Fleaael " she 
said sharply. 

He looked at her mqdelding. 

'^ I am fond of you," she said. ^ Dont spdl everything. 
Be my friend." 

** How many thousands and millions of women must have 
said thati And now youl And it doesn't spoil everything. 
It glorifies everything." 

** Dear, I do think there's a tiny streak of fairy in you— 
whatever you do with it. Perhaps I'd have loved that once. 
But I won't It's too late. But 111 keep a fondness for you. 
In^ersonal— I will be impersonall It needn't be just a thin 
tal^ fondness. You do need me, don't you? Only you and 
n^ son need me. I've wanted so to be wantedl Once I 
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wanted love to be given to me. Now III be content if I am 
give. . . . Almost contenti 

''We wom^y we like to do things for men. Poor meni 
We swoop on you when you're defenseless and fuss over you 
and insist on reforming you. But it's so pitifully deep in us. 
Youll be the one thing in which I haven't failed. Do some- 
thing definite! Even if it's just selling cottons. Sdl beautiful 
cottons— caravans from China " 

" Caroll Stop! You do love me! " 

" I do not! It's just Can't you understand? Every- 
thing crushes in on me so, all the gaping dull people, and I look 

for a way out Please go. I can't stand any more. 

Please! " 

He was gone. And she was not relieved by the quiet of the 
house. She was empty and the house was empty and she 
needed him. She wanted to go on talking, to get this threshed 
out, to build a sane frienddbq>. She wavered down to the 
living-room, looked out of the bay-window. He was not to 
be se^. But Mrs. Westlake was. She was walking past, and 
in the li^t from the comer arc-lamp she quickly inq>ected 
the porch, the windows. Carol dropped the curtain, stood witti 
movement and reflection paralyzed. Automatically, without 
reasoning, she mumbled, " I will see him again soon and make 

him understand we must be friends. But The house is 

80 empty. It echoes so." 



Eennicott had seemed nervous and absent-minded through 
that supper-hour, two evenings after. He prowled about the 
living-room, then growled: 
'' What the dickens have you been saying to Ma Westlake? ^ 
Carol's book rattled. " What do you mean? " 
" I told you that Westlake and his wife were jealous of us, 

and here you been chmmning iq> to them and From what 

Dave tells me. Ma Westlake has been going around town saying 
you told her that you hate Aunt Bessie, and that you fixed 
up your own room because I snore, and you said Bjomstam 
was too good for Bea, and then, just recent, that you were 
sore on the town because we don't all go down on our knees 
and beg this Valborg fellow to come take supptr with us. God 
only knows what dse she says you said.'' 
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'^ It's not true, any of iti I did like Mrs. Westlake, and 
IVe caUed on her, and apparently she's gone and twisted 
everything IVe said- — " 

^ Sure. Of course she would. Didn't I tell you she would? 
She's an old cat, like her pussyfooting, hand-holding husband. 
Lord, if I was sidi, I'd rather have a faith-healer than Westlake, 
and she's another slice off the same bacon. What I can't 
understand though " 

She waited, taut 

** ^is whatever possessed you to let her pump you, bri^t 

a girl as you are. I don't care what you told her — ^we HI get 
peeved sometimes and want to blow off steam, that's natural — 
but if you wanted to keep it dark, why didn't you advertise 
it in the Dauntless, or get a meg^hone and stand on top of 
the hotel and holler, or do anything besides spill it to herl " 

^ I know. You told me. But she was so motherly. And 

I didn't have any woman Vida 's become so married and 

proprietary." 

" Well, next time you'll have bettor sense." 

He patted ha: h^, flunq>ed down behind his newspaper, 
said nothing more. 

Enemies leered through the windows, stole on har from 
the hall. She had no one save Erik. This kind good man 
Kennicott — ^he was an elder brother. It was Erik, her fellow 
outcast, to whom she wanted to run for sanctuary. Throuf^ 
her storm she was, to the eye, sitting quietly with her fingers 
between the pages of a baby-blue book on home-dressmaking. 
But her dismay at Mrs. Westlake's treachery had risen to 
active dread. What had the woman said of her and Erik? 
What did she know? What had she seen? Who else would 
join in the baying hunt? Who else had seen her with Erik? 
What had she to fear from the Dyers, Cy Bogart, Juanita, 
Aunt Bessie? What predsdy had die answered to Mrs. 
Bogart's questioning? 

All next day she was too restless to stay home, yet as she 
walked the streets on fictitious errands she was afraid of every 
person she met. She waited for them to speak; waited with 
fordixxling. She repeated, ''I mustn't ever see Erik again." 
But the words did not register. She had no ecstatic indulgence 
in the sense of guilt which is, to the women of Main Street, 
ibe surest escape from blank tediousness. 

At five, cru]iq>led in a chair in the living-room, she started 
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at the sound of the bdl. Some one opened the door. She 
indted, uneasy. Vida Sherwin charged into the room. ^Here% 
the one person I can trust! '' Carol rejoiced. 

Vida was serious but afEectiooate. She bustled at Carol 
witti, '^ Oh, there ]rou are, dearie, so ^ad V find yoo in, sit 
down, want to ta&L to you." 

Carol sat, obedient 

Vida f us^ tugged ovor a large chair and laundied out: 

''I've been hearing vague rumors you were interested in 
this Erik Valborg. I knew you couldn't be guilty, and Fm 
surer than ever of it now. Btere we are, as blocuning as a 
daisy." 

''How does a lespectaUe matron look when she feds 
guilty?" 

Carol sounded resentful. 

"Why Oh, it would show! Besides! I know that you, 

<rf an people, are the one that can appreciate Dr. Will." 

" What have you been hearing? " 

^ Nothing, resJly. I just heard Mrs. Bogart say she'd seen 
you and Valborg walkhig together a lot" Vida's chirping 

slackened. She looked at her nails. "But I suspect 

you do like Valborg. Cfb^ I don't mean in any wrong way. 
But you're young; ]rou don't know what an innocent Ukiog 
mif^t drift into. You always (vetend to be so sophisticated 
and all, but srou'^e a baby. Just because you are so innocent, 
3rou d(mt know what evfl tlx>u^ts may lurk in that fdllow^ 
brain." 

"You don't suppose Valborg could actually think about 
making love to me? " 

Her rather cheap sport ended abnqptly as Vida cried, with 
contorted face, "What do you know about the thoughts in 
hearts? You just play at reforming the world. You dont 
know what it means to suffer." 

There are two insults vdiich no human bdng will endive: 
the assertion that he hasn't a sense of humor, and the douMy 
impertinent assertion that he has never known trouble. Carol 
said furiously, " You think I don't suffer? You think Fve 
always had an easy ^ 

"No, you don't I'm going to tdl you something Fve 
never told a living soul, not even Ray." llie dam of rnressed 
imagination whidi Vida had builded for years, whidi now, 
with Raymie off at the wars, she was buildii^s again^ gave wv« 
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^ I «9— I Hked Will terribly wdl. One time at a parly— oli, 
before lie met you, of course — ^bnt we hdd hands, and we were 
80 hai^. But I didn^t fed I was reaUy suited to him. I let 
him go. Please don% think I still love himi I see now that 
Ray was predestined to be nqr mate. But because I liked hun, 
I know how sincere and pure and noble Will is, and his 

thoughts nevar straying from the path of rectitude, and 

If I gave him iq> to srou, at least youVe got to apfvedate himI 
We danced together and lauded so, and I gave him iq>, 

but This is my affairl I'm not intrudingi I see the 

phole thing as he does, because of all IVe tdd you. Maybe 
it's shameless to bare my heart this way, but I do it for him — 
for him and youl " 

Card understood that Vida believed herself to have redted 
minutely and brazenly a story of intimate love; understood 
that, in alarm, she was trying to cover har shame as she 
atrug^ed on, ^ Liked him in the most honcMrable wqr— dmply 

can't help it if I still see things through his ^es If I 

gave him up, I certainly am not beyond my rights in demanding 
that you take care to avoid even the appearance of evfl 
and " She was weefMUg; an insignificant, flushed, ungrace- 
fully weqring wraian. 

Carol could not endure it. 9ie ran to Vida, kissed her 
fwehead, comforted her witih a murmur of dove-like sounds, 
sought to reassure her with worn and hastily assembled gifts 
of words: *^ Oh, I appreciate it so much," and ^ You are so 
fine and splendid," and '^ Let me assure you there isn't a thing 
to what srou've heard," and ^(^ indeed, I do know how 
shicere Will is, and as you say, so— so sincere." 

Vida believed that she had explained many deep and devious 
matters. She came out of her hysteria like a sparrow shaking 
off rain-drops. She sat up, and tod: advantage of her victory: 

'' I don't want to rub it in, but ]rou can see for yoursdf 
DOW, this is all a result of your bdng so discontented and 
not appreciating the dear good people here. And another 
thing: People like you and me, who want to reform things, 
have to be particularly careful about appearances. Think 
how much better you can criticize conventicmal customs if you 
yourself live iq> to them, scrupulously. Then people can't 
say you're attacking them to excuse your own infractions." 

To Carol was given a sudden great phflosophical under- 
standing, an explanathm of half the cautious rdforms in his- 
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tory. '^ Yes. I've heard tbat plea. It's a good one. It sds 
revolts aside to cod. It keqn strasrs in the flodL To ivord 
it differently: * You mnst live iq> to the popular code if yon 
bdieve in it; but if you don't believe in it, then you must live 
up to it!''' 

" I don't think so at all," said Yida. vaguely. She heguk to 
Uxk hurt, and Cared let her be oracular. 



m 

Vida had done her a service; had made all agonizing seem 
80 fatuous that she ceased writhing and saw that her ^Ade 
problem was simple as mutton: she was interested in Erik^ 
aq>iration; interest gave her a hesitating fondness for him; 
and the future would take care of the event . . . But 
at night, thinking in bed, she protested, ^' I'm not a falsdy 
accused innocoit, though! If it were some one more resohile 
than Erik, a fighter, an artist with bearded surly lq»- — 
They're only in books. Is that the real tragedy, that I never 
shall know tragedy, nevar find anything but blustay com- 
plications that turn out to be a farce? 

''No one big enough or pitiful enou^ to sacrifice for. 
Tragedy in neat blouses; the eternal flame all nice and safe 
in a kerosene stove. Neither heroic faith nor haroic guilt. 
Peeping at love from behind lace curtains — on Main Street! " 

Aunt Bessie crept in next day, tried to pump her, tried to 
prime the punq> by again hinting that Kennicott might have 
&is own a&irs. Carol sna[^>ed, ''Whatever I may do, TH 
have you to understand that Will is only too safe! " 9ie 
wished afterward that she had not been so lofty. How much 
would Aunt Bessie make of " Whatevar I may do? " 

When Kennicott came home he poked at thhigs, and hemmed, 
and brought out, " Saw aunty, this afternoon. She said you 
wa'en't very polite to her." 

Carol lauf^ed. He looked at her in a puzzled way and 
fled to his newsq[>aper. 

IV 

She lay sleepless. She altematdy considered wasrs of leaving 
Kennicott, and remembered his virtues, pitied his bewildermeiit 
in face of the subtle corroding sicknesses which he could not 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 375 

dose nor cut out Didn't he pei4ia{>s need bar more than did 
flie book-solaced Erik? Stq>pose Will were to die, suddenly. 
Stqipose she never again saw him at breakfast, siloit but 
amiable, listening to her chatter. Stq>pose he never again 
played elephant for Hugh. Suppose— A country call, a 
tISppery road, his motor skidding, the edge of the road crum- 
V&igy the car turning turtle, Will pinned beneath, suffaing, 
brought home maimed, looking at har with spaniel eyes— or 
waiting for her, calling for her, while she was in Chicago, 
Imowing nothing of it Suppose he were sued by some vicious 
ahriddng woman for malpractice. He tried to get witnesses; 
Westlake spre&d lies; his friends doubted him; his sdf- 
ccmfidence was so broken that it was horrible to see the in^ 
decision of the decisive man; he was convicted, handcuffed, 

taken on a train 

9ie ran to his room. At her nervous push the door swung 
diarply in, struck a chaur. He awoke, gasped, then in a 
steady voice: *' What is it, dear? Anything wrong? " She 
darted to him, fumbled for the familiar harah bristly chedL 
How well she knew it, every seam, and hardness of bone, and 
roll of fati Yet when he si^ed, '' This is a nice visit," and 
dropped his hand on bar thin-covered shoulder, she said, too 
cheerily, '^ I thought I heard you moaning. So silly of me. 
Good nie^t, dear.'' 



She did not see Erik for a f ortnij^t, save once at church 
and once when she went to the tailor shop to talk over the 
plans, contingencies, and strat^y of Kennicott's annual cam- 
paign for getting a new suit Nat Hicks was there, and he 
was not so deferential as he had been. With unnecessary 
jauntiness he chuckled, ''Some nice flannels, them samples, 
hdi? " Needlessly he touched bar arm to call attention to the 
fashion-plates, and humorously he glanced from her to Erik. 
At home she wondared if the little beast mij^t not be sug- 
gesting himsdf as a rival to Erik, but that absrsmal be- 
drag^ement she would not consider. 

She saw Juanita Haydock slowly walking past the house- 
as Mrs. Westlake had once walked past. 

She met Mrs. Westlake in Uncle Whittier's store, and before 
tliat alert stare forgot her determinatioQ to be rude, and was 
flhakily cordial 
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She was sure tbat all the men on the stieet, even GiQr 
PdlodL and Sam Clark, leered at her in an interested hopefd 
way, as thou^ she were a notorious divorcee. She f dt as 
insecure as a shadowed criminal. She wished to see Erik, and 
wished that she had never seen him. She fancied that Kenn^ 
cott was the only person in town ^o did not know alt- 
know incomparabty more than there was to know— about her- 
sdf and Erik. She crouched in her chair as she imagined mai 
talkmg of her, thick-voiced, obscene, in barber shops and the 
tobacco-stinking pool parlor. 

Through early autumn Fan Mullins was the only person 
wto broke the suspense. The frivolous teacher had come to 
accept Card as of her own youth, and thoi^ school had 
b^;un she rushed in daily to suggest dances, wdsh-rabtnt 
parties. 

Fern begged her to go as chaperon to a barn-dance in the 
country, on a Saturday evening. Cared cookl not go. Tlie 
aeit day, the storm antbti* 
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Cabol was on the back porch, tightening a bolt on the baby'^ 
go-cart, thB Sunday afternoon. Throng an open window of 
the Bogart house she heard a screechinig, heard Mrs. Bogart's 
liaggish voice: 

^ ... did too, and there's no use your deiQdng it 
. . . no you don't, you march yourself ridit straight out 
of the house . • • never in my life heanm such . . • 
never had nobody talk to me like • • • walk in the ways 
of sin and nastiness . . . leave your clothes here, and 
beaven knows that's more than you deserve • • • any of 
yom lip or 111 call the policeman." 

The voice of the other interlocutor Carol did not catdi, 
nor, though Mrs. Bogart was proclaiming ^t he was her con- 
fidauQt and present assistant, did die catch the voice of Mrs. 
Bogart's God. 

" Anothar row with Cy,'' Carol inferred. 

She trundled the go-cart down the back siteps and tatativdy 
irtieded it across the yard, proud of her repairs. She heard 
steps on the sidewalk. I^e saw not Cy Bo^^ but Fern 
Mullins, canying a suit-case, hurrjring iq) the street with her 
head low. The widow, standing on the porch with buttery 
arms akimbo, yammered after the fleeing girl: 

^And don't you dare show your face on this block again. 
Tou can send the drayman for your trunk. My house has 
been contaminated long enough. Why the Lord should afiffict 

Fern was gone. The ri^teous widow {^ed, banged into 
the house, came out poking at her bonnet, mardied away. 
By this time Carol was staring in a manner not visibly to be 
distingirished from the window-peeping of the rest of Gopher 
Prairie. She saw Mrs. Bogart entar the Howland house, then 
the Casses'. Not till suiq;)ertime did she reach the Kennicotts. 
The doctor answered her ring, and greeted her, ^^ Wdl, wdl, 
how's the good neighbor? " 

377 
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The good nd^bor cbarged into the living-room, waving tlie 
most mictnous of black kid ^oves and deli^tedly guttering: 

" You may well ask bow I ami I really do wonder how I 
cotdd go throi^ the awful scenes of this day — and the im- 
pudence I took from that woman's tongue, that ou^t to be 
cut out " 

'' Whoa! Whoa! Hold upt ^ roared Kennicott. ^ Who% 
the hussy, Sister Bogart? Sit down and take it cod and tdl 
us about it/' 

** I can't sit down, I must hurry home, but I couldn't devote 
myself to my own selfish cares tiU I'd warned you, and heaven 
knows I don't expect any thauDks for trying to warn the town 
against her, there's alwasrs so much evil in the world that fcdks 
simply won't see or aiqp^redate your irying to safeguard 
them- — And forcing herself in here to get in with you and 
Carrie, many 's the time I've seen her doing it, and, thank 
heaven, she was found out in time before she could do 3jxy 
more luuin, it simply breaks my heart and prostrates me to 
think what she may have done abeady, even if some of us 
that understand and know about things " 

*^ Whoa-iq>I Who are you talking about? " 

''She's talking about Fern Mullins," Carol put in, not 
pleasantly. 

"Huh?" 

Kennicott was incredulous. 

" I certainly ami " flourished Mrs. Bogart, " and good and 
thankful you may be that I found her out in time, lifore ^ 
could get you into something, Carol; because even if you are 
my ndf^bor and Will's wife and a cultured lady, let me tdl 
you ri^t now, Card Kennicott, that you ain't alwajrs as 
req)ectful to— you ain't as reverent— jrou don't stick l^ the 
good old ways Uke diey was laid down for us by God in the 
Bible, and ^rfifle of course there ain't a bit of harm in having 
a good laug^, and I know there ain't any real wickedness in 
you, yet just the same you don't fear God and hate the trans- 
gressors of his commandments like you ou^t to, and you may 
be thankful I found out this serpoit I nourished in my bosom 
— and oh yesi oh yes indeedl my lady must have two egp 
every morning for breakfast, and egg3 sixty cents a dozen, 
and wa'n't satisfied with one, like most folks— what did she 
care how much they cost or ijf a person couldn't make hardly 
•othing on her board and room, in fact I just tocdL her in out 
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nf charity and I might have known from the kind of stockings 
and clothes that she sneaked into my bouse in her trunk " 

Before they got her story she had five more minutes of 
obscrae wallowing. The gutter comedy turned into hig^ 
tragedy, with Nemesis in black kid ^oves. The actual story 
was sin^e, depressing, and unimpcMtant As to details Mrs. 
Bogart was indefinite, and angry that she should be ques^ 
tioned. 

Fern Mullins and Cy bad, the evening before, driven alone 
to a barn-dance in the country. (Card brou^^t out the ad- 
mission that Fern had tried to get a chaperon.) At the dance 
cy had kissed Fern— she confessed tfiat. Cy had obtained a 
pint of whisky; he said that he didn't remember where he had 
got it; Mrs. BqD;art implied that Fern had given it to him; Fern 
herself insisted that he had stolen it from a farmer's over- 
coat—which, Mrs. Bogart raged, was obviously a lie. He had 
become soggily drunk* Fern had driven him home; dqx»ited 
him, retching and wabbling, on the Bogart pwch. 

Never before had her boy been drunk, shrieked Mrs. Bogart 
When Kennicott grunted, she owned, ^' Wdl, maybe once or 
twice I've smelled licker on his breath." She abo, with an 
air of being only too scrupuloisly exact, granted that some- 
times he did not come home till morning. But he couldn't 
ever have been drunk, for he always had the best excuses: 
the other boys had teiqpted him to go down the lake spearing 
pickerel by torchli^t, or he had been out in a ^^ machine that 
ran out of gas." Aaymy, never before had her boy fallen 
into the hands of a ** designing woman." 

*' What do you s!q)pose Miss Mullins could design to do with 
him? " insisted Carol. 

Mrs. Bogart was puzzled, gave it up, went on. This morning, 
when she had faced both of them, Cy had manfully confessed 
that all of the blame was on Fern, because the teacher— his 
own teacher— had dared him to take a drink. Fern had tried 
to deny it 

'* Then," gabbled Mrs. Bogart, ^ then that woman had the 
inqmdence to say to me, * What purpose could I have in want- 
ing the filthy pup to get drunk? ' That's just what she called 
him— piq>. ' 111 have no such nasty language in my house,' 
I says, * and you pretending and pulling the wool over people's 
eyes aund making them think you're educated and fit to be a 
teacher and look out for young people's nuM:ab— you're worse 
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*& any street-walker 1 ' I says. I let her have it good. I 
ira'n't gmng to flixidi from my bomidai doty and let her think 
that decent folks had to stand for her vfle talk. ' Pmpose? ' 
I sajrs, * Purpose? Ill tdl you what purpose yon hadl AinH 
I seen you making up to everydiing in pants that'd waste 
time and pay attentioo to your impert'nence? Ain't I seen 
you showing off ycm legs with them short skirts of 3roarS| 
trying to make out like you was so girlish and la-de^ 
running along the street? ' " 

Carol was very skk at this verrion of Feru^ eager yoiidi, 
but she was sicker as Mrs. Bogart hinted that no one ca«dd 
tdl what had happened between Fern and Cy before die 
drive home. Without exactly describing the scene, by her 
power of lustful imaginaticm the woamn suggested dark country 
places apart from the lanterns and rude fiddling and banging 
dance-stq>s in the bam, then madness and harsh hateful con- 
quest. Carol was too sick to intemq)t It was Kemrirott 
who cried, '' Oh, for God's sake quit it! You havent any idea 
what happened. You haven't given us a single proof yet that 
Fern is an3rthing but a rattle4>rained youngster." 

'^ I haven't, A? Well, what do you say to this? I come 
straight out and I says to her, ^ Did you or did you not taste the 
whi^ Cy had? ' and she says, 'I think I did take one sq>— 
Cy made me,' she said. She owned np to that mudi, so 3m 
can imagine ^ 

'^ Does that prove her a prostitute? *^ asked Carol. 

^ Carriel Don't you never use a word like that agsinl " 
wafled the outraged Puritan. 

^ Wdl, does it prove her to be a bad woman, that she took 
a taste of whisky? I've done it myself I ^ 

<^ That's different. Not that I ^)prove yomr ddng it What 
do the Scriptures tell us? ' Strong drink is a mocker M Bat 
that's entirely differoit from a teacher chinking with one of her 
own piq>ils." 

^' Yes, it does sound bad. Fern was sOly, undoubtedly. But 
as a matt» of fact she's only a year or two older t^m Cy, 
and probably a good many years younger in eiperience of 
vice." 

^' That's— not— truel She is plenty old enoudi to corrupt 
himl" 

'^ The job of comqyting Cy was done by your sudess towi^ 
five years agol ** 
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Ife. Bogart did not rage in return. Soddeidy she was 
bopdess. Her head drooped. She patted her black kid g^oves^ 
fidkeA at a thread of her faded brown skirt, and sig^ied, ** He^ 
a good boy, and awful affectionate if you treat him rig^t 
Some thinks he's terrible wild, but that's because he's young. 
And he's so brave and truthfid— wl^, he was one of the first 
in town that wanted to enlist for the war, and I had to spnk 
real sharp to him to keep him from runnii^ away. I didn't 
want turn to get into no bad inflkienres round these campa— 
and then," Mrs. Bogart rose from her pitiftdness, recovered her 
pace, *^ theni go and bring into my own house a woman that's 
worse, when all's said and done, tlum any bad woman he could 
have met. You say this MuUins woman is too young and 
inexperfenced to corrupt Cy. Wdl then, she's too young and 
ineiperienced to teach him, too, cme or t'other, you can't have 
your cake and eat iti So it (ton't make no diffa-ence which 
reason th^r fire her for, and that's practkally almost iduU 
I said to the schodl-board." 

^ Have you been telling this story to the meoibers of the 
sdwol-board? " 

^ I certainly have! Every one of 'em! And their wives. 
I says to them, ^ Tain't my affair to decide vdiat you should 
or should not do with your teachers,' I says, * and I ain't pre- 
smiing to dictate in any way. shape, manner, or form. I just 
want to know,' I says, ^ whether you're going to go on record 
as keeping here in our schools, among a lot of imiocent boys 
and girls, a woman that drinks, smokes, curses, uses bad lan- 
guage, and does such dreadful things as I wouldn't lay tongue 
to but you know what I mean,' I says, ^ and if so, 111 just 
see to it that the town learns about it.' And that's what I told 
Brofessor Mott, too, being superintendent— and he's a righteous 
man, not going autoing on the Sabbath like the schod-board 
manbers. And the professor as much as admitted he was 
suspicious of the Mullins woman himsdf ." 



Kemdcott was less shocked and much less frightened than 
Carol, and more articulate in his description of Mrs. Bogart, 
wtoi Ae had gcme. 

Maud Dyer telephoned to Carol and, after a rather im- 
probable question about coddng lima beans with baoon, de- 
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manded, ** Have 3^u heard the scandal about this Wsa MuBin 
and Cy Bogart? " 

"rmsureit'saUe." 

'^Oh, probably is." Maud's manner indicated that the 
folsity of the story was an insignificant flaw in its g^ieral 
ddigbtfulness. 

Carol crq>t to her room, sat with hands curled ti^t to- 
gether as she listened to a plague of voices. She could hear the 
town yelping with it, every soul of them, gleeful at new details, 
panting to win importance by having details of their own to 
add. How well they would make up for what they had been 
afraid to do by imagining it in anothar! They who had not 
been entirely afraid (but merdy careful and sneaky), all the 
barber-shop rou(s and millinery-parlor mondaines, how archly 
thQT were gig^ng (this second---she could hear them at it) ; 
with what sdf-commendation they were cackling their suavest 
wit: '' You can't tell tne she ain't a gay bird; I'm wisel " 

And not one man in town to carry out thdr pioneer tradition 
of superb and contemptuous cursing, not one to verify the 
myth that their " roug^ chivalry ^ and " rugged virtues " were 
more generous than the petty scandal-picking of older lands, 
not one dramatic frontiersman to thunder, with fantastic and 
fictional oaths, ''What are you hinting at? What are you 
snickering at? What facts have you? What are these un- 
heard-of sins jrou coDdenm so mudi— and like so well? " 

No one to say it Not Kennicott nor Guy Pollock nor 
Champ Perry. 

Erik? Possibly. He would sputter uneasy protest. 

She suddenly wondered ^i^t subterranean connection her 
interest in Erik had with this affair. Wasn't it because they 
had been prevented by her caste from bounding on her own 
trail that they were howling at Fern? 

m 

Before supper she found, by half a dozm telq>hone calls, 
that Fern had fled to the Mmniemashie House. She hastened 
there, trying not to be sdf-conscious about the people ^dio 
looked at her on the street. The derk said indifferently that 
he '' guessed " Miss Mullins was up in Room 37, and left Carol 
to find the way. She hunted along the stale-smelling corridors 
with their wallpaper of cerise daisies and poison-green rosettes^ 
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•Creaked in white spots from spilled water, their frayed 
red and yellow matting, and rows of pine doors painted a 
sickly blue. She could not find the nund>er. In the darkness 
at the end of a corridor she had to fed the aluminum figures 
<m the door-panels. She was startled once by a man's voice: 
'< Yep? Whadyuh want? " and fled. When she reached the 
ri^t door she stood listening. She made out a long sobbing. 
There was no answer till ha third knock; then an alarmed 
** Who is it? Goawayl'^ 

Her hatred of the town turned resdute as she pushed open 
the door. 

Yesterday she had sem Fern MuUins in boots and tweed 
skirt and canary-yellow sweater, fleet and sdf-possessed. Now 
she lay across the bed, in cranked lavender cotton and shabby 
pumps, very feminine, utterly cowed. She lifted her head in 
stupid terror. Her hair was in tousled strings and har face 
was sallow, creased. Her eyes were a blur from weeping. 

<< I didn't! I didn'tl ^ was all she would say at first, and 
she repeated it whOe Carol kissed her chedL, stroked her 
hair, bathed her fordiead. She rested then, while Carol looked 
about the room— the wdcome to strangers, the sanctuary of 
hospitable Main Street, the lucrative property of Kennicott's 
frictid, Jackson Elder. It smelled of old linen and decaying 
carpet and ancient tobacco smoke. The bed was rickety, with 
a thin knotty mattress; the sand-colored walls were scratched 
and gouged; in every comer, under everything, were flu^ 
dust and cigar ashes; on the tilted wash-stand was a nicked 
and squat^ pitcher; the only chair was a grim straight object 
of spot^ varnish; but there was an altogether splendid gQt 
and rose cu^idor. 

She did not try to draw out Fern's story; Fern insisted on 
tdlingit. 

She had gone to the par^, not quite liking Cy but willing 
to endure him for the sake of dancing, of escaping from Mrs. 
Bo^irt's flow of moral conunents, of relaxing after the first 
strained weeks of teaching. Cy '^ promised to be good." He 
was, on the way out. There were a few workmen from Gopher 
Prairie at the dance, with many young farm-people. Half 
a dozen squatters from a degenerate colony in a brush-hidden 
hollow, planters of potatoes, suspected thieves, came in noisily 
drunk. They all pounded the floor of the bam in old-fashioned 
square danoes, swinging their partners, skipping, lauj^liing, 
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under the mcantatioiis of Dd Snaflain die baiber, who fidffled 
and called the figures. Cy had two drinks from podLci-flaaks. 
Fern saw him fumbling among the overcoats [nled on the feed- 
box at the far end of the bam; soon after she heard a farmer 
declaring that some one had stolen his bottle. She taxed Cy 
with die theft; he chuckled, ** (%, it's just a ycke; Vm gdng 
to give it back." He demanded that she take a driiik. Unles 
she did, he wouldn't return the bottle. 

*^ I just brushed UQr lips with it, and gave it badL to hins,* 
moaned Fern. She sat up, ^ared at Cud. '^ Did you ever 
take a drink? " 

'' I have. A few. I'd love to have erne right now! Tins 
contact with rigjiteousness has about done me upl " 

Fern could laus^ then. ''So would II I don't suppose Fve 
had five drinks in n^ life, but if I meet just one more Bogart 

and Son Wdl, I didn't really touch that bottle— horrible 

raw whisky— though I'd have loved some wine. I fdt so joUy. 
The bam was alniost like a stage scene — the hig^ rafters, and 
the dark stalls, and tin lanterns swinging, and a silage-cutter 
up at the end like some mysterious kind of machine. And 
I'd been having lots of fun dandng with the nicest young 
farmer, so strong and nice, and awfully intelligent. But I got 
uneasy when I saw how Cy was. So I doubt if I touched two 
drops of the beastly stuff. Do you sq^ose God Is punishiqg 
me for even wanting wine? ^ 

'' My dear, Mrs. Bogart'a god may be— Main Street's god. 
But all the courageous intdligent people are fighting him 
. . . though he slay us." 

Fera danced again with the yoimg farmer; die forgot Qy 
while she was talking with a girl who had taken the University 
agricultural course. Cy could not have returned the bottle; 
he came staggering toward har — ^taking time to make himsdf 
offensive to every girl on the way and to dance a jig. She 
insisted on their returning. Cy went with her, diuckluig and 
Egging. He kissed her, outside the door. . . . ^ And 
to think I used to think it was interesting to have mm kiss 
you at a dancel "... She ignored the kiss, in the need 
of getting him home before he started a fi^t A farmer hdped 
her harness the buggy, while Cy snored in the seat. He awd^e 
before they set out; all the way home he alternate^ dept and 
tried to inake love to her. 

'* I'm almost as strong as he is. I managed to keep ham 
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away wbSt I drove— such a rickety buggy. I didn't fed like 
a girl; I fdt like a scrubwoman-Hio, I guess I was too scared 
to bave any fedingi at all. It was terr£iy dariL I got bome^ 
somdiow . But it was bard, die time I bad to get out, and it 
was quite muddy, to read a sign-post— I lit matches that I 
took from Cy's coat pocket, and be followed me--lie fdl off tiie 
buggy step into the mud, and got up and tried to make tove 

to me, and I was scared. But I bit Um. Quite hard. 

And got in, and so he ran after the buggy, crying like a baby, 

and I let UmM again, and rig^ away again b^ was trying 

But no matter. I got him home. Up oo die porch. Mis. 
Bogart was waiting up. . « • 

^ You know, it was funny ; aD the time Ai was— oh, tafldng 
to flue— and Cy was bemg terribly sick— I just kept thinking, 
^ Vve stin got to dri?e the buggy down to the livoy stable. 
I wonder if the livery man will be awake? ' But I got through 
aomdiow. I took the buggy down to the stable, and got to 
Boy room. I locked my door, but Mrs. Bogart kept sayhig 
thiogs, outside the door. Stood out there sayhig diingi about 
me, dreadful I3angii, and tattling die knob. And all the tdiile 
I could hear Cy in the back yard— bemg sicL I dcm^ think 
in ever marry way man. And then today 

** Sbt drove me rig^ out of the house. She wouldn't listen 
to me, all mondng. Just to Cy. I suppose he's over his 
headache now. Even at breakfast he thought the whole thing 
was a grand joke. I suppose rig^ tUs minute he^ going 
around town boasting about his ' conquest.' You understand — 
oh, dlofli'^ you understand? I i&f keep him away! Butldont 
see how I can face my school. They say country towns are 

fine for bringing up boys in, but I can't bdieve this b 

me, lying here and sqing tiib. I dont 6aIleoe what happened 
last night 

'^ Oh. This was curious: When I took off my dress last 
wig^— it was a darling dress, I loved it so, but of course the 

nmd had spdled it I cried over it and No matter. But 

my white silk stockings were all torn, and the strange thing is, 
I donH know whether I caug^ my legs in the briers wiien I got 
out to look at the sign-post, or whether Cy scratched me wbea 
I was fij^idng Um off." 
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IV 

Sam Clark was president of the school-board. When Carol 
told him Fern's stocy Sam looked synq>athetic and neig|dx)rlyy 
and Mrs. Clark sat by coomg, '' Oh, isa't that too bad."* Carol 
was interrupted only when Mrs. Clark begged, ^' Dear, don't 
tpeak so bitter about * pious ' people. There^ lots of sincere 
practising Christians that are real tolerant Like the Chaiiq> 
Perrys." 

^'Yes. I know. Unfortunatdy there are enough kindly 
people in the churches to keep than going." 

When Carol had finished, Mrs. Clark breathed, '< Fbw girl; 
I don't doubt her story a bit/' and Sam rumbled, '^ Yuh, sure. 
Miss Mullins is young and reckless, but everybody in town, 
ocept Ma Bogart, knows what Cy is. But Wss Mullins was 
m fool to go with him." 

^ But not wicked enou^ to pay for it with disgrace? " 

" N-no, but " Sam avoided verdicts, dung to the en- 
trancing horrors of the story. ^ Bfa Bogart cussed her out all 
morning, did she? Jwaaped her neck, eh? Ma certainly is 
one hell-cat." 

''Yes, you know how she is; so vidoos." 

'' Oh no, her best style ain't her vidousness. What she pulls 
in our store is to come in smiling with Christian Fortitude and 
keq> a derk busy for one hour iMLe she picks out half a dozen 
fourpenny nails. I remember one ti me " 

'' Sam! " Carol was uneasy. '' Youll fi^^t for Fern, wont 
you? When Mrs. Bogart came to see you did she make definite 
<liarges?" 

** Well, yes, you might say she did." 

" But the school-board won't act on them? " 

^ Guess well more or less have to." 

*• But you'll exonerate Foti? " 

'' 111 do what I can for the girl personally, but 3rou know 
lAat the board is. There's Reverend Zitterd; Sister Bogart 
about half runs his church, so of course hell take her say-so; 
and Ezra Stowbody, as a banker he has to be all hdl for 
morality and purity. Mig^t 's well admit it, Carrie; I'm afraid 
there'll be a majority of the board against her. Not that any 
of us would bdieve a word Cy said, not if he swore it on a 
stack of Bibles, but still, after all this gossq>. Miss MuUins 
wouldn't hardly be the party to cfai^)eron our basket-ball team 
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wben it went out of town to play other high schoob^ would 
shel'' 

*' Perhi^ not, but couldn't some one else? " 

'' Why, that's one of the thmgs she was hired for." Sam 
sounded stubborn. 

'^ Do you realize that this bnt just a matter of a job, and 
hiring and firing; that it's actually sending a splendid girl out 
¥rith a beastly stain on her, giving all the othar Bogarts in the 
world a chance at her? Tlutt's what will happen if you dis- 
charge her." 

Sam moved uncomfortably, looked at his wife, scratched his 
head, sighed, said nothing. 

^' Won't you fi^t for her on the board? If you lose, won't 
3rou, and whoever agrees with you, make a minority report? " 

'' No reports made in a case like this. Our rule is to just 
decide the thing and announce the final decision, whether it% 
unanimous or not." * 

'' Rulesl Against a giri's future! Dear God! Rules of a 
school-board! Sam! Won't you stand by Fern, and threaten 
to resign from the board if they try to discharge her? " 

Rather testy, tired of so many subtleties, he complained, 
^ Well, 111 do what I can, but 111 have to wait till the board 
meets." 

And ^' 111 do what I can/' together with the secret admission 
** Of course you and I know what Ma Bogart is," was all Card 
could get from Superintendent George Edwin Mott, Ezra Stow- 
body, the Reverend Mr. Zitterd or way other member of the 
sdMX>l-board. 

Afterward she wondered whether Mr. Zitterel could have 
been referring to herself when he observed, ^' There's too much 
license in hi^ places in this town, though, and the wages (rf 
sin is death---or anyway, bein' fired." The holy leer with which 
the priest said it remained in her mind. 

She was at the hotel before eight next morning. Fern longed 
to go to school, to face the tittering, but she was too shaky. 
Carol read to her all day and, by reassuring her, convinced her 
own self that the school-board would be just. She was less 
sure of it that evening when, at the motion pictures, she heard 
Mrs. Gougeriing ezdaim to Mrs. Rowland, " She may be so 
innocent and all, and I suppose she probably is, but stiU, if she 
drank a whole bottie of whisky at that dance, the way every* 
body says she did, she may have forgotten she was so ln"?m^lf 
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Hee^ liee, heel ^ Maud Dyer, kaniag back from her seat, p«l 
in, " That's what I've said all along. I don't want to roast 
anybody, but have yoa noticed the way she looks at men? ^ 

^ When wiD they have me on die scaffold? ** Card speculated 

Nat Hicks stopped the Eoanicotts on their way home. Card 
hated him for his manner of assuming that they two had a 
DQ^terious understanding. Without quite wii&ing he seemed 
to wink at her as he gurgled, ^ What do you foflcs think about 
this MuUins woman? I'm not strait-laced, but I tdl you we 
got to have decent women in our schools. D' 3rou know what 
I heard? They say whatever she may of done afterwards, this 
Mullins dame took two quarts of whisky to die dance wi^ 
her, and got stewed before Cy didi Some taidt, that wren! 
Ha, ha, hai "^ 

*' Rats, I dont bdieve it," KennicoU muttered. 

He got Card away before she was able to speak. 

She saw Erik passing the house, late, alone, and she stared 
after him, longing for the livdy bitterness of the fldngs he 
would say about tibe town. Kennicott had nothing for her but 
'^ Oh, course, evlody likes a juicy story, but th^ dent intend 
to be mean." 

She went up to bed proving to herself that the members of 
the school-board were superior men. 

It was Tuesday afternoon bef(Hre she learned that the board 
had met at ten in the morning and voted to ^accept Mbs 
Fern Mullins's resignation." Sam Clark telephoned the news 
to her. ^ We're not making aiqrdiarges. WeYe just lettfng 
her resign. Would you like to drop over to the hotd and asik 
her to write the resignation, now weVe accepted it? dad I 
could get the board to put it that way. It's ttumks to you." 

*^ But can't you see that the town wifl take this as proof 
of the diarges? ** 

^^ We're— not— making— no— charges— whatever I " Sam w» 
obviously finding it hard to be patient 

Fern left town that evening. 

Card went ^th her to the tra&L The two girls dbftwed 
through a silent Up-liddng crowd. Card tried to stare them 
down but in face of the impfahness of the bosrs and the bovhM 
gaping of the men, she was embarrassed. Fern did not ^ance 
at them. Card fdt her arm tremble, though she was teaiiessy 
listlesB, plodding. She squeezed Card's himd, said sometfyag 
jwinrrnigiMe, stumbled up into the vestibule. 
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Carol remembared that Miles Bjornstam had abo taken a 
train. What would be the scene at the station irfien she 
hersdf tod^ dq>arture? 

She walked up-town behind two strangers. 

One of them was giggling, ^' See that good-looking wench 
that got on here? The swell kid with the small black hat? 
She's some charmer! I was here yesterday, before my jwnp to 
Ojibway Falls, and I heard all about her. Seems she was a 
teacher, but she certafaily was a high-roller— O boyi— high, 
wide, and fancy! Har and coiq>le of other skirts bought a 
whole case of whi^ and went on a tear, and one night, darrod 
if this bunch of cradle-robbers didn't get hold of some young 
kids, just small boys, and they all got lit iq> Uke a White Way, 
and went out to a roughneck dance, and they say ^ 

Tbt narrator turned, saw a woman near and, not benig a 
oommon person vxx a coarse workman but a dever salesman 
and a householder, lowared his voice for the rest of the tale. 
Dmnng it the other man laug^lied hoarsdy. 

Carol turned off on a side-street. 

9ie passed Qr Bogart. He was humorously narrating some 
achievement to a group whidi induded Nat Hicks, Dd Snaffin, 
Bert Tybee the bartender, and A. Tennyson (yHeam the 
shyster lawyer. They were men far older than Cy but they 
accepted him as one of their own, and encouraged him to 
go on. 

It was a wedL bef<m she received from Fern a letter of 
which this was a part: 

... ft of course my family did not really bdieve the story hut 
9A thicy were sure I must have done something wrong iktv lust 
lectured me generally, in fact jawed me till I iiave gone to live at 
a boarding house. The teachers* agendes must know the story, 
man at one almost slanuned the door in my face when I went to 
ask about a job, & at another the woman in duu-ge was beastly. 
Don't know what I will do. Don't seem to fed very wdL May 
marry a fellow that's in love with me but he's so stupid that he 
makes me scream, 

Diar Mrs. Kennicott you were the only one that bdieved me. 
I sjuess It's a joke on me, I was sudi a simp, I felt quite heroic 
while I was driving the buggy bade that nigiit & keeping Cy aw^ 
from me. I guess I expected the people in Gopher Pnurie to admire 
me. I did use lo' be admired for my athletics at the U.^just five 
aKMiths aga 
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For a month which was one suspended moment of doubt she 
saw Erik only casually, at an Eastern Star dance, at the shop, 
where, in the pres^ice of Nat Hicks, they conferred with im- 
mense particularity on the significance of having one oar two 
buttons on the cuff of Kennicott's New Suit. For the benefit 
of beholders they were respectably vacuous. 

Thus barred from him, depressed in the thought of Fern, 
Carol was suddenly and for Uie first time conviiKed that she 
loved Erik. 

She told herself a thousand inspiriting things which he would 
say if he had the opportunity; for them she admired him, 
loved him. But she was afraid to summon him. He under- 
stood, he did not come. She forgot her every doubt of him, 
ami her discomfort in his background. Eadi day it seemed 
impossible to get through the desolation of not seeing him. 
Each morning, each afternoon, each evening was a con;>artmeiit 
divided from all other units of time, distioiuished by a sudden 
^ OhI I want to see Erikl '' which was as devastatmg as 
though she had never said it before. 

There were wretched periods when she could not picture 
him. Usually he stood out in bar mind in some little moment-^ 
l^ancing up from his preposterous pressing-iron, or running on 
the besMch with Dave Dyer. But sometimes he had vanished; 
he was only an opinion. She worried then about his a{^>ear- 
ance: Weren't his wrists too large and red? Wasn't his nose 
a snub, like so many Scandinavians? Was he at all the grace> 
ful thing she had fancied? When she encountered him on the 
street she was as much reassuring herself as rejoicing in his 
presence. More disturbing than bdng unable to visualize him 
was the darting remembrance of some intimate aq>ect: his 
&ce as they had walked to the boat together at the picnic; 
the ruddy IJ^t on his temples, neck-cords, flat cheeks. 

On a November evening when Kennicott was in the countiy 
die answered the bell and was confused to find Erik at tlie 
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3oor, stooped, imploring^ his bands in the pockets of his top- 
coat. As thougji he had been rehearsing his q>eech he instantly 
tMSOttg^t: 

^* Saw your husband driving away. IVe got to see you. I 
can't stand it Come for a walk. I knowl People mi^ 
see us. But they won't if we hike into the country. Ill wait 
far you by the elevator. Take as long as you want to— oh, 
come quic^l " 

" In a few minutes/' she promised. 

She murmured, ^* ill just talk to bun for a quarter of aa 
hour and come home." She put on her tweed coat and rubber 
overshoes, considering how honest and hopdess are rubben, 
how clearly their chaperonage proved that she wasn't goiqg 
to a lovers' tryst. 

She found him in the shadow of the grain-devator, sulkOf 
kicking at a rail of the side-track. As ^e came toward him 
she fancied that his whole body expanded. But he said nothing, 
nor she; he patted her sleeve, she returned the pat, and thqr 
crossed the raihroad tracks, fraud a road, clunq)ed toward 
open country. 

'' Chilly night, but I like this mdanchdy gray," he said 

"Yes." 

They passed a moaning clunq> of trees and splashed along 
the wet road. He tucked her hand into the side-pocket of his 
overcoat. She caught his thumb and, sig^g, held it exactly 
as Hugh hdd hers when they went walking. She thou^ 
about Hugh. The current maid was in for the evening, but 
was it safe to leave the baby with her? The thought was 
distant and dusive. 

Erik began to talk, slowfy, revealing^y. He made for bar a 
picture of his work in a large tailor sdbop in Minneapolis: the 
steam and heat, and the drudgery; the men in darned vests 
and crunq)led trousers, men who " rushed growlers of beer " 
and were cynical about women, who laughed at him and played 
jokes on him. " But I didn't mind, because I could keep away 
from them outside. I used to go to the Art Institute and the 
Walkar Gallery, and tranq> dear around Lake Harriet, or hike 
out to the Gates house and imagine it was a ch&teau in Italy 
and I lived in it. I was a marquis and collected tapestries — 
that was aftar I was wounded in Padua. The only really bad 
time was when a tailor named Finkdfarb found a diary I was 
trying to keq> and he read it aloud in the shop— it was a 
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tMKlfi^.'' HehoiM- ''IgoOatdSmdoBu^. BvttliaA 
all 00116 vm. Seems as tfaou^ yos stand between me and 
the gas stoves— the long flames with mauve edges, licking np 
aroimd the irons and making that sneering sound aU day — 
aaaaahl'' 

Her fingers tig^iteoed about his thomb as die perceived Hie 
hoi low room, the poonding oi pressing-irons, the reek of 
scorched doth, and Erik among gigging gnomes. Ws finger- 
tip crept through the opening of her glove and smoothed her 
pfdm. 9ie snatdied her hand awigr, stripped €& her s^ov^ 
tttdied her hand back into his. 

He was saying something about a ^ wonderful person." In 
her tranquillity she let the words blow l^ and heeded only tte 
beating wings of his voice. 

She was amsdoos that he was fumblhig for kopresdve 
ipeedu 

" Say, uh— Card, I Ve written a poem about you." 

"" That's nice. Lefk hear it" 

^ Damn it, dte't be so casual about iti Cant you take me 
seriously? " 

" My dear bpy, if I took you seriously 1 I dont want 

us to be hurt more than — more than we will be. Tell me the 
poem. I've never had a poon written about met " 

'' It isnt really a poem. It's just some words diat I love 
because it seems to me they catdi ^i^t 3^ou are. Of course 
probably they wont seem so to anybody dse, but— — 
Wdl 

Little and tender and merry and wise 
With eyes that meet my eyes. 

Do you get the idea the way I do? " 

" Yesl I'm terribly gratefull " And she was grat^ui^ 
whfle she imperscmally noted how bad a verse it was. 

She was aware of the haggard beau^ in the lowering ni^ 
Monstrous tatto'ed clouds sprawled round a forlorn moon; 
puddles and rocks s^tened with inner li{^ They were pass- 
ing a grove of sariSdb poplars, f edi>le by day Imt loomfaig nofw 
like a menacing wall. She stopped* They heard the brandies 
Acv>ping, the wet leaves sullenfy plumping cm the soggy earth. 

'< Waiting— waiting^— everything is waiting," she wU 
She drew her hand from his, pressed her ^i<i«riw»i^ 
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•pdKt her 1^ She was hst m the scnbemtaB. '^ I am 
Inppy— w we most go hooK, belore we have time to become 
mdiappy. But cao'l we sit oq a log for a minate and jist 
listen?*' 

'^ No. Too wet But I wish we could build a fire, and yoa 
could sit on my overcoat beside it I'm a grand fire-buildierl 
My cousin Lars and me spent a wedi one time in a cabin 
way iq> in the Big Woods, snowed in. The fireplace was filled 
witii a dome of ice when we got there, but we chopped it out, 
and jammed the thing hfl of pine-bou^. Couldn't we buiU 
a fire back here in tl^ woods and sit ty it for a while? ^ 

She pondored, half-way between jddding and rdusal. Her 
head adied faintiy. She was in abeyance. EverytUng, the 
n^t, his silhouette, the cautious-treading future, was as un- 
distinguishable as though she were drifting bodiless in a Fourth 
Dimensiott. While her mind groped, the lights of a motor car 
swooped round a bend in the road, and th^ stood farther 

^Mut. ''What ought I to do? " she mused. "" I think 

CA, I won't be robbedt I &m goodi If I'm so enslaved that 
I cant sit by the fire with a man and talk, then I'd better 
bedeadl" 

The li{^ of the thrumndng car grew magically; were upon 
diem; abruptly stopped. From bdiind the dinmess of the whid- 
shidd a voice, annoyed, sharp: ** Hello there! ** 

She realized that it was Eennicott 

The irritation in his vmce smoothed out ''Having a walk?** 

ThQT made schoolboyish sounds of assent 

"Pretty wet, isn't it? Better ride back. Jump up in front 
here, Valborg." 

His manner of swinging open the door was a command. 
Card was conscious that Erik was climbing in, that she was 
apparently to sit in the back, and that she had been left to 
open the rear door for hcrsdf . Instantly the wonda* which 
had flamed to the gusty skies was qu^idied, and she was 
Mrs. W. P. Kennicott of Gofdier Prairie, ridmg in a squeaking 
old car, and likely to be lectured by her husband. 

She feared what Eennicott would say to Erik. She bent 
toward them. Kennicott was observing, " Going to have some 
rain before the night *s over, all rigjit." 

«Yes,'» said Erik. 

^ Been funny season this year, anyway. Never saw it with 
foch a cold October and such a nice Novendi)^ . 'Member 
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we had a snow way back on October ninthi But it certididy 
was nice up to the twenty-first, this month — as I remember it, 
not a flake of snow in November so far, has there been? But 
I shouldn't wonder if we'd be having some snow *idobI aiqr 
time now." 

" Yes, good chance of it,** said Erik. 

" Wish I'd had more time to go after the ducks this bJL 
By goUy, what do you think? '' Kennicott sounded appealing. 
*^ Fellow wrote me from Man Trap Lake that he slx>t seven 
mallards and couple of canvas-back in one hour! " 

'' That must have been fine," said Erik. 

Carol was ignored. But Kennicott was blustrousty cheoful. 
He shouted to a farma*, as he slowed up to pass the fri j^tened 
team, ^' There we are— ^cAon gutf " She sat back, n^ected, 
frozen, unheroic heroine in a drama insandy undramatic. She 
made a decision resolute and enduring. She would tdl Kenni- 
cott What would she tell hun? She could not say that 

she loved Erik. Did she love him? But she would have it 
out She was not sure whether it was pity for Kennicott's 
blindness, or irritation at his assun^tion that he was aiough 
to fill any woman's life, which pronq>ted her, but she knew 
that she was out of the trap, that she could be frank; and she 
was exhilarated with the adventure of it • . . while in 
front he was entertaining Erik: 

^ Nothing like an hour on a duck-pass to make you rdish 

your victuds and Gosh, this machine hasn't got the 

power of a fountain pen. Guess the cylinders are jam-cram-full 
of carbon again. Don't know but what maybe 111 have to 
put in another set of piston-rings." 

He stopped on Main Street and ducked ho8{rftably, ^ There^ 
thatll give you just a block to walk. G' nig^t" 

Carol was in suspense. Would Erik sneak away? 

He stolidly moved to the back of the car, thrust in his hand, 
muttered, "" Good nig^t— Carol. I'm fgoA we had our walk." 
She pressed his hand. The car was flapping on. He was 
hidden from her—hy a comer drug store on Main Streetl 

Kennicott did not recognize her till he drew up before the 
house. Then he condescended, ^' Better jump out here and 
111 take the boat around back. Say, see if the back door is 
unlocked, will you? " She unlatched the door for him. She 
realized that she still carried the danq> g^ove she had strk)ped 
off for Erik. She drew it on. She stood in the center of die 
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Hving-room, munovingi in damp coat and muddy rubbers. 
Kennicott was as opaque as ever. Her task wouldn't be any- 
thing so lively as having to endure a scolding, but only an 
exasperating effort to command his attention so that he would 
understand the nebulous things she had to tell him, instead 
of interrupting her by yawning, winding the clock, and going 
up to bed. She heard him shovding coal into the furnace. He 
came throu^ the kitchen energetically, but before he spoke 
lo her he did stop in the hall, &d wind the dock. 

He sauntered into the living-room and hb j^ance passed 
from her drenched hat to her smeared rubbers. She could 
hear— «he could hear, see, taste, smdl, touch— his ** Better 
take your coat off, Carrie; looks kind of wet.'' Yes, there it 
was: 

" Wdl, Carrie, you better ^ He chucked his own coat 

on a chair, stalked to her, went on with a rising tingling voice^ 
" ^you better cut it out now. I'm not going to do the out- 
raged husband stunt. I like you and I respect you, and I'd 
probably look like a boob if I tried to be dramatic. But I think 
It's about time for you and Valborg to call a halt before you get 
in Dutch, like Fern MulUns did." 

"Do you " 

" Course. I know all about it. What d' you expect in a 
town that's as filled with busybodies, that have plenty of time 
to stick their noses into other folks' business, as this is? Not 
that they've had the nerve to do much tattling to fne, but 
they've hinted around a lot, and anyway, I could see for n^self 
that you liked him. But of course I knew how cold you were, 
I knew you wouldn't stand it even if Valborg did try to hold 
your hand or kiss you, so I didn't worry. But same time, I 
hope you don't suppose this husky young Swede farmer is as 
innocent and Platonic and all that stuff as you arel Wait 
now, don't get sorel I'm not l^Docking him. He isn*t a bad 
sort And he's young and likes to gas about books. Course 
you like him. That isn't the real rub. But haven't you just 
seen what this town can do, once it goes and gets moral on 
you, like it did with Fern? You probably think that two 
young folks making tove are alone if anybody ever is, but 
there's nothing in this town that you don't do in company 
with a whole lot of uninvited but awful interested guests. 
Don't you realize that if Ma Westlake and a few othm fol 
started they'd drive you iip a tree^ and you'd find yoursdf so 
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wen advertised as being in bve with tbis Valborg feOow that 
you'd kave to be, just to spite 'eml '' 

*^ Let me sit down," was all Carol coidd say. She drooped 
€D the couch, wearily, without dastidty. 

He yawned, ** Gimme your coat and nibben,'' and idule 
ahe stripped them ofif he twiddled his watiii-chain, fdt die 
radiator, peered at the thermometer. He shook out her wraps 
in the hall, hung them up with exactly his usual care. He 
pushed a chair near to hk and sat bolt up. He looked like 
a physician about to give sound and nndesired advice. 

Before he could laundi into his heavy discourse she des- 
peratdy got in, ** Pleasel I ¥rant you to know that I was 
going to tdl you everything, tonight'' 

'' Well, I don't suppose there's really much to tdl." 

** But there is. I'm fond of Erik. He appeals to something 
in here." She touched her breast ** And I admire him. He 
isn't just a * young Swede farmer.' Hels an artist ^" 

^Wait now! He's had a chance all evening to tell yoa 
wiiat a whale of a fine fdlow he is. Now if^ my turn. leant 

talk artistic, but Carrie, do 3rou understand my work? '* 

He leaned forward, thick capdde hands on thick sturdy thij^ 
mature and slow, 3ret beseediing. ^' No matter even if you are 
add, I like you better than anybody hi the world. Oae time 
I said that you were my scMiL And that still goes. Yoo're 
an the things that I see in a sunset when I'm drivii^ in from 
the country, the thio^ that I ISke but can't make poetry oL 
Do you realize what my j(^ is? I go round twenty-four hours 
a day, in mud and Uizzard, trying n^ damnedest to heal 
everybody, rkh or poor. You— diat 're always spiding about 
how sdentists ought to rule the world, instead of a bundi 
of spread-eagle pditidans— can't you see that nn all the sd- 
ence there is here? And I can stand the cdd and the bumpy 
roads and the kndy rides at nig^t All I need is to have you 
here at home to wdcome me. I dcm't eipect you to be pas- 
sionate—not any more I don't— but I do eipect you to ap- 
preciate my wwk. I bring babies into tlie world, and save 
lives, and make cranky husbands quit being mean to their 
wives. And then you go and moon over a Swede tailor becaose 
he can talk about how to put rudiings on a skirtl Hdl of a 
thiiig for a man to fuss overt " 

She flew out at him: " You make your side dear. Let me 
give mine. I admit all you say— eaocpt abtmt Erik. But is 
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h only yoQ, and Ae baby, that want me to back ]roa up, that 
demand things from me? Thqr^ all on me, the whole town! 
I can fed their hot breaths on my ntdkl Aunt Bessie and 
that horrible slavering old Unde Whittter and Joanita and 
Mrs. Westlake and Mrs. Bog^ and all of them. And jroa 
wdcome them, yon encovage them to drag me down into ^ebr 
cnvel I won't stand iti Do you hear? Now, right now, I'kn 
done. And it's Erik wiio gives me the courage. You say he 
lust thinks about rudies (which do not usually go on skirts^ 
by the way!). I tell you he thinks about God, the God that 
Mrs. Bogart covers up with greasy ging^iam wrappersi Erik 
wQI be a great man some day, and if I could contribute one 
tiny Ut to las success *^ 

^ Wait, wait, wait nowl Hdd upl YouYe assummg that 
vour Erik will make good. As a matter of fact, at nqr age hell 
ie running a one-man tailor shop in some burg about the size 
jDf SdioenstrouL'' 

"HewiUnotl** 

*^ Thaf 8 what he^ headed for now all rig^t, and he's twenQr- 

five or -six and What's he d<me to make you think heV 

ever be anything but a pants-presser? " 

^ He has sensitiveness and talent ^ 

'' Wait nowl What has he actually done in the art Une? 
Has he done one first-class lecture or— sketch, d' you call it? 
O: one poem, or played the piano, or anything ezcqpt gas 
about what he's gomg to do? ^ 

She hM>ked thoughtful. 

*^ Then it's a hundred to one dmt that he never wQI. Way 
I understand it, even these fellows that do somethmg pret^ 
good at hcnne and get to go to art school, there ain't more 
tfian one out of ten of 'em, maybe one out of a hundred, that 
ever get above grinding out a bum living— about as artistic 
as plumbing. And when it comes down to this tailor, why, 
can't you see— you that take on so about psychology— cant 
you see that it's just by contrast with folks like Doc McGanum 
er Lym Cass that this fellow seems artistic? Suppose you'd 
met up with him first in one of these reglar New York studios! 
you wouldn't notice him any more 'n a rabUtl " 

She huddled over folded hands like a temple vixpn shivering 
es her knees before the thin warmth of a brazier. She could 
OOt answer. 

Kennicott rose quickly, sat en the coudi, took both het 
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hands. '^ Suppose he fails— as he will I Suppose he goes back 
to tailoring, and you're his wife. Is that going to be this 
artistic life you've been thinking about? He's in some bum 
shack, pressing pants all day, or stooped over sewing, and 
having to be polite to any grouch that blows in and jams a 
dirty stinking old suit in his face and says, ^ Hesce you, fis 
this, and be blame quick about it.' He won't even have enough 
savvy to get him a big shop. Hell pike along doing his own 
work — ^unless you, his wife, go hdp him, go help him in the 
diop, and stand over a table aU day, pushing a big heavy iron. 
!Your conq>lexion will look fine after about fifteen years of 
baking that way, won't iti And youll be humped over like 
an old hag. And probably youll live in one room back of 
the shop. And then at night— oh, youll have your artist^ 
sure! Hell come in stinking of gasoline, and cranky from 
hard work, and hinting around that if it hadn't been for you, 
he'd of gone East and been a great artist Surel And you'D 

be entertaining his relatives Talk about Uncle Whit! 

Youll be having some old Axel Axelberg coming in with manure 
on his boots and sitting down to supper in his socks and ydllng 
at you, ' Hurry up now, you vimmin make me sickl ' Yes, 
and youll have a squalling brat every year, tugging at 3rou 
while you press clothes, and you won't love 'em like jrou do 
Hugh up-stairs, all downy and asleep " 

" Please I Not any more! ** 

Her face was on his knee. 

He bent to kiss her neck. ^ I don't want to be unfair. I 
guess love is a great thing, all right. But think it would stand 
much of that kind of stuff? Oh, honey, am I so bad? Cant 
you like me at all? I've— I've been so fond of you I " 

She snatched up his hand, she kissed it Presently she 
sobbed, ''I won't ever see him again. I can't, now. Tie 
hot living-room bdiind the tailor shop-^- I don't love him 

enough for that. And you are Even if I were sure of 

him, sure he was the real thing, I dcm't think I could actually 
leave you. This marriage, it weaves people together. It^ 
not easy to break, even lihen it ouf^t to be broken.''^ 

" And do you want to break it? " 

"No!" 

He lifted her, carried her up-stairs, laid her on her beil 
turned to the door. 

*' Come kiss me," she whimpered. 
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He kissed ber Hg^tly and slipped away. For an hour she 
heard him moving about his room, lighting a cigar, drumming 
with his knuckles on a chair. She fdt that he was a bulwark 
between her and the darkness that grew thicker as the ddayed 
sUMin came down in sleet 



He was cheery and more casual than ever at breakfast. AH 
day she tried to devise a way of giving Erik up. Telephone? 
The village central would unquestionably ^'listen in." A 
letter? It might be found. Go to see him? Impossible. 
That evening Kennicott gave her, without comment, an en- 
velope. The letter was signed ** E. V." 

I know I can't do anything but make trouble for you, I think. 
I am going to Minneapolis tonight and from there as soon as I can 
either to New York or Chicago. I will do as big things as I can. 
I I can't write I love you too much God keep you. 

Until she heard the whistle which told her that the Mhme* 
^lis train was leaving town, she kept herself from thinking, 
rom moving. Then it was all over. She had no plan nor 
desire for anything. 

When she caught Kennicott looking at her over his news- 
p^>er she fled to his arms, thrusting the peipet aside, and for 
the first time in years they were lovers. But she knew that she 
still had no plim in life, save al?rays to go along the same 
streets, past tine same people, to the same shops. 



m 

A wedc after Erik's going the maid startled her by an- 
nouncing, '^ Thare's a Mr. Vdborg down-stairs say he vant to 
see you." 

She was conscious of the maid's interested stare, angry at 
this shattering of the calm in which she had hidden. She 
crept down, peq>ed into the living-room. It was not Erik 
Valborg who stood there; it was a small, gray-bearded, yellow- 
faced man in mucky boots, canvas jacket, and red mittens. 
He glowered at her with shrewd red eyes. 

« You de doc's wife? " 
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'Tm Acblph Valborg. from vp by JeSeraoo. Pm BAh 

^ OhI *' He was a mookq^faced little man, and not geatle. 

*^ What you done wif my son? '' 

'^ I don't think I understand you." 

*^ I t'ink you're going to understand before I get tVoug^i 
Where is he? " 

** Why, reaUy I presume that he's in AGnneapcdis." 

^ You presumel " He looked durou^ her with a con- 
temptuousness sudi as sbe could not have jmagfnrd. Only an 
insane contortion of apeUing could portray his ^rric wUne, his 
nwnglfid consonants. He damored, ^ Presumel Dot's a fine 
wordl I don't want no fine wonls and I don\ want no more 
liesl I want to know what you Imawt " 

'' See here, Mr. Valborg, you may stop this bullying ri^ 
now. I'm not one of your farmwomen. I don't know whixt 
your son is, and there's no reason why I should know/' Her 
defiance ran out in face of his immmse flaxen stcdidity. He 
raised his fist, worked up his anger with the gesture, and 
sneered: 

^ You <IHrty dty women wit' your fine ways and fine dresses! 
A f ath^ come here trying to save his boy from widcedness, 
and you call him a bullyl By God, I don't have to take 
nothin' off you nor your husbandl I ainH one of your faired 
men. For one time a woman like you is gomg to hcau- de truf 
about what you are, and no fine dty words to ft, needer." 

** Rcafly, Mr. Valborg ^" 

<< What you done Wit' him? Hdi? Ill yooat tcO yoo what 
you done! He was a good boy, even if be was a damn fooL 
I want him back on de farm. He don't make mou^ money 
tailoring. And I can't get me no hired man! I want to take 
lum back on de farm. And you butt in and fool wit' him and 
make love wit' hmi, and get lum to run awayl " 

** You are lyingl It's not true that It's not trae, and 

if it were, you wmdd have no rig^t to speak like this." 

^ Dont talk foolish. I know. Ain't I hew! from a fdlow 
dot live right hexe in town how you been acting wif de boy? 
I know what you done! Walkii^ wit' him in de oountxyl- 
Hiding in de woods wit' himl Yes and I guess you talk about 
rdigion in de woods I Surel Women Uke you— youYe worse 
dan street-walkers I Rich women like you, wit' fine husbands 
and no decent work to do— and me, look at my hands, look 
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bow I wori^ locdL at those handsl But you, oh God no, you 
mustn't work, you're too fine to do decent work. You got 
to play wit' young fdlows, younger as you are, laug^iing imd 
ndUng aiound and acting l&e de animabi You let my son 
alone, d' you bear? " He was shaking his fist in her face. She 
could smdl the manure and sweat. " It ain't no use talkin' to 
women like you. Get no trut' out of you. But next time I 
go by your husbandl ** 

He was marching into the hall. Carol flung herself on him, 
her denching hand on his hayseed-dusty dioulder. '^You 
horrible old man, you've ahuQfs tried to turn Erik into a stave, 
to fatten your pocketbookl You've sneered at him, and over- 
woAed hhn, and probably youVe succeeded in jM-eventing his 
ever rising above your mud:-heapl And now because you cant 
drag him back, you come here to vent Go tell n^ hus- 
band, go tdl him, and don't blame me when he kills you, when 
nqr husband kills you— ^ wOl kffl you ^ 

The man grunted, iocktd at ber impassively, said one word, 
and walked out 

Sbe heard the word very {dainty. 

She did not quite readi the omch. Her knees gave way, 
she pitched forward. She heard her mind saying, ^You 
havent fainted. This is ridiculous. You're simply drama- 
tizing yoursdf. Get up." But she could not move. When 
Kennicott arrived she was lying on the coudi. His step 
quickened. ''What's happened, Carrie? You haven't got a 
bit of blood in your face." 

She dutched his arm. ** YouVe got to be sweet to me, and 
Idndl I'm going to California— mountains, sea. Please dont 
argue about it, because I'm going." 

QuieUy,<'Allrig^t. Well go. You and L Leave the kid 
here with Aunt B^e." 

"Nowl" 

'' Well yes, just as soon as we can get away. Now don't 
talk any more. Just imagine you've idready started." He 
smoothed her hair, and not till after supper did he continue: 
^* I meant it about California. But I think we betta- wait 
three weeks or so, till I get hold of some young fdlow rdeased 
from the medical corps to take my practice. And if peofde 
are gossiping, you don't want to give them a chance by running 
away. Can you stand it and face 'em for three wei^ or so? ** 

"Yes," she said emptily. 
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IV 

People covertly stared at ber on tbe street. Aunt Bessie 
tried to catechize her about Erik's disappearance, and it waa 
Kennicott who silenced the woman with a savage, '' Say, are 
you hinting that Carrie had anything to do with that fdlow^ 
beating it? Then let me tell you, and you can go rig^t out 
and tdl the whole bloomin' town, diat Carrie and I took Val — 
took Erik riding, and he asked me about getting a betta: job 
in Minneapolis, and I advised him to go to it • . • 
Getting much sugar in at the store now? " 

Guy Pollock crossed the street to be pleasant apropos of 
California and new novels. Vida Sherwin dragged ho* to the 
Jolly Seventeen. There, with every one rigidly listoiing, Maod 
Dya- shot at Carol, *" I hear Erik has left town."* 

Carol was amiable. '' Yes, so I hear. In fact, he called 
me up— told me he had beoi offa-ed a lovely job in the dty. 
So sorry he's gone. He would have been valuable if we'd 
tried to start the dramatic association again. Still, I wouldn't 
be here for the association n^sdf , because WOl is all in from 
work, and I'm thinking of taking him to California. Juanita^ 
you know the Coast so wdl— tdl me: would you start in at 
Los Angeles or San Fhmdsco, and what are the best hoteb? " 

The Jolly Seventeen locked disai^inted, but the JoDy 
Seventeen liked to give advice, the Jolly Seventeen liked to 
mention the expensive hotds at wfaidi they had stayed. (A 
meal counted as a stay.) Before they could question hex 
again Carol escorted in with drum and fife the topic of Raymie 
Wutherspoon. Vida had news from her husband. He had 
been gassed in the trenches, had been in a ho^ital for two 
weeks, had been promoted to majcM-, was learning French. 



She left Hug^ with Aunt Bessie. 

But for Kennicott she would have takoi him. She hoped 
that in some miraculous way yet unrevealed she mig^t find 
it possible to remain in California. She did not want to see 
Gajpibtr Prairie again. 

The Smaik were to occupy the Kennicott house, and quite 
the hardest thing to endure in the month of waiting was die 
aeries of conferences between Kennicott and Uncle Whittier 
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In r^ard to heating the garage and having the furnace flues 
deaned. 

Did Carol, Kennicott inquired| wish to stop in Minneapolis 
to buy new clothes? 

** Nol I want to get as far away as I can as soon as I can. 
Let's wait till Los Angdes." 

'^ Sure, surel Just as you like. Cheer upl We're going 
to have a large wide tiioe, and everything 11 be different when 
ve come back." 



VI 

Dusk on a snowy December afternoon. The sleeper which 
would connect at Kansas City with the California train rolled 
out of St. Paid with a duck-a-chick, chick-a-chick, chick-a- 
chick as it crossed the other tracks. It bumped through the 
factoiy bdt, gained speed. Carol could see nothing but gray 
fidds, which had dosed in on her all the way from Gopher 
Prairie. Ahead was darkness. 

^^ For an hour, in Minnes^lis, I must have been near Erik. 
He's still there, somewhere. Hell be gone when I come back. 
Ill never know where he has gone." 

As Kamicott switched on tl^ seat-light she turned drearily 
to the illustrations in a motion-picture magagane. 
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Tbbt journeyed for tbree and a half months. They saw the 
Grand Canyon, the adobe walls of Sante Fe and, in a drive 
fit>m El Paso into Mexico, their first fmtign land. They jogged 
from San Diego and La Jcdla to Los Angdes, Pasadena, River- 
side, through towns with bell-towered missions and orange- 
groves; they viewed Monterey and San Fhmdsoo and a 
forest of seqnoias. They bathed in the surf and climbed foot- 
hills and danced, they saw a polo game and the making of 
motion-pktures, they sent one hundred and seventeen souvenir 
post-cards to Gopher Prairie, and (Mice, on a dune by a foggy 
sea when she was walking alone, Carol found an artist, and he 
looked iq> at her and said, ^ Too danmed wet to paint; sit 
down and talk,'' and so for ten minutes she lived in a romantic 
Dovd. 

Her only struggle was in coaxing Kennioott not to spend 
all hb time with the tourists from the tai thousand other 
Go[dier Prairies. In winter, California is full of people from 
Iowa and Nebraska, Ohio and Oklahoma, who, having travded 
thousands of mOes from their familiar villages, hasten to secure 
an illusion of not having left them. Th^ hunt for people from 
their own states to stand between them and the shame of naked 
mountains; they talk steadily, in Pullmans, oa hotel porchesL 
at cafeterias and motion-picture shows, about the motors and 
crops and county politics back home. Kennicott discussed 
land-prices with them, he went into the merits of the sev^al 
sorts of motor cars with than, he was intimate with train 
porters, and he insisted on seeing the Luke Dawsons at theff 
flimsy bungalow in Pasadena, where Luke sat and yearned to 
go back and make some more money. But Kennicott gave 
promise of learning to play. He shouted in the pool at the 
Coronado, and he spoke of (though he did nothing more radical 
than speak of) bu3ring evening-clothes. Carol was touched 
by his efforts to enjoy picture Series, and the dogged way ia 
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-mtoA he accumulated dates and dimensioBS yAien thgr fol* 
lofwed monkish guides throuj^ missions. 

She felt strong. Whenever she was restless she dodged her 
flio^^ts by the familiar vagabond fallacy of nmning away 
from than, of moving cm to a new place, and thus ^ per- 
suaded herself that she was tranquil. In March she wilUng^ 
agreed with Kennicott that it was time to go Innne. She was 
kmgmg for Hugh. 

They left Monterey on April first, on a day of hi^ blue 
skies ind poppies and a summer sea. 

As the train struck in among the hills she resolved, '^ I'kn 
going to love the fine Will Kennicott quality that tliere is in 
Gopher Ftairie. The nobility of good sense. It will be sweet 
to see YfdBL and Guy and the Clarks. And I'm going to see 
my babyl All the wonb hell be able to say nowl It*B a 
new start. Everything will be differenti ^ 

Urns on ^ril first, amcmg dappled bills and the bronze of 
9cnd> oaks, while Kennicott seesawed on his toes and chuckled, 
'^ Wonda: what Huf^ll say wiien he sees us? '' 

Three days later they reached Gopher Prairie in a sleet 
atonn. 



n 

No one knew that the^ were coming; no <me met them; 
and because of the icy roads, the only oonv^ance at the sta- 
tion was the hotel 'bus, which they missed wbale Kennicott 
was giving his trunk-check to the station agent— the otHty 
person to wdcome them« Carol waited for him in the station, 
among huddled German women with shawls and umbrellas, and 
raggedrbearded farmers in corduroy coats; peasants mute as 
CQKn, in a room thick with the steam of wet coats, the tetk 
of the red-hot stove;, the stench of sawdust boxes which served 
as cuspidors. The afternoon lij^t was as reluctant as a winter 
dawn. 

** This is a useful market-center, an interesting pioneer post, 
bot it is not a home for me," meditated tiie stranger CaroL 

Kennicott s««gested, '' I'd Iphone for a flivver but if d take 
quite a while fcM- it to get here. Let's walk." 

They stepped uncomfortably from the safety of the plank 
platfcHin and, balancing on their toes, takmg cautious strides, 
ventured along the road The dee^ rain was turning to snow. 
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The air was stealthfly cold. Beneath an inch of water was a 
layer of ice, so that as they wavered with their suit-cases they 
did and almost fell. The wet snow droiched their gloves; the 
water underfoot splashed their itching ankles. They scuffled 
indi by inch for three blocks. In front of Hany HaydodL*^ 
Eennicott sighed: 

" We better stop in here and 'phone for a machine.'' 

She followed Urn like a wet kitten. 

The Haydocks saw them laboring vp the sl^)pery concrete 
walk, up the perilous front steps, and came to the door 
chanting: 

** Wdl, well, well, back again, A? Say, this is finel Have 
a fine trip? My, you look like a rose, Carol. How did you 
like the coast, doc? Well, well, wdll Where-all did you 
go?" 

But as Eennicott began to proclaim the list of places 
achieved, Harry interrupted with an account of how much 
he himself had seoi, two years ago. When Kamicott boasted, 
''We went through the mission at Santa Barbara," Hany 
broke in, ''Ydi, that's an interesting old mission. Say, 111 
never forget that hotel there, doc. It was swdl. Why, the 
rooms were made just like these old monasteries. Juanita 
and I went from Santa Barbara to San Luis Obiq;)0. You folka 
go to San Luis Obispo? " 

"No, but " 

<<Wdl you ouj^t to gone to San Luis Obispo. And then 
we wait from there to a ranch, least they called it a ranch ^ 

Kennicott got in only one considerable narrative, wfakb 
began: 

" Say, I never knew— did you, Harry? — that in the Chicago 
district the Eutz Ear sells as well as the Overland? I never 
thought much of the Eutz. But I met a gentleman on the 
train — it was whai we were pulling out of Albuquerque, and 
I was sitting on the back platform of the observation car, 
and this man was next to me and he asked me for a li^t, 
and we got to talking, and come to find out, he came trom 
Aurora, and when he found out I came from Minnesota he 
asked me if I knew Dr. Clemworth of Red Wing, and of course, 
while I've never met him, I've heard of Gemworth lots of 
times, and seems he's this man's brother I Quite a coincidence! 
Well, we got to talking, and we called the porter— that was a 
pret^ good portar on that car— and w^ had a couple bottles 
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of ginger ale, and I han>ened to mention the Kutz Kar, and 
this man — seems he's driven a lot of different kinds of cars — 
he's got a Franklin now — ^and he said that he'd tried the Kutz 
and liked it first-rate. Wdl, when we got into a station — 
I don't remonber the name of it— Carrie, what the deuce 
was the name of that first stq[> we made the other side of 
Abuquorque? — ^well, anyway, I guess we must have stopped 
there to take on water, and this man and I got out to stretch 
our leg3, and darned if there wasn't a Kutz drawn right up 
at the depot platform, and he pointed out something I'd never 
noticed, and I was glad to learn about it: seems that the gear 
lever in the Kutz is an inch longer " 

Even this chronicle of voyages Harry interrupted, with re- 
marks on the advantages of the ball-gear-shift 

Kennicott gave up hope of adequate credit for being a 
travded man, and tdephoned to a garage for a Ford taxicab, 
whfle Juanita kissed Carol and made sure of being the first 
to tell the latest, which included seven distinct and proven 
scandals about Mrs. Swiftwaite, and one considerable doubt as 
to the chastity of Cy Bogart. 

They saw the Ford sed^ making its way over the water* 
lined ice, throuj^ the snow-storm, like a tug-boat in a fog. 
The driver st(^]ped at a comer. The car skidded, it turned 
about with comic rductance, crashed into a tree, and stood 
tUted on a broken wheel. 

The Kennicotts refused Harry Haydock's not too urgait 
offer to take them home in his car '^ if I can manage to get 
it out of the garage — ^terrible day — stayed home from the 
store— but if you say so, 111 take a shot at it." Carol gurgled, 
** No, I think we'd bettar walk; probably make better time, and 
I'm just crazy to see nqr baby." With their suit-cases they 
waddled on. Their coats were soaked through. 

Carol had forgotten her facile hopes. She looked about 
with impersonal eyes. But Kennicott, through rain-blurred 
lashes, caught the glory that was Back Home. 

She noted bare tree-trunks, black branches, the spongy 
brown earth between patches of decayed snow on the lawns. 
The vacant lots were full of tall dead weeds. Stripped of 
summer leaves the houses were hopeless — temporary shelters. 

Kennicott chuckled, '' By golly, look down therel Jack Elder 
must have painted his garage. And look I Martin Mahoney 
has put vsp a new fence around his chicken yard. Say, that's 
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a good fence, di? Oiidkeii-tig^t and dog-tig^, lluifs ccr- 
ta&ly a dandy fence. Wonder how miich it cost a ywriJ 
Yes, sir, they been building rig^t along, even in winter. Got 
more oiterpriae than these (Mf omians. Pretty good to be 
home, di?"* 

She noted that all winter long the dtixens had been throwing 
garbage into their back ywtds. to be deaned np in ^ring. The 
recent thaw had disclosed heaps of ashes, dog-bones, torn 
bedding, dotted paint<an8, all half covered by the icy pools 
which filled the hollows of the yards. The refose had stained 
the water to vile odors of waste: thin red, soar yellow, streaky 
brown. 

Kennicott chuckled, ^Look over there on Main Stre^l 
They got the feed store all fixed iq>, and a new sign on it, 
black and gohL Thatll improve the appearance of the block 
a lot'' 

She noted that the few people whom they passed wore their 
raggedest coats for the evil day. They were scarecrows in a 
shanty town. . . . ^' To think,'' she marvded, " of comifig 
two thousand mOes, past mountains and dUes, to get off here, 
and to plan to stay herel What concdvaUe reason for 
dioosing this particular place? ** 

She noted a figure in a rusty coat and a doth cap. 

Kennicott chuckled, ''Lo(dLwho%comfaigI Itis Sam Claikl 
Gosh, all rigged out for the weather.'' 

The two men ^ock hands a dozen times and, in the 
Western fashion, bumbled, ^Wdl, wdl, wdl, wdl, you cU 
hdl-hound, you dd devil, how are you, ansrway? Yon oM 
horse-thief, maybe it ain't good to see 3^ou againl " While Sam 
nodded at her over Kennicott^ shoulder, she was embarrassed. 

'' Perhaps I should never have gone away. I'm out of 
practise in Ijing. I wish the^ wouki get it overl Just a 
Uock more and---my baby! " 

They were hcune. She brushed past the wdcoming Aunt 
Bessie and kndt by Hug^. As he stammered, ^ O mummy, 
mummy, don't go awayl Stay with me, mummyl " she cried, 
** No, I'll never leave you againl " 

He vdunteered, " That's daddy .** 

^' By golly, he knows us iust as if we'd never been awayl " 
said Kennicott. '' You don^t find any of these California kids 
as bright as he is, at his agel " 

When the trunk came they piled about Hugli the bewhiskered 
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Hid e wooden tarn fitting one inside another, tbeminiatinre junk, 
and tbe Oriental drum, from San Francisco Chinatown; the 
Uocks carved fay the old Frenchman in San Di^o; the lariat 
from Sam Antonio. 

^ Will you for^ve nnmmy for going anay? WiH you? " 
she whispered. 

Absorbed in Hu^, asking a Irandred questioBS about him^ 
had he had any colds? did he still dawdle over his oatmeal? 
what about unfortunate morning incidents? — she i^ewed Aunt 
Bes^ (mfy as a soorce of information, and was able to ignore 
ker hint, pointed by a coyly shaken finger, ^ Now that you've 
had ntch a fine long tr^ and spent so mudi monqr and all, 
I hope you're going to settle down and be satkfied and 
not " 

"^ Does he Ifte carrots yet? " refdied Carol. 

She was theaM as the snow bqgan to conceal the slatternly 
yards. She assured herself that the streets of New York and 
Chia^ were as ugly as Go[dier Prairie in such weather; she 
di«nissed the thought, ^ But thqr do have charming interiors 
for refuge." She sang as die cnergetkaSy looked over Hu^'s 
clothes. 

The afternoon grew old sxni daik. Aunt Bessie weat home. 
Carol took the baby ii^ her awn roonu The maid came hi 
complaining, '^ I can't get no extra nulk to make chipped beef 
for sopptf .'^ Hugh was aleq^, and he had been ^K)iled by 
Aunt Beam. Even to a returned mother, his whining and 
his trick of seven times snatdnng her diver brush were fa- 
tiguing. As a backgroond, behind the noises of Hiq^ and the 
kitchen, the house reeked with a colorless stfllness. 

Fnm the window die heard Kennicott greeting the Widow 
Bogart as he had always done, dtwBys, every snowy evening: 
''OuesB this H keepupall niglit.'' She waited. There thqr 
were, the furnace sounds, unaheraUe^ eternal: removing adies, 
dMvding coal. 

Yes. She was bad: homel Nothing had changed. She 
had never been away. California? Had die seen it? Had she 
for one minute left this scrs^ing soimd of tbe small shovel in 
the adi-pit of the f mnace? But Kennicott prepostaxrasly sup- 
posed that she had. Never had die been quite so far from 
going away as now when he bdieved die had just come back« 
She felt oozing throu^ the walls the spirit of small houses and 
righteous pec^e. At Oat instant she knew tiiat in runmng 
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away she had merely hidden her doubts behind the offidoos 
stir of travel. 

'^ Dear God, don't let me begin agonizing again! " she sobbed. 
Hug^ wept with her. 

" Wait for mummy a second! ^ She hastened down to the 
cdlar, to Kennicott. 

He was standing before the furnace. However inadequate 
the rest of the house, he had seen to it that the fundamental 
odlar should be large and clean, the square pillars whitewashed, 
and the bins for coal and potatoes and tnmks convenient. A 
(^ow from the drafts f dl on the smooth gray cement Booi at 
his feet. He was whistling tenderly, staring at the furnace 
with eyes which saw the black-domed monster as a symbol 
of home and of the bdoved routine to which he had returned — 
his gipsying decently acconq>lished, his duty of viewing 
''sights" and '^ curios'' performed with thorougjbness. Un- 
conscious of her, he stooped and peered in at the blue flames 
among the coals. He dosed the door briskly, and made a 
whirliog gesture with his rig^t hand, out of pure bliss. 

He saw her. " Why, hello, old lady! Pretty dam good to 
te back, di? " 

" Yes," she lied, while she quaked, '' Not now. I can't face 
the job of explaining now. He's been so good. He trusts 
me. And I'm going to break his heart! " 

She smiled at him. She tidied his sacred cellar by throwing 
an empty bluing bottle into the trash bin. She mourned, '' It^ 
only the baby that holds me. If Hugh died— " She fled up- 
stairs in panic and made sure that nothing had haiipened to 
Hug^ in these four minutes. 

Sie saw a pendl-mark on a window-sill. She had made it 
on a September day lAea she had been planning a picnic for 
Fern MuUins bM Erik. Fern and she had been hysterical with 
nonsense, had invented mad parties for all the coming winter. 
She glanced across the allqr at the room which Fern had oc- 
cupi^. A rag of a gray curtain masked the still window. 

She tried to think of some one to whom she wanted to 
telephone. There was no one. 

The Sam Clarks called that evening and encouraged her to 
describe the missions. A dozen times they told her how fjtad 
theer were to have her back. 

** It is good to be wanted," she thought '' It will drug me 
But Oh, is all life, always, an unresolved But? " 
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She tried to be content, which was a contradiction in terms. 
She fanatically cleaned bovtse all April. She knitted a sweater 
for Hug^. ^e was diligent at Red Cross work. She was 
sQent when Vida raved that though America hated war as much 
as ever, we must invade Germany and wipe out every man, 
because it was now proven that there was no soldier in the 
German army who was not crucifying prisoners aiul cutting off 
babies' hands. 

Carol was volunteer nurse yAuea Mrs. Chan^ Perry suddenly 
died of pneumonia. 

In her funeral procession were the deven people left out 
of the Grand Army and the Territcmal Pioneers, old men and 
women, very old and weak, who a few decades ago had been 
hcfys and girls of the frontier, riding broncos thro^ the rank 
windy grass of this prairie. They hobbled behind a band made 
%tp of business men and higjh-school boys, who straggled along 
without uniforms or ranks or leader, trying to play Chopin's 
Funeral March— a shabby group of ndg^ibors with grave qres, 
stumbling through the dush under a solemnity of faltering 
music. 

Chanq) was broken. His rheumatism was worse. The rooms 
over the store were silent. He could not do his work as buyer 
at the elevator. Farmers coming in with sled-loads of wheat 
complained that Chanq> could not read the scale, that he 
seemed alwaj^ to be watching some one back in the darkness 
of the bins. He was seen slq)ping through alleys, talking 
to hbnsdf , trjing to avoid observation, creeping at last to the 
cemetery. Once Qtrol followed him and found the coarse, 
tobacco-stained, unimaginative old man lying on the snow of 
the grave, his thick arms spread out across the raw mound 
as if to protect her from the cold, her whom he had carefully 
covered up every nig^t for sixty years, who was alone there 
ncfWf uncared for. 

llie devator company, Ezra Stowbody president, let him go. 

411 



Digitized by 



Google 



412 MAIN STREET 

The company, Em eiplained to Card, had no funds for 
giving pensions. 

She tried to have him appointtd to the postmasterdi4>, iHiich, 
since all the woA was done by assistants, was the one sinecure 
In town, the one reward for political purity. But it proved 
that Mr. Bert Tybee, the former bartender, desired the post- 
mastership. 

At her solicitation Lyman Qhs gave Champ a warm berth 
as ni^t watchman, Small boys ^yed a good many trids 
on Champ when he f dl asleep at the milL 



She had vicarious happinfas in the return of Major Rajrmend 
Wutherapoon. He was well, but stiU weak from having been 
gassed; he had been discharged and he came home as die 
first of the war veterans. It was rumored that he svpraed 
Vida by coming imannoimced, that Vida binted when she saw 
him, and for a nig^t and day would not share him with the 
town. When Carol saw than Vida was hazy about eveisrthing 
acept Raymie, and never went so far from him that sfat 
could not slq> her hand under hb. Without understanding 
why, Carol was troubled by this intensity. And Raymifr— 
gurdy this was not Raymie, but a sterner brother of hk, this 
man with the tig^t blouse, die shoulder anblems, the trim k^ 
in boots. His face seemed different, his lips more ti^t Hi 
was not Raymie; he was Maj<x- Wutherspoon; and Kmnifotl 
and Carol were grateful when he divulged that Paris wasn't hatf 
as pretty as Minneapolis, that all of Ae American soldiers had 
beoi distinguished by their morality when on leave. Kennicolt 
was respectful as he inquired whether the Germans had geod 
aeroplanes, and wliat a salient was, and a cootie, and Gofaig 
West. 

In a wedL Major Wutherqxxm was made fidl manager of ths 
Bon Ton. Harry Haydock was going to devote lumself to the 
half-dozen brandi stores which he was establishing at croa»* 
roads hamlets. Harry would be the town's ridi man in the 
coming gmeration, and Major Wutherspoon would rise with 
him, a^ Vida was jubilant, thou^ she was regretful at havmg 
i to give up most of her Red Cross wortL. Ray still needed 
nursing, she eiplained. 

When Carol saw him with his uniform <^ in a pcppeMBd* 
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tdt suit and a new gny fdt hat, she was dbappdated. Ht 
was not Major Wutherspoon; he was Rnynit. 

For a month small boys foHowed him down the street, and 
everybody called him Major, but that was presently shffltened 
to Maje, and the small boys (fid not look op from tbek marbto 
WB he weitt by. 



m 

The town was booming, as a resdt of the war price of wheat 

The irtieat money did not remain in the pockets ol the 
farmers; the towns existed to take care of all that. Iowa 
farmers were sdlmg tbdr land at four hundred dollars an acre 
and coming into Minnesota. But idioever bouj^t oc sold 
€r mortgaged, the townsmen invited tiiemsdves to the feast — 
fldUers, r^-estate men, lawyers, merchants, and Dr. Will 
Kemicott. Th^ bought land at a hundred and fifty, sold it 
next day at a hundr^ and seventy, and bou^t again. In 
three months Kennicott made seven thousand doQais, wfaidi 
was rather more than four times as much as society paid him 
for healing the sick. 

In ear^ summer began a ^campaign of boosting." Th^ 
Commercial Qub decided that Gc^er Pndrie was no^ erily 4 
ndieat-ceater but also the perfect site Ux faurtoriei, summer 
cottages, and state institutimis. Incharseof tfaecoa^iaignwas 
Mr. James Blausser, yfbo had recenny come to town to 
speculate in land. Mr. Blausser was known as a Hustler. He 
liked to be called Honest Jim. He was a bidky, gauche, noisy, 
bumorous man, with narrow eyes, a rustic conq>leiion, large 
red hands, and brilliant clothes. He was attentive to all 
wonoi. He was the first man in town who had not been 
sensitive aiou^ to fed Ouxd's aloofness. He put his arm 
about her shoulder whfle he condescended to Kemdkntt, ^' Nice 
111 wifqr, 111 say, doc," and when she answered, not warndy, 
** Iliank you very much for the imprimahir/' he blew on her 
neck, and did not know that he had been in^ted. 

He was a layer-on of hands. He never came to the house 
without trying to paw her. He touched her arm, let his fist 
bush her side. She hated the man, and she was afraid of 
Idm. She wondered if he had heard of Erik, and was taking 
advantage. She spoke ill of Um at home and in public places, 
but Kemucottaiid tbe other powers msistied, "" Maybe be is 
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kind of a roughneck, but you got to hand it to him; he's got 
more git-up-and-git than any fellow that ever hit this burg. 
And he's pretty cute, too. Hear what he said to old Ezra? 
Chucked him in the ribs and said, ' Say, boy, what do you 
want to go to Denv^ for? Wait 11 I get time and 111 move 
the mountains here. Any mountain will be tickled to death 
to locate here once we get the White Way inl ' " 

The town welcomed Mr. Blausser as fully as Carol snubbed 
him. He was the guest of honor at the Commercial dvb 
Banquet at the Minniemashie House, an occasion for meom 
printed in gold (but injudiciously proof-read), for free dgacs, 
soft damp slabs of Lake Superior whitefish served as fillet of 
sole, drenched dgar-ashes gradually filling the saucers of coffee 
cups, and oratorical references to Pep, Punch, Go, Vigor, Enter- 
prise, Red Blood, He-Men, Fair Women, God's Country, James 
J. Hill, the Blue Sky, the Green Fields, the Bountiful Harvest, 
Increasing Population, Fair Return on Investments, Alien 
Agitators Who Threaten the Security of Our Institutions, the 
Bearthstone the Foundation of the State, Senator l^ute 
Kelson, One Hundred Per Cent. Americanism, and Pointing 
with Pride. 

Harry Haydock, as chairman, introduced Honest Jim 
Blausser. '' And I am proud to say, my fellow citizens, that 
in his brief stay here Mr. Blausser has become my warm 
personal friend as well as my fellow booster, and I advise ycfa 
all to very carefully att^id to^the hints of a man who knows 
how to achieve." 

Mr. Blausser reared vp like an dephant with a camd's nedk 
— red faced, red eyed, heavy fisted, slij^tly belching — a bom 
leader, divindy intended to be a congressman but deflect^ to 
the more lucrative honors of real-estate. He smiled on his 
warm personal friends and fellow boosters, and boomed: 

'' I certainly was astonished in the streets of our lovdy little 
dty, the other day. I met the meanest kind of critter that 
God ever made— meaner than the homed toad or the Texas 
lallapaluza! (Laughter.) And do you know what the animile 
was? He was a knocker! (Laughter and applause.) 

'' I want to tdl you good people, and it's just as sure as 
God made little apples, tiie thhig that distinguishes our Amer- 
ican commonwealth from the pikers and tin-horns in other 
countries is our Punch. You take a g^uwine, honest-to-God 
homo Americanibus and there ain't anything he's afraid to 
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tackle. Snap and speed are his middle name! Hell put her 
across if he has to ride from hell to breakfast, and believe me, 
I'm mighty good and sorry for the boob that's so milucky as to 
get in Us way, because that poor slob is going to wonder where 
he was at when Old Mr. Cyclone hit town! (Laughter.) 

** Now, frien's, there's some folks so yellow md small and 
so few in the pod that th^ go to work and daim that those 
of us that have the big vision are off our trolleys. They say 
we can't make Gopher Prairie, God bless herl just as big as 
Minnei^lis or St. Paul or Dmuth. But lemme tdl you right 
here aiui now that there ain't a town under the blue canopy 
of heavea that's got a better chaoce to take a running jump 
and go scooting rig^t up into the two-hundred-thousand class 
than little old G. P.I And if there's anybody that's got such 
cold kismets that he's afraid to tag after Jim Blausser on the 
Big Going Up, then we don't want him here! Way I figger it, 
you folks are just patriotic enough so that you ain't going to 
stud for any guy sneering and knocking his own town, no 
matter how mudi of a smart Aleck he is--and just on the side 
I want to add that this Farmers' Noiq>artisan League and the 
whole bunch of socialists are right in the same category, (NT, 
as the fellow says, in the same scategory, meaning This Way 
Out, Exit, Beat It Whfle the Gomg's Good, This Means You, 
for an knockers of prosperity and the rights of proper^! 

" Fellow citizens, there's a lot of folks, even rig^ here in this 
&ir state, fairest and richest of all the glorious union, that 
stand up on their hind legs and daim that die East and Europe 
put it all over the golden Northwestland. Now let me vaU 
that lie rij^t here and now. 'Ah-ha,' says they, 'so Jim 
Blausser is claiming that Gopher Prauie is as good a place 
to live in as Loodaa and Rome and— and all the rest of the Big 
Burg9,ishe? How does the poor fish know? ' saj^ they . Well, 
111 tell you how I know! I've seen 'em! I've done Europe 
from soup to nuts! They can't spring that stuff on J^m 
Blausser and get away with it! And let me tdl you that the 
only live thing in Europe is our boys Uiat are fis^ting there 
now! L(Hidon— I speat three days, sixteen straight hours a 
day, giving London the once-over, and let me tdl you that it's 
nothing but a bunch of fog and out-of-date buildings that no 
live American burg would stand for one minute. You may 
not bdieve it, but there ain't one first-class skyscrq)ar in the 
whole works. And the same thing goes for that crowd of craba 
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and soobs Down East, and next tim^ ]too hear some aob 
bom YahOQfv31e-oa-tiw>Hudson chcwiDg the rag and boKog 
and trying to get your goat, yoa tdl him that no two-fistod 
arterprising Wcstttner would have New York for a giflt 

'^ Now the point of this is: I'm not only insisting that Capba 
Prairie is going to be Minnesota's pride, the brightest ray in the 
g^ory of tibe North Star State, but also and furthermore thai 
it is right now, and still more shall be, as good a place to liiFe 
in, and love in, and bring op the Little Ones in, and it^ got 
as much refinement and culture as any burg on the wbole 
bloomin' expanse of God^ Green Footstool, ai»d that goes, gel 
me, that goes! ^ 

Half an hour hter Omimian &ydock moved a vote ef 
thanks to Mr. Blausser. 

The boosters' canqMugn was on. 

The town sought that efficient and modem variety of fame 
nhidi is known as ^ publicity." The band was reor^miaed, 
and provided by the Commercial Qub widi unif orms of pmidt 
and gold. Thr imntrur hnnrbill tnm Tiirril n irmi pmf n n i nnsl 
pitcher from Des Moines, and made a schedule of games with 
every town for fifty mSes about The citizens a c co mp a nied 
it as '' rooters," in a q[)edal car, with banners lettered '' Watch 
Gopher Prairie Grow," and with the band playing ^Smfle, 
Smfle, Smile." Whether the team won or lost the DuMnOas 
loyally shrined, ^ Boost, Bojrs, and Boost Together — ^Put 
Gopher Prairie on the Map— Brilliant Record of Our Matrhkas 
Team." 

Then,gJoryof ^ories,thetownputinaWhiteWay. White 
Ways were in fashion in the Middlewest. Tb^r were conipoaed 
of ornamented posts with dusters of hi^-powered decHk 
fights along two or tbree blocks on Main Street. TheDawMess 
confessed: ''White Wiqt Js Installed— Town Lit Up Like 
Broadway— ^)eech by Hon. James Blauaser— Come On Yoo 
Twin Cities— Our Hat Is In the Ring." 

The Coramerdal Ckib issued a bo^et prepared by a great 
and e]q)ensive literary person from a Mkmeapdis advertising 
agency, a red-headed young man who smoked cigarettes in a 
long amber bokier. Carol read the booklet with a certain 
wimler. She learned that Plover and Minmemashie Lakes 
were world-famed for thdr beauteous wooded shores and gamey 
pike and bass not to be equaHed dsewhere ia the entire coii^ 
tiy; that the residences of Gopher Prairie were n»dd^ of 
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digpity, comfcNty and culture, with lawns and gardens known 
far and wide; that the Gopher Prairie schools and public 
Ubrary, in its neat and commodious building, were celd^rated 
tbrou^iout the state; that the Gopha: Prairie mills made the 
best flour in the country; that the surrounding farm lands were 
renowned, where'er men ate bread and butter, for their in* 
comparable No. i Hard Wheat and Holstein-Friesian cattle; 
and that the stores in Gopher Prairie compared favorably with 
Mjoneapolis and Oikago in their abundance of Innries and 
Beceasitics and the ever-courteous attention ot the skilled 
dcrki. She leaned, in brief, that this was the ooe Logk:al 
Location for factories and wholesale houses. 

** Therms where I want to go; to that modd town Gopher 
Pteirie," said GaioL 

Kennioott was triumphant wiien tibe Commerda! Glib did 
capture one amaH shy factory which plano^ to make wooden 
antomobilfr-wheds, but when Carol saw the pr oMoter die coidd 
not fed Oat his coming mudi mattered--and a year af tei^ 
when he failed, she could not be very aonowftd. 

Retired farmers were moving into town. The price of lota 
koA Jncreased a tfakd. Bot Carol could discover no more 
pictures nor iBtecesting food nor giadous voices nor amusing 
conversation nor questing ndnds. Sie could, she asserted, 
endnre a shabby butt modest town; the town shabby and 
egomaniac she could not endure. She could nurse Champ 
Ferry, and warm to the nrigjhboriiness of Sam Clark, but she 
could not sit appianding Honest Jim Bhnsser. Kennicott had 
bq;ged her, in courtdiq[> days, to convert the town to beauty* 
If it was now as beautiful as Mr. Blausser and the Damiku 
•aid, thm her woriL was over« and she could go. 
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Kbnnioott was not so inhumanly patient that he cotdd con- 
tinue to forgive Carol's heresies, to woo her as he had on the 
venture to California. She tried to be inconspicuous^ but she 
was betrayed by her faOure to glow over the boosting. 
Kennicott bdieved in it; demanded that she say patriotic 
things about the White Way and the new factory. He snorted, 
** By golly, I've done all I couldi and now I eipect you to 
play t^ game. Here you been complaining for years about 
us being so pol^, and now when Blausser comes along and does 
stir up excitement and beautify the town like you've always 
wanted somdxxiy to, why, you say he's a roughnerk, and yoa 
won't jump on the band-wagon." 

Once, when Kennicott announced at noon-dinner, ^ What do 
jrou know about this! They say there's a chance we may 
get anodier factory— cream-sq>arator worksl " he added, " You 
m^t try to look interested, even if you ainti " The baby 
was frightened by the Jovian roar; ran wailing to hide hk 
foce in Carol's lap; and Kennicott had to make himself humble 
ami court both mother and child. The dim injustice of not 
being understood evm by his son left him irritable. He fdt 
injured. 

An event idiich did not directly touch them brought down 
his wrath. 

In the early autumn, news came from Wakamin that the 
sheriff had forbidden an organizer for the National Non- 
partisan League to speak anywhere in the county. The or- 
ganizer had defied the sheriff, and announced that in a few 
days he would address a farmers' political meeting. That 
ni^t, the news ran, a mob of a hundred business men led by 
the sheriff — ^the tame village street and the smug village faces 
ruddled by the light of bc^bing lanterns, the wSb flowing be- 
tween the squatty rows of shops— had taken the organizer 
from his hotel, ridden him on a fence-raQ, put him on a 
fnifgbt train, and warned him not to return. 

418 
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Tbe story was threshed out in Dave Dyer's drug store, mH 
Sam Cl3xk, Kennicott, and Card present. 

'' That's the way to treat those fellows— only they oug^ 
to have lynched him! " declared Sam, and Kennicott and Dave 
Dyer joined in a proud " You betl " 

Carol walked out hastQy, Kennicott observing her. 

Through siq>par-time she knew that he was bubbling and 
would soon boil over. When the baby was abed, and they sat 
composedly in canvas chairs on the porch, he expmmented, 
^* I had a hunch you thought Sam was kind of hard on that 
fellow they kicked out of Wakunin." 

'' Wasn't Sam rather needlessly heroic? "" 

" All these organizers, yes, and a whole lot of the Goman 
and Squarehead farmers themsdves, they're seditious as the 
devilr-disloyal, non-patriotic, pro-Gainan pacifists, that's 
what they arel " 

«« Did this organizer say aiqrthing pro-German? " 

** Not on your lifel ThQr didn't give him a chancel " His 
laufl^ was stagey. 

" So the whole thing was illegal— and led by the sherifft 
Predsdy how do you ezpect these aliens to ob^r your law if 
the officer of the law teaches them to break it? Is it a new 
kind of logic? " 

« Maybe it wasn't exactly regular, but what's the odds7 
They knew this fellow would try to stir up trouble. When* 
ever it comes rig^t down to a question of defending American 
ism and our constitutional rights, it's justifiable to set aside 
ordinary procedure." 

" What editorial did he get that from? " she wondered, as 
she protested, ** See here, my beloved, why can't you Tories 
declare war honestly? You don't impose this organizer be- 
cause you think he's seditious but because you're afraid that 
tbe farmers he is organizing will dq>rive you townsmen of the 
money you make out of mortgages and wheat and shops. 
Of course, since we're at war with Gomany, anything that any 
one of us doesn't like is ' pro-German,' whether it's business 
conq)etition or bad music If we were fighting England, 
you'd call the radicals ' pro-English.' When this war is over, 
I sappose youll be callhig them ' red anarchists.' What an 
eternal art it is— such a ^ttery delightful art — ^finding hard 
names for our 0{^nentsl How we do sanctify our efforts to 
kMp them from getting the holy dollars we want for ourselvi»l 
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The chiiicbes have always done it, and the pditiciA • 
and I suppose I do k when I call Mrs. Bogart a * Puritan ' aad 
Mr. Stowbody a ^ capitalists^ But you bu^ness men are going 
to beat all the rest of us at it, with your sini|de-hesvted» 
energetic, pompous " 

She got so for only because Kennicott was slow in Aafcitig 
off respect for her. Now he bayed: 

'^ Thatll be about all from jroul IVe stood for your sneer- 
ing at this town, and saying ho^ u^y and dull it is. I've stood 
for your refusing to appreciate good fellows like Sam. Fve 
even stood for your ridiculing our Watch Gopher Prairie Grow 
campaign. But one thing I'm not going to stand: Fm not 
going to stand my own wife being seditious* You can camou- 
flage all you want to, but you know dam wdl that thmt 
radicals, as you call *&n, are opposed to the war, and let me 
tdl you rig^t here and now, and you and all these long-haired 
men and short-haired women can beef aU you want tOy but 
we're going to take these fellows, and if they ain't patriotic, 
we're going to make them be i»triotic. And— I/Nrd knovs 
I never thought I'd have to say this to my own wife — but if 
you go defending these f dlows^ then the same thing api^ies to 
you! Next thing, I siq>po8e youll be yapping abrat free 
q>eech. Free q>e6chi There's too much free speech and free 
gas and free beer and free love and all the rest of yom* danmed 
mouthy freedom, and if I had my way I'd make you folks live 
up to the established rules of decengr even if I had to take 



**Wi]l\*^ She was not tinKHX>us DOW. ^ Am I pro-German 
if I fail to throb to Honest Jim Blausser, too? Let's have n^ 
whole duty as a wifel " 

He was grumbling, ''The whole thing's rig^t in line with 
the criticism you've always been making. Might have koama 
you'd oppose any decent constructive work for the town or 
for " 

" You're right. All I've done has been in line. I dont 
belong to Gopher Prairie. That isn't meant as a con- 
demnation of Gopher Prairie, and it may be a condemnation 
of me. An ri{^tl I dcm't care! I don't bdong here, and 
Vm going. I'm not asking permission any more. I'm simply 
going." 

He grunted. " Do you mind telling me, if it isn't too modi 
trouble, how long you're going for? " 
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^ I doQt know. Peduips lor a year. Perfaaps for a life- 



M 



*^ I see. Well, of course. 111 be tickled to dei^ to sell oul 
nqr practise and go anywhere yoa say. Would you like to have 
me go with you to Paris and study art, maybe, and wear vel- 
veteen pants and a woman's bonnet, and live on ^laghetti? " 

''No, I thiidL we can save yon that trouble. You don't 
(fnite understand. I am going — ^I really am— <uid akmel I've 
got to find out what my work is ^* 

''Wofk? Work? Smei Thafi the whole trouble with 

SI You havent got enough work to do. If you had five 
and DO hired f^, and had to he^ with the chores and 
separate the cream, like ti^ae faatners' wives, then yon wouldn't 
be so discontented." 

^I know. That's idiat most men— and women—like you 
would say. That's how they would explain all I am and all 
I want. And I shouldn't argue with them. These business 
men, from their crushii^ labors of sitting in an office seven 
hours a day, would calmly recommend that I have a doaen 
dfldren. As it hsqppens, I Ve done that sort ol thing. There've 
been a good many times when we hadn't a maid, and I did 
all the housework, and cared for Hug^, and went to Red Cross, 
and <fid te all very efficiently. I'm a good cook and a good 
8weq>er, and you don't dare say I'm notl " 

"N-no, you're " 

^ But was I more happy when I was drudghig? I was not. 
I was just bedraggled and unhappy. It's work— but not my 
work. I could nm an office or a Ubrary, or nurse and teadi 
dnkben. But solitary disb-wadiing isn't enough to satisfy me 
—or many other women. We're gcring to chudL it. We're 
going to wash 'em by machinery, and come out and play with 
you men in the offices and ddbs and politics you've deveiiy 
kq>t to yoursdvesi (Hi, we're hopdess, we dissatisfied 
wmneni Then why do you want to have us about the place, 
to fret 3rou? So it's for your sake that I'm going! " 

'^ Of course a little thing like Hu^ makes no difference! ^ 

'' Yes, all the difference. That's why I'm gomg to tidce htm 
iHth me.** 

"SiQypose I refuse? ** 

« You wont!" 

Forlomly, '' Uh Carrie, what the devil is it you waa^ 

aoyvay?'' 
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" Oh, (xmversationi No, it's much more than that I think 
it's a greatness of life — a refusal to be content with even the 
healthiest mud." 

'' Don't you know that nobody ever sdved a problem by 
running away from it? " 

" Perhaps. Only I choose to make my own definition of 

* running away.' I don't call Do you realize how big a 

world there is beyond this Gopher Prairie where you'd keep 
me all my life? It may be that some day 111 come back, but 
not till I can bring something more than I have now. And 
even if I am cowardly and run away— all rig^t, call it cowardly, 
call me anything you want to! I've been ruled too long by 
fear of being caJled things. I'm going away to be quiet and 
think. I'm— I'm goingi I have a right to my own life." 

" So have I to mine! '^ 

"Well?" 

" I have a rig^t to my life— ^nd you're it, you're my lifel 
You've made yourself so. I'm damned if 111 agree to aU your 
freak notions, but I will say I've got to dq>end on you. Never 
thought of that con^lication, did you, in this ' off to Bohania, 
and express yoursdf, and free love, and live your own life ' 
stuffl" 

<< You have a right to me if you can keep me. Can jrou? ^ 

He moved uneasily. 



For a month they discussed it. They hurt each other very 
much, and sometimes they were close to weq)ing, and invariably 
he used banal phrases about her duties and ^e us^ phrases 
quite as banal about freedom, and throu^ it all, her discovery 
Uiat she really could get away from Ma& Street was as sweet 
as the discovery of love. Kennicott nevar consented dd&nitt^. 
At most he agreed to a public theory that she was " going to 
take a short trip and see what the East was like in war- 
time." 

She set out for Washington in October— just before the 
war ended. 

She had determined on Washington because it was less in- 
timidating than the obvious New York, because she hoped to 
find streets in which Hugh could play, and because in the stres 
of war-work, with its demand for thousands of ianpomf 
derks, she could be initiated into the world of offices. 
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Hus^ was to go with her, despite the wails and rather ex- 
tensive comments of Aunt Bessie. 

9ie wondered if she mig^t not encounter Erik in the East, 
but it was a chance thou^t, soon forgotten. 



m 

The last thing she saw cm the station platform was Eenni- 
catty faithfully waving his hand, his face so full of uncompre- 
hending loneluMss that he could not smile but only twitch up 
his lips. She waved to him as long as she could, and when 
he was lost she wanted to leap from the vestibule and run 
back to hun. She thought of a hundred tendernesses she had 
neglected. 

She had her freedom, and it was enq>ty. The moment was 
not the highest of her lif^ but the lowest and most desolate, 
which was altogether excdlent, for instead of slipping down- 
ward she began to dimb. 

She sig^ec^ '' I couldn't do this if it weren't for Will's kmd^ 
ness, his giving me money.'' But a second after: '^ I wondo: 
how many women would always stay home if they had th^ 
mcmey?" 

Hu)^ complained, ^ Notice me, mummy 1 ^ He was beside 
her on the rod plush seat of the day-coach; a boy of three 
and a half. '' I'm tired of playing train. Let's play something 
dse. Let's go see Auntie Bogart" 

^ (^ m/ Do you reaUy like Mrs. Bogart? " 

^ Yes. She gives me cookies and she teDs me about the 
Dear Lord You never tdl me about the Dear Lord. Why 
d<m't you tell me about the Dear Lord? Auntie Bogart says 
Vm going to be a preacher. Can I be a preacher? Can 
I preach about the Dear Lord? " 

^' Oh, please wait till my generation has stopped rebdling 
before yours starts in! " 

" What's a generation? " 

'' It's a ray in the Olundnation of the spirit 

^ That's foolish." He was a serious and literal person, and 
father humorless. She kissed his frown, and marvded: 

^I am running away from my husband, after liking a 
Swedish ne'er-do-wdl and expressing immoral opiniras, just 
as in a romantic story. And my own son reproves me because 
I haven't given him rdi^us instmction. But the stoiy 
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doesnl 8» ri^iL I'm Bather groaBing nor bong d iMiiitkally 
saved. I keep on running away, and I enjoy it I'm mad 
with joy Ofver it Gopher Prairie is lost badL there in die 
dost aiid stubble, and I look forward *^ 

She continued it to Hugh: '^ Darling, do you know what 
mother and you are going to find heyood the Uue horian 
rim?" 

"What? ''flatly. 

" We're going to find dfphants with golden howdahs from 
which peep young maharanees with necklaces of rul»es, and a 
dawn sea colored like the breast of a dove, and a white aai 
green house filled with books and silver tea-sets." 

''And cookies?'' 

''Cookies? Oh, most decidedly coddes. We've had enoo^ 
of bread and porridge. We'd get nek on too mai^ cookies^ 
but ever so much skktr oa no cocAies at all." 

"Thafi foolish." 

« It is, O male KennicottI " 

"Huhl " sakl Kennicott II, and went to sleep on her 
riioiihkr. 

IV 

The theory of the DaimUless regarding Carol's absence: 

Mrs. Will Kennicott and son Hugh left on No. 24 on Saturdiiy 
last for a stay of some months in Minneapolis, Chicago, New 
York, and Washington. Mrs. Kennicott confided to Ye Scrfl)e 
diat she will be connected with one of the multifarious war activities 
now centering in the Nation's Capital for a brief period before 
returning. Her countless friends who appreciate her splendid laboa 
with the local Red Cross realize how valuable she win be to WHf 
war board with which she diooses to become connected. Gopher 
Prairie thus adds another shining star to its senrice fla|^ mA 
withottt wishing to knock any nei^boring communities, we wookl 
Iflce to know any town of anywheres near our size in the state 
that has such a sterling war record. Another reason why yooTd 
better Watch Gopher Frairie Grow. 

♦ ♦ # 
Mr. and Mrs. David Dyer, Mrs. Dyer's sister, Mrs. Jcnaie Day- 
born of Jackrabbit, and Dr. Will KcaoiootI drove to ^—^ "^ 

00 Taesday for a dcUgbtf ul picnic. 
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She found emplpjanent in the Bureau of Wiff Rbk Insurance. 
Tbou^ the armistice with Germany was signed a few weeks 
after her condng to Washingtcm, die work c^ the bureau con- 
tinued. &e filed correspondence all day; then she dictated 
answers to letters of inquiry. It was an endurance of monot* 
cAous details^ yet she asserted that she had found ^' real work." 

DisilluuoDS she did have. She discovw ed that in the after- 
aooOy ofike routine stretches to the grave. She discovered tluif 
an office is as full of cliques and scandals as a Gofdier Prairie. 
Sbe discovered that most of the women in Ae government 
bureaus lived uidiealthfuDy, dining on snatches in their 
crammed qnrtments. But ^e also discovered that business 
women may have friendships and emnities as frankly as men, 
and may revel in a bliss which no housewife attains — a frea 
Sunday. It did not appear that the Great World needed her 
inspiration, but she felt that her lettas, her contact with 
the anxieties of men and women all over the country, were 
a part of vast affairs, not confined to Main Street and a kitchen^ 
but linked with Paris, Ban^u^ Kadrid. 

She perceived that she could do office work without losing 
any of the putative feminine virtue of domesticity; that cook- 
ing and cleaning, when divested of the fussing of an Aunt 
Bessie, take but a tenth of the time which, in a Gopher 
Prairie, it is but decent to devote to them. 

Not to have to apologize fix her thoughts to the Jolly Seven- 
teen, not to have to report to SLennicott at the end of the 
day an that she had done or mig^t do, was a rdief which made 
if> for the office weariness. She fdt that she was no longer 
eneJialf c^ a marriage but the whole of a human being. 



Washington gave her all the gradousness in which she had 
kad faith: white cdunms seen across leafy paiks, spaaam 

425 



Digitized by 



Google 



436 MAIN STREET 

avenues, twisty alleys. Dafly she passed a dark square house 
with a hint of magnolias and a courtyard behind it, and a tali 
curtained second-story window throu^ which a woman was 
always peering. The woman was mystery, romance, a story 
which told itsdf differently every day; now she was a mv- 
deress, now the n^ected wife of an ambassador. It was mys- 
tery which Carol had most lacked in Gopher Prairie, where 
every house was open to view, where every person was but 
too easy to meet, where there were no secret gates (q>ening 
upon moors over which one might walk by moss-deadened 
paths to strange hig^ adventures in an ancient garden. 

As she flitted up Sixteenth Street after a Krdsler recital, 
given late in the afternoon for the goverrunoit clerks, as the 
lamps kindled in q>heres of soft fire, as the breeze flowed into 
Uie street, fresh as prairie winds ai»l kindlier, as she c^ianced 
up the dm alley of Massachusetts Avenue, as she was rested 
by the integrity of the Scottish Rite Temple, she loved the 
dty as she loved no one save Hu^. She encountered n^^ 
shanties turned into studios, with orange curtains and pots of 
mignonette; marble houses on New Hanf>shire Avenue, with 
buUers and limousines; and men who looked like ficticHial ex* 
plorers and aviators. Her days were swift, and she knew that 
in her folly of running away she had found the courage to 
be wise. 

She had a dispiriting first month of hunting lodgings in the 
crowded dty. She had to roost in a hall-room in a moldy 
mansion condiKted by an indignant decayed gentlewoman, 
and leave Hu^ to the care of a doubtful nurse. But later 
she made a home. 



in 

Her first acquaintances wa^ the members of the Tincomb 
Methodist Qiurch, a vast red-brick tabernacle. Vida Sherwin 
had given her a letter to an earnest woman with eye-g^bsses, 
plaid silk waist, and a bdief in Bible Classes, who introduced 
her to the Pastor and the Nicer Membos of Tincomb. Carol 
recoptiized in Washington as she had in California a trans- 
planted and guarded Main Street. Two-thirds of the church- 
membo^ had come from Gopher Prairies. The diurch was 
their sodety and their standard; thc^ wat to Sunday servke, 
Sunday School, Epworth League, missiooaiy lectures, cfaurdi 
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sappexSj predsdy as they had at home; they agreed that am- 
bassadors and flippant new^)apermen and infidd scientists of 
the bureaus were equally wicked and to be avoided; and by 
cleaving to Tincomb Church th^ kq;>t their ideals from aU 
contamination. 

They welcomed Card, asked about her husband, gave her 
advice regarding colic in babies, passed her the gingerbread 
and scalloped potatoes at church si4)pers, and in general made 
her very unhappy and londy, so that she wondered if she 
might not enlist in the militant suffrage organization and be 
allowed to go to jaiL 

Always she was to percdve in Washington (as doubtless she 
would have percdved in New York or London) a thick streak 
of Main Street. The cautious dullness of a Gopher Prairie 
appeared in boarding-houses where ladylike bureau-derks gos- 
siped to polite young army officers about the movies; a thou- 
ssmd Sam Claris aod a few Widow Bogarts were to be idra- 
tified in the Sunday motor procession, in theater parties, and 
at the dinners of State Societies, to which the emigres from 
Texas or Michigan surged that they might confirm tibemsdvea 
in the faith that their several Gopher Prairies were notoriously 
'^ a whole lot pettier and chummier than this stuck-up East." 

But she foimd a Washington which did not cleave to Main 
Street. 

Guy Pollock wrote to a cousin, a ten^rary army captain, a 
conficUng and buoyant lad who took Carol to tea-dances, and 
laughed, as she had always wanted some one to lau^, about 
no^iing in particular. The obtain introduced her to the secre- 
tary of a congressman, a cymcsi young widow with many ac- 
quaintances in the navy. Through her Carol met commanders 
ixki majors, new^>apermen, chemists and geographers and fiscal 
experts from the bureaus, and a teacher who was a familiar 
of the militant suffrage headquarters. The teacher took her 
to headquarters. Carol never became a prominent suffragist 
Indeed her only recognized position was as an able addresser 
of envdopes. But ^e was casually adopted by this famUy 
of friendly women who, when they were not being mobbed or 
arrested, took dimdng lessons or went picnicking up the Chesa- 
peake Canal or talked about the politics of the American 
Federation of Labor. 

With the congressman's secretary and the teacher Carol 
leajied a small flat. Here she found home, her own place and 
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ber oun people. She had, thon^ it abeorbed mst trf her 
salaiy, an excdlent nurse far H^g|i« She hersdf put him to 
bed aod played with him on hohdajrs. There were walks widi 
him, there were motionless evemngs of reading, bat cbieBf 
Washington was associated with people, scores of Aem, sitting 
about the flat, talking, talking, talkiAg, not always wisdy but 
always excitedly. It was not at all the ^ artist's studio '^ td 
lAidi, because of its persisteaoe in fiction, she had dreamed. 
Most of them were in offices all day, and thou^t more in 
card-catalogues or statistics than in mass and color. But they 
played, very singly, and they saw no reason why anything 
lAich exists cannot also be admowledged. 

She was sometimes shocked quite as she had dncked Gopher 
Fkairte by these girls with dieir cigarettes and dfish knowledge. 
When tl^ were most eager about Soviets cat canoeing, sbe 
listened, longed to have some special leamii:^ which woidd 
dbtingidah her, and signed that her adventure had come ao 
late. Kennicott and Main Street had chained her adf-reUance; 
the presence of Hug^ made her feel temporary. Some day^— 
oh, she'd have to take him back to open fidds and the i^^ 
to dimb about hay-lofts. 

But the fact that she could never be endnent among these 
scoffing enthusiasts did not keep her from being proud d 
than, from defending them in imaginary conversations with 
Kennicott, who gnnrted (she could hear his voice), ^ TheyVe 
ahi^ly a bunch of wild in;)ractical Aeorists sittin' roond 
chewing the rag,'' and ^ I haven't got the time to diase afler 
a lot of diese fool fads; Vm too b«^ putting aside a stake te 
our old age." 

Most of the men who came to ibe flat, whether they were 
army officers or radicals who hated the army, had the easy 
gentleness, the acceptance of women without endiarrassed 
banter, for vdiich she had longed m Gopher Prairie. Yet tfa^ 
seemed to be as efficiei^ as the Sam CSarks. She conduded 
timt it was because diey were of secure reputation, not hemmed 
m by the fire of provincial jealousies. Kemioott had asserted 
that the viUager's lade of courtesy is due to his poverty. 
""We're no millionahe dudes," he boasted. Yet these anqr 
and navy men, these bureau experts, and organizers of mni- 
titudinous leagues, were cheerful on three or four thousand a 
year, while Kennicott had, outside of his land apecidationsb 
aiz tfaoiWBnd c^ more, and Sam had ci^t 
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Nor could abe npcm inquiry learn that many of this reckless 
twee died in the poorhouse. That institution is reserved for 
nen l&e Kenaicott who, after devotii^ fifty years to '^ putting 
aside a stake^" incontinently iiivesi the stake in spurious o3- 
atocka. 



IV 

She was encouraged to believe that she had not been ab- 
normal in viewing Gopher Prahie as undidy tedbus and sls^ 
tendy. She fousd the same faith not onfy in girls escaped 
from domesticity but also in demure dd ladUes who, tragio^ 
delved of esteemed husbands and huge old houses, yet 
managed to make a very comf ortaide thing of it by living la 
small flats and having time to read. 

But she also leanud that by comparison Go[dier Prairie 
was a model <rf daring coior^ clever phaniag, and frenzied 
iitfdlectuality. From ho: teacher-housemate she had a sardonic 
descrqitioii of a Middlewestem railroad-division town, of the 
same size as Gopher Prairie but devoid of lawns and trees^ a 
town where the tracks q^nrawled along the cinder-scabbed 
Main Street, and the raihoad shops, drip[»ng soot from eaves 
and doorway, rolled out smoke m greasy coils. 

Other towns she came to know by anecdote: a prairie villags 
lA^e the wind blew all day long, and the mud was two feet 
thidL in spring, and in summer the flying sand scarred new- 
pointed houses and dust covered the few flowers set out in 
pots. New England mill-towns with the hands living in rows 
of cottages like blocks of htva. A ridi fam^-centar in New 
Jersey, off the railroad, furiously pious, ruled 1^ dd men, 
unbelievably ignorant old men, sitting about the grocery talking 
of James G. Blaine. A Southern town, full of the magnoliaa 
and white cdumns vdiich Carol had accepted as i»oof of 
romance, but hating the negroes, obseqidous to the Old 
Families. A Western mining-settlement like a tumor. A boom- 
ing sani-dty with parks and clever architects, visited by 
famous pianists and unctuous lecturers, but irritable from a 
struggle between union labor and the manufacturers' associa- 
tion, so that in even the gayest of the new houses there was n 
fi ffl gfiii fS B < |iiH intimidating here^-hunt. 
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The chart which plots Carol's progress is not easy to read 
The lines are broken and uncertain of direction; often instead 
of rising they sink in wavering scrawb; ai»d the colors are 
watery blue and pink and the dim gray of rubbed pencQ 
marks. A few lines are traceable. 

Unhappy women are given to protecting their sensitiveness 
by cyniod gossip, by whining, by hi^i-church and new-thou^t 
religions, or by a fog of vagueness. Carol had hidden in none 
of these refuges from reality, but she, who was tenda: and 
n^rry, had been made timorous by Gopher Prairie. Even her 
flight had been but the temporary courage of panic. The 
thing she gained in Washington was not information about 
ofiKce-systems and labor unions but renewed courage, that 
amiable contempt caUed poise. Her glimpse of tasks involving 
millions of people and a score of naticms reduced Main Street 
from bloated importance to its actual pettiness. She could 
never again be quite so awed by the power with which she 
herself had endowed the Vidas aiKl Blaussers and Bogarts. 

From her work and from her association with wcnnen who 
had organized su£Erage associations in hostfle dties, or had 
defend^ political priscmers, she cau^t something of an im- 
personal attitude; saw that she had been as touchily personal 
as Maud Dyer. 

And why, she began to ask, did she rage at individuals? Not 
individuals but institutions are the enemies, and they most 
afiSict the discq>les who the most generously sarve them. They 
insinuate their tyranny under a hundred guises and pompous 
names, such as Polite Society, the FamOy, the Church, Sowid 
Business, the Party, the Country, the Superior White Race; 
and the only defense against them, Carol beheld, is unem- 
bittered lau^ter. 
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She had lived in Washington f<v a year. She was tired of the 
office. It was tolerable, far mote tolerable than housework, but 
it was not advoiturous. 

She was having tea and dnnamon toast, alone at a small 
round table on Ae balcony of Rauscher's Confiserie. Four 
debutantes clattered in. ^e had fdt young and dissfa>ated, 
had thought rather well of her black and leaf-green suit, but 
as she watched them, thin of ankle, soft under Ae chin, seven- 
teen or ei^teen at most, smoking cigarettes with the correct 
ennui and talking of " bedroom farces '^ and their desure to 
<< run up to New York and see something racy,^ she became 
old and rustic and plain, and desirous of retreating from these 
hard brilliant children to a life easier and more ^ynq>athetic 
When they flickered out and (me chfld gave orders to a chauf- 
feur, Carol was not a defiant philosopher but a foded govern- 
ment deriL from Gopher Prauie, Minnesota. 

She started dejectedly up Connecticut Avenue. She stopped, 
her heart stopped. Comhig toward her were Hany ai»l Juanita 
Baydock. She ran to them, she kissed Juanita, ^idiile Harry 
omfided, '^ Hadn't eipected to come to Waslungton— had to 
go to New York for some buying— didn't have your address 
along— just got in this morning— wondered how in the world 
we could get hold of you.** 

She was definitdy sorry to hear that they were to leave at 
nine that evening, and she dung to them as long as she could. 
She took than to St. Mark's for dinner. Stooped, her dbows 
on the table, she heard with ezdtement that ** Cy Bogart had 
the 'flu, but of course he was too gol-dam mean to die of it." 

'^ Will wrote me that Mr. Blausser has gone away. How did 
he get on? " 

*^ Fine! Fine! Great loss to the town. There was a real 
public-spirited fdlow, all right! " 

She discovered that she now had no opinions whatever about 

431 



Digitized by 



Google 



432 MAIN STREET 

Mr. Blausser, and she said ssaqpatheticaDy, ^' Will you keqi 
vp the town-boostiiig campaign? '' 

Hany fumbled, ** Wdl, we've droiv>ed it just temporarityi 
but — sure you betl Say, did the doc write you about the 
luck B. J. Gougerling had hunting ducks down in Texas? '' 

When the news had been told ami their aithusiasm had 
slackened she looked about and was proud to be able to point 
out a senator, to eiplain the devemess of the canopied garden. 
She fancied that a man with dinner-coat and waxed mustadie 
glanced sspercilioasly at Harry's hi^^ form-fitting bri^- 
brown suit and Juanita's tan silk frock, which was doidbtf ul at 
the seams. She glared back, defending her own, daring ihe 
world not to appreciate them. 

Then, waving to than, she lost them down the loi% tratt 
shed. She stood reading the list of stations: HarrisbuEg; 

Pittsburg, Cliicago. Beyond Chicago ? She saw the lakes 

and stubUe fiekb, heard the ihythm of insects and the creak 
of a buggy, was greeted by Sam Oark's ** Wdl, wdl, Im^ 
the little hdy? " 

Nobody in Washington cared enough for her to fret about 
her sins as Sam did. 

But diat niglit they had at the flat a man just back firon 
Finland. 



She was on the Powhatan roof with the captun. At a tabk^ 
somewhat vociferously buymg improbable ''soft drinks '^ for 
two fluffy girls, was a man with a large familiar back. 
'' (%l I think I know him," she murmured. 
'' Who? There? Oh, Bresnahan, Pary Bresoahan." 
'' Yes. You Ve met him? What sort of a man is he? '^ 
''He's a good^earled idiot I rather like him, and I believe 
that as a salfsman of motors he's a vonder. But he's a 
nuisance in the aeronautic secticm. Tries so hard to be useful 
but he doesnt know ai^thing-4e doesn't know anything. 
Rather pathetic: rich man poking around and tiying to be 
nsduL Do you want to ^p!eak to him? " 
<< No— no— I don't think so." 
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She was at a awtioa-inctnre show. The film was a hq^y 
advertised and al^raal tUng saiacking of sunperiog hair- 
dreaserSy dieap perfume, red-plnsh suites oo the back streets 
of tenderloins, and con^lacent fat women chewing gum. It 
pretended to deal with the life of studios. The leading man did 
a portrait which was a masterpiece. He also saw visions hi 
iripe-smoke, aad was very brave and poor and pure. He had 
rsQ^ets^ and his masterpiece was stiaQgriy like an enfauied 
photograph. 

Carol prepared to leave. 

Ob die screen, in the r^ of a compose^ appeared an actor 
called Eric Valour. 

She was startled, hicreddous^ the& wretched. Looking 
straig^ out at^hcr, wearing a beiet and a vdvet jadet, was 
Erik Valborg. 

He had a pale part, which he phjred neither well nor badly. 

She speculated, ** I could have made so modi of him '' 

She Sd not fii^sh her specidation. 

She went home and read Kemicott^ letters. They had 
aeemed stiff and undetaited, but now there strode from them 
a personality, a personality imlike that of the langnidiiig 
young man in the vdvet jacket playing a dummy piano in a 



IV 

Eennicott first came to see her in November, thirteen months 
after her arrival in Washington. When he announced that 
be was coming she was not at all sure that she wished to 
see him. She was f^ that he had made the decision him- 
self. 

She had leave from the office for two days. 

She watched him mardung from the train, solid, assured, 
canying his heavy suit-case, and she was dMdent— he was 
such a bulky person to handle. They kissed each other 
questioningly, and said at the same time, ^' You're looking fine; 
how's the baby? " and ^* You're looking awfidly well, dear; 
how is everything? " 

He gruDdded, ^ I don't want to butt ui oo any [dans you've 
made or your friends or ai^ything^ but if you've got time for 



Digitized by 



Google 



434 MAIN STREET 

it, I'd like to chase around Washington, and take in some 
restaurants and shows and stuff, and forget work for a whfle.^' 

She realized, in the taxicab, that he was wearing a soft 
gray suit, a soft easy hat, a flippant tie. 

'' Like the new outfit? Got 'em in Chicago. Gosh, I hope 
they're the kind you like." 

They spent half an hour at the flat, with Hug|L She was 
flustared, but he gave no sign of kissing her again. 

As he moved about the small rooms she realized that he 
had had his new tan shoes polished to a brassy luster. There 
was a recent cut on his dun. He must have shaved on the 
train just before coming into Washington. 

It was pleasant to fed how important she was, how many 
people she recognized, as she took him to the Capitol, as she 
tdd him (he asked and she obligingly gu^sed) how many 
feet it was to the top of the dome, as she pointed out Senator 
LaFollette and the vice-i>resident, and at lundi-time shcnved 
hersdf an habitu^ by leading him throu^ the catacoiid>s to 
the senate restaurant 

Stit realized that he was slij^tly more bald. The familiar 
way in which his hair was parted on the left side agitated 
her. She locked down at his hands, and the fact that h^ nafls 
were as ill-treated as ever touched her more than his pleadmg 
shoe-shine. 

^ You'd like to motor down to Mount Vernon this afternoon, 
wouldn't you? " she said. 

It was the one thing he had planned. He was ddighted that 
it seemed to be a perfectly wdl bred and Washingtonian thing 
to do. 

He shyly hdd her hand on the way, and told her the news: 
they were excavating the basement for the new sdioolbuilding, 
Vida '' made him tired the way she always locked at the Maje," 
pom* Chet Dashaway had been killed in a motor aca^ent out 
on the Coast He did not coax her to like him. At Mount 
Vernon he admired the panded litouy and Washington*!! 
dental tools. 

She knew that he would want oysters, that he would have 
heard of Hand's apropos of Grant and Blaine, and she took 
him Oiere. At dinner his hearty voice, his holiday enjoyment 
of evoyAing, turned into nervousness in his de^ to know 
a number of interesting matters, such as whether Hxey still were 
floarried. But be did not ask questions, and be sdd oothim 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 435 

about her returning. He deared his throat and observed, '' Oh 
say, been trying out the old camera. Don't you tliink these 
are pretty good? " 

He to^ed over to her thirty prints of Gopher Prairie and 
the country about. Without defense, she was thrown into it 
She remembered that he had lured her with photogr2q;>hs in 
courtship days; she made a note of his sameness, his satis- 
faction with the tactics which had proved good before; but she 
forgot it in the familiar places. She was seeing the sun- 
^)eckled fans among birches on the shore of Minniemashie, 
wiml-rippled mfles of wheat, the porch of their own house where 
Hugh had played, Main Street where she knew every window 
and every face. 

She handed them back, with praise for his photography, and 
he talked of lenses and time-eq)06ures. 

Dinner was over and they were gossiping of het friends at 
the flat, but an intruder was with them, sitting back, persistent, 
ioescapable. She could not endure it. She stammered : 

'^ I had you check your bag at the station because I wasn't 
quite sure where you'd stay. I'm dreadfully sorry we haven't 
room to put you up at the flat We ou^t to have seen about 
a room for you before. Don't you think you better call up 
the Willard or the Washington now? " 

He peered at her cloudily. Without words he asked, witfi- 
out speech she answered, whether she was also going to the 
Willard or the Washington. But she tried to look as thou^ 
she did not know that they wa^ debating anything of ^ 
sort She would have hated him had he been meek about it 
But he was neiUier meek nor angry. However impatient he 
may have been with her blandn^ he said readily: 

" Yes, guess I better do that. Excuse me a second. Then 
how about grabbing a tiud (Gosh, isn't it the limit the way 
these taxi buffers skin around a comer? Got more nerve 
driving than I havel ) and going up to your flat for a while? 
Like to meet your friends — must be fine women— and I mig^t 
take a look and see how Hugh sleeps. Like to know how he 
breathes. Don't think he has adenoids, but I better make sure, 
eh? " He patted her shoulder. 

At the flat they found her two housemates and a girl who 
had beta to jail for suffrage. Kennicott fitted in surprisingly. 
He laughed at the girl's story of the humors of a hunger- 
fltrike; he told the secretary ^lat to do when her ^es were 
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tired from ^fpteg; asd die teaiAer asked hon— not bS Hie ko^ 
knd of a friend bat as a lAgrskian— whetber diore was ^ any- 
thing to this inoculation for colds/' 

His oolloqnialisms seemed to Carol no more lax dian tUr 
kabitnal slang. 

Like an older brother he ktased her good-4i^ in the midst 
of the company. 

*^ He's terribly ntce," said her hoosemates, and waited for 
confidences. They got none, nor did her own heart. Sheconld 
find nothing definite to agonise BboaL She felt that she was 
BO longer analyzing and controlling forces, tivt smpt on by 
then. 

He came to the flat for breakfast, and washed the dishes. 
That was her only occasioo for ^te. Bade home he never 
thought of washing dishcsl 

She took him to the obviois ^ s^ts "-—the Treasmy , the 
Monument, the Corcoran Gallery, the Pan-American BnHding; 
the Lincoln Memorial, with the Potomac beyond it and Ae 
Arlington hills and the ccdumns of the Lee Mansion. For all 
his willingnesB to pby there was over him a mdancholy vMA 
piqued her. His normally expressioaless eyes had depths Is 
them now, and strangeness. As they walked throngjh Lafayette 
Square, looking past the Jackson statue at the lovely tranqd 
ia^e of the WUte House, be si^bed, '' I wish I'd had a diol 
at places like this. When I was in the U., I had to cam part 
of my way, and when I insD\ doing Aat or stndymg, I gness 
I was roughbousing. My gang were a great bcmch for 
bumming around and raising Gain. Maybe if I'd been caog^ 

early and soit to concerts and afl that WooU I have 

been what you call int^gent? ^ 

*^ Oh, my dear, don^ be humUel You are faitefl^entt For 
iustance, you're the most thcuxiu^ doctor *' 

He was edf^ about something he wished to say. Bb 
pounced on it: 

"* You did like those pictures of G. P. pretty wdl, after all, 
didnt youl '' 

^ Yes, of coarse." 

'^ Wouldn't be so bad to have a g^mpse <if ^ old town, 
would itl " 

*" No, it wouMnl. Just as I was terribly g^d to see tts 
ffiiydocks. But please understand mel lliat doesnt mean 
Ikalt I withdraw all my critkians. The fact that I mig^ tte 
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a (^impse of old friends hasat ai^ particidar rdatioo to the 

question of whether Gopher Prairie oughtn't to have festivals 

^nH lamb ch(^/' 
Hastily, ""No, Dol Sure not I und'^tasd." 
** But I know it must have been pret^ tiresome to have to 

live with anybodty as perfect as I 
He grinned. Sbe Uked his grin. 



Efe was thrflted by old negro coadmien, admirals, aerophnci^ 
the building to which his income tax would evcntuatty go, a 
RoUs-Royce^ Lynnhaven qystcfs, the Supreme Court Room, 
a New York tti^trkal manager down for the try-out of a play, 
fhe house where Lincoln £ed, the cloaks of Italian officers, the 
barrows at iMdk clerics bi^ their boxrlunches at noon, the 
barges on the Chesapeake Canal, and the fact that District 
of Columbia cars had both District and Maryland Hcenses. 

She resolutely took him to her favorite vdiite and green 
ODttages and Georgian houses. He admitted that fanlights, and 
white shutters against rosy brick, were mcRre homdike than m 
painty wooden box. He vol u n t eier e d, '^ I see how 3rou mean. 
Tbcy make me think of these pictures of an otd-fasUoned 
CSurktmas. (%, if you keep at it long enough youll have San 
and me reading poetry and everything. Oh say, d' I tdl you 
about diis fierce green Jack Elders had his machine pdnted? ^ 

n 

They were at dbmer* 

He hinted, " Before jrou showed me those places today, 
I'd ahready made up my mind that when I built Ae new bouse 
we used to talk about, I'd fix it the wiry 3^00 wanted it I'm 
pretty practical about foundations and rachatioD ami stuff lOce 
that, but I guess I don't know a whole lot about architecture.'' 

** My dear, it occurs to me with a sudden shock that I don't 
dtbcrl" 

** Wdt— anywasF— you let me plan the garage and the plumb* 
ing, and you do the rest, if you ever— I mean— if you ever 
want to." 

Doubtfolly, " That's sweet ol you." 

^ Look here, Carrie; you think I'm goinir to adc you to love 
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me. I'm not. And I'm not going to ask yon to come back to 
Gq>her Prairiel " 

She gaped. 

'' It's been a whale of a fi^t But I guess I've got n^aelf 
to see that you won't ever stand G. P. unless you watU to 
come back to it. I needn't say I'm crazy to have you. But 
I won't ask you. I just want you to know how I wait for you. 
Every mail I look for a lett^, and when I get one I'm kind of 
scared to open it, I'm hoping so much that you're coming badL 

Evenings You know I didn't open the cottage d^wn at 

the lake at all, this past summer. Sin^y couldn't stand all 
the others lauf^ng and swimming, and you not there. I used 
to sit on the porc£, in town, and I — ^I couldn't get ow the 
feding that you'd sin4>ly run iq> to tbe drug store and woidd 
be ri^t back, and till after it got dark I'd catch mysdf 
watching, loddng up the street, and you never came, and the 
house was so emp^ and still that I didn't like to go in. 
And sometimes I fdl asleep there, in my chair, and didnt 

wake up till after midni^t, and the house Oh, the devill 

Please get me, Carrie. I just want you to know how wdcome 
youll be if you ever do come. But I'm not asking you to." 

« You're It's awfulty " 

'' 'Nother thing. I'm going to be frank. I haven't ahraya 
been absolutely, uh^ absolutely, proper. I've always loved you 
more than an3rtfiing dse in the world, you and the kid. But 
sometimes when you were dully to me I'd get hmdy and 
sore, and pike out and Never intended——" 

She rescued him with a pitymg, " It's all rig^t. Let's forget 
it" 

'^ But bef(N-e we were married you said if your husband 
evar did anything wrong, you'd want him to tdl you." 

"Did I? I can't remember. And I can't seem to think. CA, 
niy dear, I do know how generously you're trying to make me 

h2q[)py. The only thing is I can't think. I dcmt know 

what I think." 

'' Then listenl Don't thinkl Here's what I want yoa to 
dol Get a two-weeks leave from jrour cBke. Weather^ 
beginning to get chilly here. Let's run down to Charlestim 
and Savannah and maybe Florida. 

'^ A second honeymoon? " indecisively. 

** No. Don't even call it that. Call it a second wodng. 
I won't ask anything. I just want the chance to diase aroami 
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with you. I guess I never ai^redated how lucky I was to 
have a girl with imagination and lively feet to play with. 
So— — Could you maybe run away and see the South with 
me? If you wanted to, you could just— -you could just pretend 
you were my sister and- — 111 get an extra nurse for Hughl 
in get the best dog-gone nurse in Washington! '' 



vn 

It was in the \^a Marg^erita, by the palms of (he 
Charleston Battery and the metallic harbor, that her aloofness 
mdted. 

When they sat on the uppeac balcony, enchanted by the 
moon glitter, she cried, '' Shall I go back to Gopher Prairie 
with you? Decide for me. I'm tired of deciding and uik 
deddkig." 

'* No. YouVe got to do your own deciding. As a matter of 
fact, in spite of this honeymoon, I don't think I want you to 
come home. Not yet." 

She could only stare. 

'^ I want you to be satisfied when you get there. IH d» 
everything I can to keep you happy, but 111 make lots of 
luresJcs, so I want you to take time and think it over.'' 

She was relieved. She still had a chance to seize splendi^l 
indefinite freedoms. She might go— oh, she'd see Europe, some- 
how, before she was recaptured. But she sdso had a firmer 
respect for Kennicott. She had fancied that her life might 
make a story. She knew tbai there was nothing heroic or ob- 
viously dramatic in it, no magic of rare hours, nor valiant 
challenge, but it seemed to her that she was of some sig- 
nificance because die was commonplaceness, the ordinary life 
of the age, made articulate and protesting. It had not occurred 
to her ihat there was also a stoiy of Will Kennicott, into which 
she entered only so much as he entered into hers; that he 
had bewilderments and concealments as intricate as her own, 
and soft treacho'ous desires for sympathy. 

Thus she brooded^ looking at the amazing sea, holding his 
hand. 



Digitized by 



Google 



440 MAIN STREET 

vm 

Sbe was in Wasbingtoii; Kennicott was in Gophor Prairie^ 
writing as diyly as ever aboot wator-pipes and goose-huntiqg 
and Mrs. Fageros's mastoid. 

She was talking at dinner to a generaliasina of sv&age. 
Sbotdd she return? 

The leader spoke wearily: 

" My dear, I'm perfectly selfish. I can^t quite visualise the 
needs of your liusi)and9 ud it seems to me that your bal^ 
wiH do quite as well in the schools here as in your barraids at 
home." 

" Then you think I'd better not go back? '' Carol aouuled 
(fiiappointed. 

'' It^ more difficult than that When I say that I'te sdfiA 
I mean that the cmly thing I consido* about women is irtiether 
theyte likely to prove usefid in buOding up real political power 
lor women. And you? Shall I be frank? Remember whet 
I say ' you ' I don't mean 3rou alone. I'm thinking of tfaouaoads 
of women who come to Washington and New York and CSiicago 
€very year, dissatisfied at home and sedung a sign in the 
heavens— wnnen of all sorts, from tiond mothers of fifty ia 
cotton gjbves, to girb just out of Vassar who organise strftes 
in dieir own fathers' factoriesl All of yon are more or kss 
useful to me, but oidy a few of you can take nqr {dace, beca«e 
I have one virtue (only one): I have given up iaiba Mad 
Mother and diiklren for the love of God. 

^' Here's the test for you: Do jrou come to ' conquer the 
East,' as people say, or do you oome to conquer yourself? 

^ It's so mudi more complicated than aiQr of you know— so 
much more complicated tlttn I knew when I put on Ckound 
Orippers and stajted out to reform the worid. The final am- 
plication in 'amquering Washington' or 'conquering Nev 
York ' is that the conquerors most beyond all things not ooa- 
querl It must have been so easy in the good <dd days when 
authors dreamed only of selling a hundred thotisand volumes, 
and sodptors of being feted m big houses, and even the Up- 
lifters like me had a simple-hearted ambition to be dected lo 
important offices and invited to go round lecturing. But we 
meddlers have iq;>set eversrthing. Now the one thing that is 
disgraceful to any of us is obvious success. The Uplif ter wbo 
is very popular with wealthy patrons can be pretty sure that 
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Ee has softened his philosophy to please them, and the author 
who is making lots of money — poor things, I've heard 'em 
apologizing for it to the shabby bitter-oidas; I've seen 'em 
ashamed of the sleek luggage they got from movie rights- 

^' Do you want to sacrifice yomself in sudi a topsy-turvy 
world, where popularity makes you unpq>idar with the people 
you love, and the only failure is che^ success, and the only 
individualist is the person who gives up all his individualism 
to serve a jclOy ungrateful proletariat which thumbs its nose at 
him?" 

Carol smiled ingratiatingly, to indicate that she was indeed 
one who desired to sacrifice, but she signed, ^' I don't know; 
I'm afraid I'm not heroic. I certainly wasn't out home. Why 
didn't I do big effective " 

** Not a matter of heroism. Matter of endurance. Your 
Middlewest is double-Puritan— prairie Puritan on top of New 
England Puritan; bluff frontiersman on the surface, but in its 
heart it still has the ideal of Pl3rmouth Rock in a sleet-stornu 
There's one attack you can make on it, perhaps the only kind 
that accomplishes much anywhere: you can keep on looking 
at one thing after another in your home and church and bank, 
and ask why it is, and who first laid down the law that it had 
to be that way. If enough of us do this impolitely enough, 
then we'll become civilized in merely twoity thousand years 
or so, instead of having to wait the two hundred thousand 
years that my cynical anthropologist friends allow. . . . 
Easy, pleasant, lucrative home-work for wives: asking people 
to define their jobs. That's the most dangerous doctrine I 
know!" 

Carol was mediating, ^ I will go backl I will go on asking 
questions. I've always done it, and always failed at it, and it's 
dl I can do. Vm going to ask Ezra Stowbody why he's op- 
posed to the nationalization of railroads, and ask Dave Dyer 
why a druggist always is pleased whra he's called ' doctor,' 
and maybe ask Mrs. Bogart why she wears a widow's veil that 
looks like a dead crow." 

The woman leader straightened. '' And you have one thmg* 
You have a baby to hug. That's my temptation. I dream of 
babies — of a baby— and I sneak around parks to see them 
playing. (The childrra in Dt^nt Circle are like a poppy- 
garden.) And the antis call me * unsexed ' I " 

Card was thinking, in panic;, ^ Oughtn't Hugh to have 
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cooBtry air? I won't let him become a yokeL I can goide 
him away from street-comer loafing. ... I think I can." 

On her way home: " Now that I've made a preceden t , joined 
the union and gone out on one strike and learned personal 
solidarity, I wont be so afraid. Will won't always be re^stkig 
my running away. Some day I really will go to Europe with 
him ... or without him. 

" I've lived with people wbo are not afraid to go to jaiL 
I could invite a Miles Bjiurnstam to dinner without beiqg 
afraid of the Haydocks ... I think I could. 

** 111 take back the sound of Yvette Guilbert's soogi and 
Elman's vidin. Th^ll be onty the lovdier against tihe thrum- 
ming of crickets in the stubble on an autumn day. 

'' I can laugh now and be serene ... I think I can." 

Though she should return, she said, she would not be utterly 
defeated. She was ^ad of her rebdlicm. The prairie was no 
longer eiq>ty land in the sun-^are; it was the living tawny 
beast which she had fougjbt ai^ made beautiful by fitting; 
and in the village streets were shadows of her desires and the 
sound of her marching and the seeds of mystery and greatness. 



Her active hatred of Gopher Fdrie had run out She saw 
it now as a toiling new settlement With sympathy she re- 
membered Kennicott's defense of its dtijsens as ''a lot of 
pretty good folks, working hard and trsring to bring up thdr 
families the best they can." She recalled tender^ the 3^0ung 
awkwardness of Main Street and the makeshifts of the little 
brown cottages; she pitied their ahabbiness and isolation; had 
compassion for their assertion of culture, even as expressed in 
Thanatopsis papers, for their pretense of greatness, even as 
trumpeted m " boosting." She saw Main Street in the dusty 
prairie sunset, a line of frontier shanties with solemn londy 
people waiting for her, solemn and londy as an old man who 
has outlived his friends. She remembered that Kennicott and 
Sam Clark had listened to her songs, and she wanted to nm 
to them and sing. 

"At last," she rejdced, ""I've come to a fairer attitode 
toward the town. I can love it/ now." 

She was, perhaps, rather proud of hecadf for having acqoBtd 
to much tolerance. 
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She vmkt at tbree in the morning^ after a dream of being 
tortored by Ella Stowbody and the Widow Bogart. 

'' I've been making the town a myth. This is how people 
keep np the tradition of the perfect home-town, the haf^y 
tMyhood, the brilliant college friends. We forg^ so. I've 
been forgetting that Blain Street doesn't think it's in the least 
lonely and pitiful. It thinks it's God's Own Comitry. It isn't 
waiting for me. It doesn't care." 

Bnt the next evening she again saw Gopher Prairie as her 
home, waiting for her in the sunset, rimmed round with 
splendor. 



She did not return for five months more; five months 
crammed with greedy accumulation of sounds and colors to 
take back for the long still days. 

She had spent nearly two years in Washmgton. 

When she departed for Gopher Prairie, in June, her second 
baby was stirring within her. 
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She wondered all the way home what her sensations woaM bcii 
She wondered about it so much that she had every sensation 
she had imagined. She was excited by each familiar porch, 
each hearty *' Well, well! '' and fiatt^ed to be, for a day, the 
most inq>ortant news of the community. She bustled about, 
making calls. Juanita Haydock bubbled ova: their Washington 
encounter, and took Carol to her social bosonu This ancient 
opponent seemed likely to be her most intimate friend, for 
Vida Sherwin, thoi^ ^e was cordial, stood back and watched 
for imported heresies. 

In the evening Carol went to the mill. The mystical Om- 
Om-Om of the dynamos in the electric-light plant behin J the 
mill was louder in the darkness. Outside sat the niglit watch- 
man, Champ Perry. He held up his stringy hands and 
squeaked, " WeVe all missed you terrible." 

Who in Washington would miss her? 

Who in Washington could be dq)ended iqxHi like Ouf 
Pollock? When she saw him on the street, smiling as always; 
he seemed an eternal thing, a part of her own self. 

After a week she decided that she was neither glad nor 
Sony to be back. She entered each day with the matter-of-fact 
attitude with which she had gone to her office in Washington. 
It was her task; there would be mechaniod details and mean- 
ingless talk; what of it? 

The only problem which she had approached with emotion 
proved insignificant. She had, on the train, worked hersdf 
up to such devotion that she was willing to give up her own 
room, to try to share all of her life with Kennicott. 

He mumbled, ten minutes after she had entered the house^ 
" Say, IVe kept your room for you like it was. IVe kind of 
come round to your way of thinking. Don't see why folks 
need to get on each other's ndres just because they're friendly. 
Darned if I haven't got so H |ike a little privacy and nndlioff 
thing3 over by my9f^^' 
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She had left a dty which sat up nights to talk of universal 
transition; of European revolution, guUd socialism, free verse. 
She had fancied that all the world was changing. 

She found that it was not. 

In Gopher Prairie die only ardent new topics were prohibi- 
tion, the place in Minneapolis where you could get whisky at 
thirteen dollars a quart, recipes for home-made beer, the '' hi^ 
cost of living,'' the presidential election, Gark's new car, and 
not very novd foibles of Cy Bogart. Their problems were 
exactly what th^ had been two years ago, what they had been 
twenty years ago, and what they would be for twenty years 
to come. With the world a possible volcano, the husbandmen 
were plowing at the base of the mountain. A volcano does 
occasionally drop a riv^ of lava on even the best of agricul- 
turists, to Uieir astonishment and considerable injury, but their 
cousins inherit the farms and a year or two later go back to 
the plowing. 

She was unable to rhapsodize much over the seven new 
bungalows and the two garages which Kennicott had made to 
seem so in^rtant. Her intensest thou^t about them was, 
** Oh yes, ihey^re all ri^t I suppose." The change which she 
did heed was the erection of the schoolbuilding, with its cheer- 
ful, brick flails, broad windows, gymnasium, classrooms for 
agriculture and cooking. It indicated Vida's triumph, and it 
stirred her to activity — ^any activity. She went to Vida with a 
jaunty, ** I think I shall work for you. And 111 begin at the 
bottom." 

She did. She relieved the attendant at the rest-room for 
an hour a day. Her only innovation was painting the pine 
table a black and orange rather shocking to the Thanatopsis. 
She talked to the farmwives and soothed their babies and was 
happy. 

Thinking of them she did not think of the ugliness of Main 
Street as she hurried along it to the chatter of the Jolly 
Seventeen. 

She wore her Qre-glasses on the street now. She was begin- 
ning to ask Kennicott and Juanita if she didn't look young, 
mudi younger than thirty-three. The eye-glasses pinched her 
nose. She considered spectacles. They would make her seem 
older, and hopelessly settled. No I She would not wear spee- 
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fades yet. But she tried on a pair at Kennicott^ oflkce. Ibqr 
realfy were much more comfortable. 



m 

Dr. Westlake, Sam Clark, Nat Hicks, and Dd Soaffliii 
talking in Dd's barber shop. 

"^ Wen, I see Kennicott's wife is taking a wiiiri at the rest- 
room, now/' said Dr. Westlake. He emrSiasiised Ae ^ now." 

Dd interrupted the shaving of Sam and, with his bruA 
drying ladier, he observed jocularly: 

^ Whatll she be up to next? They say she used to daim 
this burg wasn't swdl enough for a dty giri like her, and 
would we please tax oursdves about thfarty-seven point nine anc 
fix it all up pretty, with tidies on the hydrants and ttatoos on 
the lawns " 

Sam irritabty blew the lather from his lips, with wSBkf 
small bubbles, and snorted, ^' Be a good thing for most of us 
roug^ecks if we did have a smart woman to teD us how to 
&i up the town. Just as much to her kiddng as there was 
to Jim Blausser's gassing about factories. And yon can bet 
Mrs. Eennicott is smart, even if she is skittish. Oad to aee 
her back." 

Dr. Westlake hastened to play safe. ''So was II So was II 
She's got a nice way about her, and she knows a good deal 
about books— or fiction sxxyway. Of course she^ Wu all die 
test of thoe women— not soJkOy founded— not scholarly— 
doesn't know ansrthing about political economy— bib for every 
new idea that some windjamming crank puts out. But she^ 
a nice woman. Shell probably fix up the rest-room, and the 
rest-room is a fine thing, brings a lot of business to town. And 
now that Mrs. Eennicott^ been away, maybe she's got over 
some of her fool ideas. Maybe she reali«s that folks simply 
laugjli at her when she tries to tdl us how to run eversrthing.'' 

"* Siffe. She'll take a tumble to heisdf ," sakl Nat Hido, 
suddng in his lips jiulldally. '' As far as Fm ixncemed, IH 
say she's as nice a looking skirt as there is in town. Butyowl'' 
His tone dectrified them. ''Guess shell miss that Swede 
Valborg that used to work for met They was a pairl TalUng 
poetry and moonshinel If they could of got away wifli i^ 
they'd of been so dam lovey-dovey ** 

Sam Oark interrupted, "Rats, they never even thom^ 
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akmA miklBg love. Just talking books and all that junk. 
I tell you, Carrie Kennicott's a smart woman, and these smart 
educated women all get funny ideas, but they get over 'em 
after th^Ve had three or four kids. Youll see her settled 
down <me of these days, and teaching Sunday School and 
helping at sociables and behaving hersdf , and not trying to 
butt ii^ business and politics. Sure! " 

After only fifteen minutes of conf eroice on her stockings, 
her son, her separate bedroom, her music, her ancient interest 
in Guy Pollock, her probable salary in Washington, and every 
remark which she was known to have made since her return, 
the supreme council decided that th^ would permit Carol 
Kennicott to live, and th^ passed on to a consideration of 
Nat Hicks's New One about the traveling salesman and the 
old maid. 



IV 

For some reason which was totally nqrsterious to Carol, 
Maud Dyer seemed to resent her return. At the Jolly Seven- 
teen Maud giggled nervously, ''Well, I siq)pose you foimd 
war-work a good eicuse to stay away and have a swdl time. 
Juanital Don't you think we oug^t to make Carrie tell us 
aboot the officers she met in Washington? " 

They rustled and stared. Carol looked at thenu Their 
curiosity seemed natural and uninqxMtant 

^^Ok yes, yes indeed, have to do that some day,** she 
yawned. 

She no longer took Aunt Bessie Smafl seriously enough to 
struggle for indepoidence. She saw that Aunt Bessie did not 
mean to intrude; that she wanted to do things for all the 
Kennicotts. Thus Carol hit upon the tragedy of old age, which 
is not that it b less vigorous than youdi, but that it is not 
needed by youth; that its love and prosy sageness, so im- 
portant a few years ago, so gladly offered now, are rejected 
with laugjbt^. She divined that when Aunt Bessie came in 
with a jar of wild-grape jelly she was waiting in hope of being 
asked for the recipe. After that she could be irritated but she 
could not be depressed by Aunt Bessie's simoom of ques- 
tioning. 

She wasn't depressed even when she heard Mrs. Bogart 
cbaerve, '' Now we've got prohibition it seems to me that the 
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next problem of tbe country ain't so much abolishing ciga- 
rettes as it is to make folks observe the Sabbadi and arrest 
these law-breakers that play basd[>all and go to the movies 
and all on the Lord's Day." 

Only one thing bruised Carol's vanity. Few people asked her 
about Washington. They who had most admiringly begged 
Percy Bresnahan for his opinions were least interested in her 
facts. She lauded at herself when she saw that she had 
expected to be at once a h^etic and a returned hero; she was 
vay reasonable ami merry about it; and it hurt just as mudi 
as ever. 



Her baby, bom in August, was a girl. Carol could not 
decide whether she was to become a feminist leader or many 
a scientist or both, but did settle on Vassar and a tricolette 
suit with a small black hat for her Fteshman year. 

VI 

Hug^ was loquacious at breakfast He desired to give his 
inq>ressions of owls and F Street. 

'' Don't make so much noise. You talk too mudi,'' growled 
Kennicott. 

Carol flared. '' Don't speak to him that wayl Why don't 
you listen to him? He has some very interesting things to 
ten." 

'' What's the idea? Mean to say you eq>ect me to speod 
all my time listening to his chatter? " 

"Why not?" 

" For one thing, he's got to learn a little discq>line. Time 
for him to start getting educated." 

^^ I've learned much more discipline, I've had mudi more 
education, from him than he has from me." 

'' What's this? Some new-fangled idea of raising kids you 
got in Washington? " 

** Perhaps. Did you ever realize that children are people? " 

" That's all rig^t. I'm not going to have him monopolizing 
the conversation." 

" No, of course. We have our rights, too. But I'm goinp 
to brmg him up as a human being. He bat just as many 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAIN STREET 449 

thoughts as we have, and I want him to devdop them, not 
take Gofdier Prairie's version of them. That*^ my biggest 
work now— keeping mysdfi keq)ing you, from 'educating' 
him." 

^' WeOy let's not scrap about it But I'm not going to have 
him qx>fled«" 

Kennicott had forgotten it in ten minutes; and she fcMrgot 
it— this time. 



vn 

The Kennicotts and the Sam Clarks had driven nor^ to a 
duck-pass between two lakes, on an autumn day of blue and 
O^per. 

Kennicott had given her a lis^t twenty-gauge shotgun. She 
had a first lesson in shooting, in keeping her eyes open, not 
wincing, understanding that &e bead at the end of the barrel 
really had something to do with pointing the gun. She was 
radiant; she almost believed Sam when he insisted that it was 
she who had shot the mallard at which they had fired to- 
gether. 

She sat on the bank of the reedy lake and found rest in 
Mrs. Clark's drawling commits on nothing. The brown dusk 
was still. Behind them were dark marshes. The plowed acres 
smelled fresh. The lake was garnet and silver. The voices of 
the m^ waiting for the last flight, were dear in the cod 
air. 

^ Mark leftl " sang Kennicott, in a long-drawn call. 

Three ducks were swooping down in a ^wift line. The guns 
banged, and a duck fluttered. The men pushed their ug^t 
boat out on the burnished lake, disappeared beyond the re^. 
Their cheerfd voices and the slow splash and dank of oars 
came back to Carol from the dimness. In the sky a fiery plahi 
sloped down to a serene harbor. It dissolved; the lake was 
white marble; and Kennicott was crying, " WeO, old lady, how 
nibout hiking out for home? Supper taste pretty good, di? ^ 

^ 111 sit back with Ethd," she said, at the car. 

It was the first time she had called Mrs. Gark lyy her given 
name; the first time she had willingly sat back, a woman of 
Main Street. 

'^ I'm hungry. It's good to be hungry,'' she reflected, as 
rtiey drove away. 
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She lookad acton the sBeot Adds to the west She 
coQBdoiis of m unbroken sweep of land to the Ro^es, to 
Alaska; a dominion which will rise to unexampled greatness 
whuL odier enq>ires have grown senile. Before that time, she 
knew, a hundred generations of Carob will aapke and go down 
fai tragedy devoid of palls and solemn chanting, the hnm- 
dmm inevitable tragedy of struggle against inertia. 

^ Let's all go to the movies tomorrow nig^t Awfidly ex- 
dting fihn," said Ethd Clark. 

'^ Wdl, I was going to read a new book but AH rq^ 

let's go," said Carol. 



vm 

^TheyVe too mudi for me," Carol fd^jbed to Eenaioott 
** l\e been thinking about getting up an annual Omununity 
Day, when the wbdt town would f oi^et feuds and go out and 
have sports and a picnic and a dance. But Bert lybee (vdgr 
did you ever elect him mayor?) — he's kidnapped my Idea. 
He wants the Community Day, but he wants to have scHne 
politician ^ give an address.' That's just the stilted sort ot 
thing IVe tried to avoid. He asked Vida, and of course At 
agreed with him." 

Kennicott considered the matter while he wound the dock 
and they tramped up-stairs. 

** Yes, it would jar you to have Bert butting in," he said 
amiably. '' Are you going to do much fussing over this Com> 
munity stunt? Don't you ever get tired of fretting and stewing 
f^iM^ experimenting? " 

"* I haven't even started. Lookl " She led him to the 
nursery door, pointed at the fuzqr brown head oi her dan^ter. 
^ Do you see that object on the pillow? Do you know what 
it is? It's a bomb to blow up smugness. If you Tories were 
wise, you wouldn't arrest anarchists; you'd arrest all these 
chfldren idule th^'re asleq> in their cr9)B. Think what that 
baby will see and meddle with before she dies in the yeu 2000I 
She may see an industrial union of the whole worid, she may 
see aeroplanes going to Mars." 

<< Yump, probably be changes all ri^t," yawned Kennicott 

She sat on the edge of his bed while he hunted through his 
bureau for a collar whic^ oa^ to be there and pcrsiiient^ 
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^ in go an, always. And I am happy. But this Commiiiiity 
Day make& me see how thoroug^y I'm beaten.'' 

<<That dam collar certainly is gone for keeps," muttered 

Keonicott uid, looder, '' Yes, I guess you I didn't quite 

catch irbat you said, dear." 

She patted his pillowSi turned down his sheets, as she re- 
flected: 

" But I hai;« won in this: I've never excused my faihires 
by sneering at nay asfnraticms, by pretending to have gone 
beycNid them. I do not admit that Main Street is as beautiful 
as it should bel I do not admit that Gopher Prairie is 
greater ot more generous than Europel I do not admit that 
dish-washing is enough to satisfy all women! I may not have 
fought the good fight, but I have kept the faith." 

'' Sure. You bet you have," said Kennicott '' Wdl, good 
nij^t Sort of feds to me like it mi^t snow tonuMrrow. Have 
to be thinking about putting up the storm-windows pretty 
soon. Say, did you notice whether the girl put that screws 
driver badL?" 
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THE NOVELS OF SINCLAIR LEWIS 



r kNks an mM. Mk fm %ntmi 4 OnkMi^ mtL 



DODSWORTH 

Tbt fiocy of a tuooettfiil Ametkmn bosifieM omn ivho^ htiving 
fedced, goes abcotd inth his bctndful but sIiaIIow wife in teuch 
(»f the Gueftce iM^iiiess ha had mined in hit loach. 

ELMER GANTRY 

Elmer Gtatfy, hypoc ri t e uid Tolaptoafjr, ii pAinted •gunsc • 
Kid^groand of draicfa memben uid profetdag Chritfiint acucelf 
lets hypocntiad tfasn he. In diit book Sindtir Lewit tddt • vio- 
lent ttroke to hit gtowing piccote of maientlittic Amedou 

MANTRAP 

AdefertitifeontheadTentafetofaMewYodc kvyertecki- 
ing tett and dfvettion in the nocthwoodt. Inttetd offetche findi 
crouble in thepefsonofhithott'twife— yoang^pgeqyandflinstioBtu 

ARROWSMITH 

The ttocy of • ooontiy doctor whote tesfch for troth led him 
to tlie heightt of the medicti ptoftttion» to the hej^itt and dq>cfat 
of lore and marriage and to find peace at » quietly heroic iabowtofj 
worlcer. 

BABBrrr . 



Every man will recogniae in the character of George Babbitt 
tomething of himtel£ He wat • bootter and a joiner* but behind 
dl of hit activities ipat • wittfbl wonder at to wfatr life holdt. 

MAIN STREET 

Carol Kennkotft attempt to bring life and cnlciife to Gopher 
SnJrie and Gopher Prairie't reaction toward her imrhlngt have 
made diit book one of the most fiunont of the hiMt deotde. 



GROSSET k DUNLAP* Pitbushbrb, NEW YORK 
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LOUISE PLATT HAUCK'S 

THRniiNG ROMANCES 

UFE, LOVE AND JEANEITH 
This stoiy tikes Teanette Brokaw through the ecsusy of first love and die 
joys and responsibilities of wifehood and motherhood; it leads her, through 
dark waters, to permanent happiness. 

THE STORY OF NANCV MEADOWS 
There was true love between Nanqr and Dwight, but her aloofness and 
his susceptibilitf to women wrought havoc with their martiage. 

THE PINK HOUSE 
A fresh and gay love storv of a girl who meets finanrial and emotionaj 
disaster with her bead up and her heart high. 

THE VIFEHOOp OF JESSICA 
Jessica was swept from her feet by Bill's tempestuous wooing. But mar- 
tied life was fstr dtifferent from her dreams. A novel of huma^ emotions. 

TVO TOGETHER 
A glamorous story of young love, its tenderness shot with bright threads 
of gayety, its romance spiced widi whimsicality. 

SYLVIA 
Lovely Sylvia was the victim of unrequited afiFectioo, so she sought die 
High Mountain Peaks in which to heal her broken heart. 

WILD GRAPE 
A story of the Ozark Mountains which gives the reader glimpsrs of liie 
touched with mysticism, alive with romance but elemental in its simplicity. 

ANNE MARRIES AGAIN 
An attractive young widow marries a second time and learns that all 
marriages demand compromises and sacrifices. 

PRINCE OF THE MOON 
P^ Copeland, nineteen, left her home in St. Joseph, Missouri, to visit a 
well-to-do family in Kansas City, and encounteied Romance. 

GROSSET&DUNLAP Publishers NEW YORK 
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LI DA 


LARRIMORE 


NOVELS 


■cy bt iMi wk«MV kMin an MM. A*iv«nt 


Ml A DvRtap't M. 




Mdtf iiUvl^lMV. 



Eadi new lave stoty by lida liirimore pcovet to be 
area more popuhc than the last. 

TARPAFER PALACE 

Thete comes ft time in the reading opctience of c vetj fD u e 
when ft chftfming and delightful lovestonr is the oqIt land of novel 
tfaftlwiUsfttisfy. TA&PAraEL PAIACB is both. 

THE WAGON AND THE STAR 

A book thftt satisfies the tender mood that irants Il^tnest 
aad foudi and beauty; that wants to be stirred by the hynicfaci 
of lore and its charm. 

MULBERRY SQUARE 

In dils time of hectic novels, a genuinely dellctte and cfaatm- 
ing story marked by spontaneity wUl come as a treasure to many 
fimon readers . . . The delightful charm and atmo^here of this 
bo*k will hold you enthralled. 

THE SILVER FLUTE 

As in MULBERRY SQUARE, Miss larrimore has told a 
tender, charming story with aO the gaiety, humor and pathos that 
have made her noveb so notable. 

ROBIN HILL 

Shirley Penfield, twenty, gay and loyal, had been in lore with 
Ridcey ever since she first came to ** Robin Hill," a shy child, alone 
in the world. But Elaine was exdting; her dark eyes, her red 
mouth, her black hair and pale skin; her dothes. Ridny fiell in 
love with Elaine. 

lohn Walton loved Shirley and he wanted to keep her from 
being hurt. But his most diverting efforts fiuled. 

Prom diis tangle of lives, the author develops her loveliest 
and most poignant story. 

GROSSBT ft DUNLAP, PubUshera, NEW YORK 
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